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MOTHER  HERRING'S  CHICKEN. 

By  L.  T,  MEADE,  AuTHOB  or  "  Watm  Gipsiks,"  "Scamp  ami 


CHAPTER  I, — PETER   AND   POPPY. 

yV  LITTLE  room,  bare  and  unfurnished ; 
■**■  a  dead  woman  lying  on  a  truckle  bed ; 
two  boys  standing  by  ihe  tiny  window  :  with 
these  slight  materials  opens  the  story  of  a 
biave  life. 

"  Peter,"  said  the  younger  lad. 

"  What  be  yer  up  to  now.  Poppy  ?  "  asked 
the  elder. 

This  lad  had  been  in  the  profoundest 
depths  of  a  brown  study,  and  his  big  black 
eyes  seemed  scarcely  to  see  the  little  brother 
whom  he  addressed. 

"Nothink — only  I'm  hungry,"  answered 
the  small  boy. 

"  Well,  well,  come  an'  see  Mother  Herring 
and  Rosy." 

He  took  the  little  thin  hand,  and  they 
went  down-stairs — down,  from  the  top  stairs 
to  the  middle  they  went,  from  the  middle  to 
the  lower,  and  so  out  into  the  street.  The 
little  one's  feet  clattered  in  shoes  much  too 
big  for  him,  but  the  elder  walked  with  proud, 
erect  steps.  It  was  a  winter's  night,  and 
there  was  snow  on  the  ground  ;  such  snow  as 
shows  itself  in  London,  not  the  white  daz- 
zliag  snow  of  the  country,  but  dirty  masses 
of  piled-up  heaps — brown,  nearly  black- 
but  the  streets  were  muddy  enough,  from  the 
X~i 


effects  of  these  same  dark  heaps,  to  wet 
Poppy's  thin  shoes  through  and  through,  long 
before  they  reached  their  destination. 

Overhead  the  stars  shone,  and  Peter  look- 
ing up  remarked  sententiously  "thaCitwor 
going  to  freeze." 

The  smaller  boy  made  no  answer  to  this ; 
he  trudged  along  silently ;  but  as  his  slip- 
shod feet  grew  wetter  and  wetter,  he  first  of 
all  lagged  slightly  behind,  then  gave  way  to 
one  short,  quick  sob.  On  hearing  this  sound 
Peter  first  stood  still,  then  saying,  ",0h,  is 
that  it  ?"  lifted  him  with  ease  into  his  arms, 
and  began  to  run  in  the  direction  of  Mother 
Herring's.  Then  the  little  one  changed  his 
sob  into  a  laugh. 

"  Wot  'ull  yer  'ave  ter  eat.  Poppy?"  asked 
Peter,   as  they  drew  up  at  the  well-known 

"  Pertaters  and  sausage,"  whispered  Poppy 
very  low  in  his  ear. 

Peter  whistled,  and  still  carrying  the  small 
boy  in  his  arms,  entered  the  shop  which  they 
had  now  reached. 

It  was  a  small  shop,  not  unlike,  in  some 
respects,  the  very  lowest  style  of  French 
cafd.  At  one  side  there  was  a  counter,  at 
which  a  woman  in  a  high  mob-cap  presided. 
Along  the  counter  were  laid  out,  ready  for 
immediate  use,  little  plates  tilled,  some  with 
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potatoes  and  sausages,  others  with  tripe  and 
onions,  others  again  held  tiny  mugs  filled 
with  by  no  means  unsavoury  soui).  But  the 
largest  half  of  the  room  was  scattered  quite 
ankle  deep  with  saw-dust,  and  resting  in  the 
saw-dtist  were  little  tables,  very  black  and  not 
too  dean.  At  these  tables,  men,  women, 
and  even  little  children  sat,  and  drank  strong 
cofifee  and  chocolate,  and  ate  what  the  tiny 
plates  contained.  The  men  smoked  and 
talked  loudly,  but  there  were  no  spirituous 
drinks  allowed  in  the  funny  httte  shop. 

"  Please,  Mother  Heiring,"  said  Peter,  ad- 
vancing to  the  counter,  and  still  holding 
Poppy  in  his  arms 

"  Ah !  Pete  and  Poppy,"  replied  Mother 
Herring,  just  glancing  at  them  out  of  her 
twinkling  brown  eyes.  "  What  'ull  yer  have, 
boys?  See  there's  a  httle  table  just  vacant. 
Run  to  it,  Poppy.  You  can  warm  yer  wet 
toes  in  the  saw-dust.  Now,  Pete,  lad.  Ah, 
titers  and  sausage,  so  I  thought.  'Ere's  two 
plates,  piping  as  yer  please  !  "  She  pushed 
them  towards  him,  then  turned  to  attend  to 
another  customer. 

Peter,  however,  still  holding  the  plates  in 
his  hands,  waited  until  her  attention  was  dis- 
engaged. The  moment  she  had  served  her 
last  customer  he  said  in  a  solemn  voice — 

"  Peg's  dead." 

"  Dead  ?  ah,  poor  thing  ! " 

"  Yes,"  continued  Peter,  "  and  Poppy,  he 
never  saw  nobody  die  before,  and  he  have 
been  a-crying  ever  so ;  and  please,  Mother 
Herring,  may  he  see  Rosy  to-night." 

"  See  Rosy  1 "  ejaculated  Mother  Herring. 
"  Peg's  dead,  yer  say,  and  the  little  'un  were 
frighted.  Well,  lads,  you  two  stay  ahint  the 
door  till  after  ten,  the  place 'ull  be  cleared  by 

ten,  and  then "  she  winked  profoundly, 

added  two  mugs  of  hot  coffee  to  the  sausages 
and  potatoes,  and  turned  away. 

CHAPTER  II. — THE  CHICKEN    IN  ITS   NEST. 

The  little  parlour  into  which  Mother  Her- 
ring ushered  Peter  and  Poppy  after  all  her 
other  customers  had  departed,  was  even  more 
grotesque  in  appearance  than  the  shop  out- 
side. It  was  a  tiny  room,  scarcely  bigger 
than  the  cabin  of  a  ship,  but  small  as  it  was, 
it  was  required  to  do  duty  as  not  only  general 
sitting-room  and  kitchen,  but  also  as  bed- 
room ;  for  all  Mother  Herring  possessed,  of 
the  house  in  which  she  lived,  was  the  shop 
and  this  scrap  of  an  apartment,  which,  indeed, 
in  former  days  had  belonged  to  the  shop  it- 
self, and  had  only  now  been  boarded  oft"  for 
Mother  Herring's  Special  benefit.  She  was 
a  woman,  however,  of  unlimited  resources. 


and  she  had  made  the  most  of  the  tiny  space 
afforded  her. 

Into  one  side  of  the  wall  had  been  let  in  a 
compact  modern  range,  where  the  comfort- 
able messes,  which  lured  so  many  customers 
away  from  the  gin-palace  over  the  way,  were 
made.  This  range  had  an  open  grate,  in 
which,  as  the  boys  entered,  glowed  a  bright- 
red  fire.  Opposite  the  range  was  a  litde  cur- 
tained recess,  which  contained  a  bed  for 
Mother  Herring  and  Rosy,  This  recess  was- 
la^  enough  not  only  to  hold  a  bed,  but  also 
some  pegs  on  which  to  hang  dresses,  and 
other  articles  of  wearing  apparel. 

Over  the  range  was  a  little  clock  of  French 
make.  Over  this  again  was  a  shelf  contain- 
ing books.  At  one  side  of  the  range  was  a 
deal  table  barely  large  enough  to  seat  two, 
and  at  each  end  of  this  table  stood  a  tiny 
three-legged  stool.  Every  other  available 
scrap  of  the  room  was  filled  with  cooking 
materials.  As  the  boys  and  Mother  Herring 
entered  this  tiny  kitchen  they  were  greeted 
by  a  great  rush  of  heat,  and  a  strong  smell 
of  stale  cooking.  Both  the  heat  and  the 
smell  would  have  been  too  much  for  more 
sensitively  nurtured  natures.  But  Peter  and 
Poppy  were  both  far  too  cold  and  too  hungry 
to  be  fastidious.  Poppy,  indeed,  ran  at  once 
to  the  open  fire-place,  and,  throwing  himself 
down  on  the  floor,  stretched  out  his  half-frozen 
toes  to  the  heat.  But  Peter,  disregarding  the 
fire,  held  out  his  hand  to  a  little  girl  who 
came  forward  to  greet  them.  The  little  girl 
clasped  his  outstretched  hand,  looked  silently 
into  his  face,  then,  without  uttering  a  word, 
returned  to  her  interrupted  employment. 
This  employment  consisted  of  washing  up 
and  placing  in  a  large  basket,  preparatory 
to  removing  them  into  the  shop,  the  many 
yellow  bowls  and  basins  which  had  served 
the  need  of  Mother  Herring's  customers. 

"  When  you've  quite  finished  over  there. 
Rosy,"  said  Mother  Herring, "  we'll  sit  down 
nice  and  comfortable,  and  have  a  good  talk 
all  round." 

"Yes,  mother,"  replied  Rosy  gravely.  She 
said  this  with  her  back  to  the  company,  and 
her  small  brown  hands  dexterously  using  a 
long  kitchen  roller.  Peter  stood  by  her  side 
and  watched  her.  Mother  Herring  moved 
about,  stirred  the  fire,  and  finally,  drawing 
the  three-legged  stools  forward,  seated  her- 
self on  one.  The  other  was  left  vacant  for 
Rosy,  who  presently,  drawing  down  her 
sleeves,  came  and  placed  herself  on  it. 
Peter  then  lay  down  on  the  floor  by  Poppy's 
side.  In  this  position — the  position  of  the 
floor — the  boys,  had  tliey  been  so  inclined, 
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might  have  had  a  good  opportunity  of  watch- 
ing Mother  Herring  and  Rosy,  and  being 
amused  at  the  extraordinary  hkeness  between 
them.  Mother  Herring  was  Rosy  grown 
middle-aged,— Rosy  was  Mother  Herring 
I  grown  very  young.  Exactly  the  same  dark, 
twinkling  eyes,  exactly  the  same  round, 
brown  faces  ;  the  same  white  teeth  when  they 
laughed ;  the  same  shaped  brows ;  the  same 
good-nature  shining  everywhere — no  dif- 
ference at  all,  except  that  one  was  eight  and 
the  other  thirty,  and,  in  consequence,  one  a 
little  bigger  than  the  other.  When  Rosy 
seated  herself  on  the  small  three-legged  stool 
I  she  laid  her  head  on  her  mother's  shoulder, 
I  and  her  mother  threw  one  arm  round  her. 
In  this  manner  they  looked  down  at  the 
boys,  and  the  boys  looked  up  at  them. 

"  Now,  Peter,''  said  Mother  Herring,  "you 
said  you  wanted  to  speak  to  Rosy,  and  Rosy 
is  here.  Tell  us  what  you  want,  lads,  for 
Rosy  is  a  bit  tired,  ain't  you,  little  'un?" 

"  No,  mother,  not  so  weny,"  replied  Rosy, 
"  Wot  is  it,  Pete  and  Poppy  ? " 

"Please,  Rosy,"  said  Poppy,  suddenly 
scrambUngtohis  legs  and  coming  up  to  Rosy's 
side — "  please,  Rosy,  you  allers  said  as  we 
wor  to  tell  yer  if  we  ivanted  a  change ;  well, 
we  wants  one  now.     Peg's  dead,  Rosy." 

"Dear,dear!"  replied  Rosy;  "Peg  dead, 
is  she  ?  dear,  dear !  What  did  she  die  on. 
Poppy  ? " 

"  'Flammadon,"  said  Poppy.  "  Wom't  that 
it,  Peter?" 

Peter  nodded. 

"  Peg  got  wet  through,"  he  said,  "and  she 
had  a  cold,  and  it  turned  ter  'flammation- 
so  the  doctors  said." 

"  She  wor  no  relation,  wor  she,  boys  ?  " 
asked  Mother  Herring, 

"No,  Mother  Herring,"  replied  Peter. 
"  We  jest  met  'er  one  night  nigh  a  year  agone 
now.  Poppy  wor  crying  wjd  the  bitter  cold 
— it  wor  much  sich  a  night  as  to-night, 
Mother  Herring — and  Peg  wor  standing  on 
Lunnon  Bridge,  and  she  heerd  Poppy  cry, 
and  she  come  h'up  and  spoke  real  kind  ;  ati^ 
she  tuk  us  home  to  'er  room,  and  h'ever 
since  we  'as  slep'.  there;  and  she  give  us 
shelter,  h'all  fiir  ^think ;  and  we  found  h'our 
own  grub."     - 

"  She  wor  real  good,"  said  Poppy,  rubbing 
the  tears  from  his  eyes. 

"  Yes,"  said  Peter.  "  She  wor  never  t 
'cept  when  she  drank,  and  then  we  used  to 
hide  under  the  bed.  Poor  Poppy  'nd  have 
been  dead  long  ago  but  fur  Peg." 

"And  now  you're  adrift,  you  poor  lads?' 
said  Mother  Herring. 


"That's  about  it.  Mother  Herring.  We 
may  stay  there  as  long  as  Peg  is  there  ;  but 
they'll  bury  Peg  ter-moner,  and  then  we  must 
go  h'out." 

"  Yes,"  said  Mother  Herring  gravely ; 
"  they'll  bury  Peg  to-morrow,  and  you  must 
go  h'out.  I  see  it ;  why,  'tis  plain  as  a  pike- 
staff. The  dead  must  be  buried,  and  them 
as  can't  pay  fur  shelter  must  lie  in  the  street. 
It  don't  take  strong  sight  ter  read  tliat  bit  o' 
writing — do  it,  Rosy  ? " 

'■  No,  mother,"  answered  Rosy. 

"  And  wot's  to  be  done  wid  'em  ? — the  two 
poor  fatherless  and  motherless  lads — that's 
the  question,"  continued  Mother  Herring. 
She  pressed  her  hand  Co  her  dimpled  cheek 
as  she  spoke.  Her  face  became  anxious  and 
a  little  perplexed. 

Peter  and  Poppy,  standing  in  front  of  her 
— for  Peter  had  nojv  too  risen  to  his  feet — 
regarded  her  with  earnest  and  undisguised 
interest ;  and  Rosy  gazed  at  all  three. 

On  Rosy's  face  there  was  neither  anxiety 
nor  disquietude.  After  a  time,  from  her 
shelter  under  her  mother's  arms,  she  said 
softly— 

"H'any  ways,  they're  no  worser  off  than 
the  sparrers." 

"True  enough,  deary,"  replied  Mother 
Herring.  "  That's  the  comfort  of  a  bit  of 
scriptur' ;  it  seems  to  fit  so  to  wot  we  wants- 
Yes,  yes  ;  the  lads  is  safe  enough ;  shame  on 
me  to  doubt  it.  Why,  the  tex'  as  you  'rainds 
me  of,  deary,  speaks  on  the  hairs  of  our  heads : 
let  alone  the  bits  of  livin'  birds.  And  wot's 
either  hairs  or  birds,  to  the  lads  wid  the 
tender  hearts,  and  the  souls  as  'ull  never  die. 
Yes,  yes,  the  lads  is  safe  enough  in  that 
sense ;  but  wot  shall  you  and  me  do  for  'em 
now,  Rosy?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Poppy;  "wot 
'ull  you  do  now?  We  don't  know  nothink 
'bout  sparrers  and  hairs,  but  we  does  'bout 
that." 

"Ter-morrer  'ull  be  Sunday,"  continued 
Roa^.'and  we  has  a  real  juicy  bit  o'  pork 
.  ■ .  ^^if'dinner  ;  can't  Peter  and  Poppy  come 
and  have  it  wid  us,  mother,  and  then  we  can 
talk  it  out?" 

'■  Right,"  said  Mother  Herring  heartily. 
"  Come  an'  welcome,  lads.  One's  the  hour, 
ain't  it,  Rosy?" 

Rosy  nodded ;  Poppy's  eyes  danced ; 
Peter  again  held  out  his  hand.  And  without 
any  other  comment  or  word  of  thanks  being 
spoken,  the  boys  went  back  to  the  only 
shelter  they  knew — the  shelter  they  could 
only  claim  for  one  night  more.  And  Mother 
Hening  and  Rosy  wf^e  l^ft,  likf^^^pw^l- 
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bird  and  its  little  chiclcen,  in  their  own  warm 

nest. 

CHAPTER  llr. — ROSY'S   SURPRISE   DINNER. 

The  next  morning  Rosy  awoke  frona  her 
warm  sleep  by  her  mother's  side  in 
following  manner :  first  she  slirred  a  little 
very  gendy,  then  her  pretty  lips  relaxed  into 
a  smile,  the  smile  grew  broader  until  the  dark 
fringed  eyes  were  opened  wide,  the  eyes 
themselves  filled  with  a  glad  light,  and  then 
the  gay  voice — for  Rosy's  voice  was  always 
gay- — said  audibly — 

"  Oh,  it  is  happy  Sunday  come  back 
again!" 

"Yes,  my  dear,"  said  Mother  Herring, 
"and  you  and  me  have  no  need  to  get  the 
soup,  nor  yet  the  little  pies  ready  this  morn- 
ing. Ain't  it  a  good  thing  as  Sunday  comes 
once  a  week  to  bless  us,  Rosy,  child  ?  " 

"  Yes,  mother,"  said  Rosy,  "  God  'ud  never 
leave  us  poor  people  widout  Sunday.  Why, 
on  Saturday  nights  I'm  fit  to  drop,  and  you're 
fit  to  drop,  and  then  Sunday  comes,  and  we 
has  a  nice  time  and  a  bit  of  a  walk,  and  then, 
why,  we  jest  goes  on  again." 

"  Yes,  Rosy,  we  goes  on  until  we  comes  to 
the  end,  and  to  resting  for  ever  and  ever. 
But  now  jump  up,  deary,  for  them  two  boys 
are  coming  to  us  to-day,  and  we  must  be  in 
apple-pie  order  for  them,  poor  desolate  lads, 
jest  to  show  'em  what  a  Sunday  rest  is 
like." 

"  And  shall  we  have  a  surprise  dinner  for 
'em,  mother,  and  may  I  cook  it  ?  " 

"  Well,  yes,  child,  ef  you  don't  tire  yerself." 

"  Surprises  never  tire  me,"  said  Rosy. 

Then  shegotquicklyoutofbcdand  poured 
out  some  cold  water  and  had  a  bath.  It 
was  surprising  how  very  thoroughly  in  this 
room  Rosy  could  perform  her  ablutions, 

Afterwards  she  and  her  mother  had  break- 
fast ;  and  then  In  very  earnest  did  she  set  to 
work  over  her  surprise  dinner.  To  effect 
this  more  thoroughly  she  requested  Mother 
Herring  to  allow  her  to  have  the  kitchen  to 
herself.  Accordingly  the  elder  woman  did 
some  necessary  cleaning  in  the  shop,  and  for 
two  hours  very  busy  sounds  came  from 
Rosy's  active  feet  and  hands.  At  last,  how- 
ever, all  preparations  were  complete,  and 
both  mother  and  daughter  put  on  their  Sun- 
day best,  and  sat  down  side  by  side  to  await 
their  company. 

"  At  ten  minutes  to  one  exactly  I'll  lay  the 
cloth  fur  dinner,"  said  Rosy.  "  Won't  it  be 
a  tight  fit  fur  four  ?  But  won't  it  be  fun  too  ? 
Please,  mother  dear,  wJiile  we  are  awaiting 
tell  me  the  story  of  the  sparrers  over  again." 


Mother  Herring  never  refiised  anything 
Rosy  asked,  so  she  instantly  began. 

"  Once  there  were  two  little  hungry  London 
sparrers ;  poor  little  things  as  had  been 
hatched  over  late  and  worn't  more  than  half 
fledged.  Their  mother  would  not  have  left 
them,  but  she  wor  killed  by  a  cruel  boy  who 
threw  a  stone  at  her,  and  the  weakling  little 
things  were,  so  to  speak,  orphaned  afore  they 
knew  nought  of  the  world.  They  were  rare 
and  plucky  little  birds  though,  and  while 
there  wor  a  worm  in  the  ground,  or  a  bit  of 
seed  to  be  found  h'anywhere,  why,  them  two 
little  things  would  be  the  first  to  get  hold  of 
it.  But  at  last  the  frost  come  and  shut  up 
the  ground  hard  and  firm  as  iron,  and  it 
would  need  a  much  sharper  beak  than  a 
sparrer's  to  get  up  a  worm  or  h'anything  else 
as  'ud  nourish  'em.  The  little  things  were 
cold  too,  being,  as  I  'said,  but  half  fledged. 
However,  they  clung  close  together  and 
thought  hard.  '  Let's  try  and  find  a  chimlcy,' 
said  the  bigger  of  the  two,  '  our  mother  alius 
said  as  we  was  to  live  in  a  chimley  when  the 
real  cold  weather  come.  Let's  try  and  find 
one,  and  so  get  warm.'  Then  the  smallest 
bird  twittered  with  pleasure,  and  they  flew 
about,  all  over  the  tops  of  the  ugly  London 
houses,  and  into  many  a  chimley  did  they 
try  to  force  themselves,  but  out  of  every  one 
they  quickly  came  panting  and  gasping,  for 
the  smoke  wor  like  to  suffocate  the  poor 
little  things.  At  last  the  bigger  one  said 
again,  '  Let's  try  and  find  a  chimley  without 
that  nasty  white  thing  a-flying  out  o'  it.  Our 
mother  hallus  said  as  we  was  not  to  live  in  a 
chimley  with  that  white  thing  a-coming  from 
the  top.'  The  small  bird  twittered  again,  and 
they  flew  on  and  on  ;  but  the  day  wor  so 
bitter  cold,  and  the  snow  fell  so  often,  and 
the  air  wor  so  wcrry  nipping,  that  even  in 
that  very  poor  part  o'  Lunnon,  where  the 
little  sparrers  wor,  there  wor  never  a  chimley 
for  a  long  long  time  that  they  could  find  that 
had  not  its  tiny  curl  of  smoke  coming  from 
it.  At  last,  however,  when  they  wor  like  ter 
drop  from  fatigue,  they  seed  one,  and  they 
flew  to  it,  and  got  well  in  ;  down  quite  low 
they  went,  for  they  did  not  mind  the  soot, 
and  here  they  perched  themselves  close  to- 
gether, and  soon,  hungry  as  they  wor,  they 
fell  fast  asleep.  Well,  Rosy,  it  might  have 
been  an  hour,  or  half  an  hour,  or  only  a  few 
minutes,  as  the  little  sparrers  slept,  when 
they  wor  awoke  by  something  as  set  them 
both  all  in  a  tremble.  It  wor  nothing  more 
nor  less  than  a  little  girl  coughing.  She 
coughed  werry  bad,  and  the  sound  wor  quite 
holler,  coming  up  j)|e^(^iniie^,^,^]^v  t^  side 
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of  the  little  giil  sat  a  woman,  and  there  wor 
nothing  to  eat  for  either  of  'em.  When  the 
poor  little  girl  coughed,  the  woman  looked 
werry  wetiy  sad,  for  there  seemed  never  a  bit 
o'  comfort  for  either  of  'em,  but  jest  being 
close  together.  At  fast  the  httle  girt  said  in, 
oh,  such  a  weak  low  voice,  '  Mother — mother 
dear,  what's  that  'ere  bit  o'  a.  verse  about  the 
spairers  ?  '  You  may  be  sure  at  this  the  two 
poor  little  lost  sparrers  pricked  up  their  ears. 
'  The  verse,  the  verse,'  said  the  mother,  '  is 
this:  "Are  not  two  sparrers  sold  fur  a  far- 
thing? and  yet  your  heavenly  Father  careth 
for  them.  Are  not  ye  much  better  than 
they  ?  "*  As  the  mother  said  this  her  tears 
dropped  on  the  poor  little  girl's  head,  and 
the  little  girl  wor  about  ter  say  something 
cheery,  fur  she  wor  a  brave  tittle  soul,  when 
all  on  a  sudden  they  both  almost  started  to 
their  feet,  for  there  war  a  loud  scuffling  in  the 
chimley,  and  whether  it  wor  the  verse  about 
their  two  selves  or  not,  two  scared  little  half- 
dead  sparrers  came  toppling  out  of  the 
chimley,  almost  to  the  little  girl's  feet.  '  Oh, 
mother,  mother,'  she  said,  '  the  little  bit  o' 
crust  as  I  couldn't  no  way  eat  this  morning, 
let  us  give  it  to  the  little  sparrers.'  Then 
the  mother  crumbed  it  up,  and  spread  the 
crumbs  on  the  floor,  and  the  little  tilings  wor 
too  hungry  to  be  shy  werry  long.  Thus  they 
wor  saved,  and  somehow— somehow — the 
little  girl  and  her  mother  plucked  up  heart, 
remembering  how  God  takes  sudi  good  care 
on  his  creatures,  and — and " 

Mother  Herring  paused. 

"And  here  they  are,"  said  Rosy:  "you 
and  me.  'TIS  jest  the  most  interesting  story 
in  all  the  world,  mother,  for  'tis  about  our 
werry  selves.  But  now  I  really  must  lay  the 
cloth  fur  the  dinner.  Won't  them  boys  be 
surprised?  I  reckon  as  they  are  two  t 
sparrers  fur  us  to  feed,  mother." 

"Jest  so,  deary,"  said  Mother  Herring. 

At  one  o'clock,  so  precisely  that  suspicious 
people  might  have  accused  them  of  having 
stood  listening  at  the  door  for  their  signal  to 
enter,  Peter  and  Poppy  arrived.  All  they 
could  do  for  the  improvement  of  their  own 
toilet,  they  had  done.  They  were  both 
tolerably  clean ;  but  having  no  other  garments 
to  put  on  they  could  not  dispense  with  their 
rags.  Peter's  face  was  wonderfully  bright 
to-day,  and  little  Poppy's  was  certainly  ex- 
pectant. 

The  moment  Poppy  entered  the  hot  kitchen 
such  a  pleasant  smell  greeted  him  that  he 
began  to  sniff,  thCi'hesaid  in  an  irrepressible 
burst  of  longing,  "  Oh  !  I  say,  please,  Rosy, 
wot  A'arer  'ave  yer  fiir  dinner  ?" 


"'Tis  a  surprise  dinner,"  said  Rosy 
gravely ;  "  nobody  h'ever  knows  beforehand 
wot  a  surprise  dinner  is ;  h'even  mother  don't 
know  i  but  'tis  h'all  ready,  and  we  can  begin 
at  once." 

"  Then  let's,"  said  Poppy,  who  was  far  too 
hungry  and  too  excited  to  be  polite.  During 
the  first  half  of  Rosy's  surprise  dinner,  there 
was  no  sound  but  the  busy  clatter  of  knives 
and  forks,  for  the  roast  pork  and  greens  and 
mealy  potatoes  were  far  too  good  to  allow 
any  room  for  words. 

The  real  surprise  part,  however,  was  yet  to 
come.  Opening  the  oven  door  with  great 
solemnity.  Rosy  first  of  all  drew  out  on  a 
little  dish  two  large  roasted  apples ;  these 
she  placed  on  two  plates,  and  laid  one  by 
her  mother's  side,  and  one  she  put  away  for 
herself.  No  matter  how  wistfully  Poppy  and 
Peter  gazed  at  those  apples.  Rosy  was 
obdurate,  and  even  Mother  Herring  began 
to  break  the  nice  brown,  crisp  skin  of  heis, 
and  to  sprinkle  it  with  sugar.  "  Could  it 
possibly,  when  so  daintily  prepared,  be 
meant  for  him?"  so  thought  fearfully  and 
with  inexpressible  longings  Poppy.  £ut  no ; 
Mother  Herring  put  the  nice  apple  to  her 
own  lips,  looking  tranquilly  as  she  did  so  at 
the  expectant  boy.  This  tranquil  gaze  from 
kind  Mother  Herring's  face  was  too  much 
for  littie  Poppy,  his  eyes  filled  fast  with 
tears,  and  he  had  to  look  on  the  ground  to 
prevent  any  one  seeing  how  very,  very  dis- 
appointed he  felt. 

The  fact  of  his  tears  and  his  lookingdown  to 
prevent  any  one  noticing  thera,  also  prevented 
his  observing  what  otherwise  would  have 
quickly  changed  those  tears  to  smiles,  namely 
that  Rosy  had  again  gone  to  the  oven,  and 
this  time  had  drawn  forth  a  much  larger 
dish.  On  this  dish  was  placed  what  looked 
wonderfully  like  two  monstrous  baked  spar- 
rows; in  truth  these  wonderfully  made  birds, 
composed  of  Sour,  and  butter  and  water,  and 
filled  inside  with  delicious  juicy  apples,  and 
covered  finally  with  a  preparation  of  sugar, 
were  themselves  Rosy's  surprise.  She  placed 
one  before  each  boy,  and  saying  as  she  did 
so,  *'  These  are  pretence  sparrers  for  two  of 
God's  own  sparrers,"  sat  down  to  eat  up  her 
own  roast  apple. 

Poppy  was  too  eager  to  taste  his  pretence 
sparrow  to  take  any  immediate  notice  of 
Rosy's  words,  and  Peter  was  a  lad  who 
seldom  spoke.  But  even  surprise  dinners 
come  to  an  end,  and  at  last  the  dinner  things 
were  washed  and  put  away,  and  the  four,  in 
the  deepening  twilight^  drew  round  the  clean 
1  hearth.  uy  ^  >  r, -..jw.^n. 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


The  best  part  of  the  day  was  now  over  for 
Poppy,  who  began  to  look  sleepy,  and  to 
nod  his  head  once  or  twice ;  but  Peter's 
turn  had  come.  His  dark  face  woke  up  and 
he  looked  expectantly  from  Mother  Hening 
to  Rosy,  and  from  Rosy  to  Mother  Herring  ; 
it  was  quite  evident  from  the  way  he  gazed 
from  one  to  the  other,  that  he  had  the  highest 
faith  in  the  judgment  of  each. 

Mother  Herring  saw  the  took.  She  was 
one  of  those  women  whose  hearts  go  out  to 
ail  desolate  creatures,  and  she  now  laid  her 
hand  on  the  boy's  shoulder. 

"  Peter,  lad,"  she  said,  "  'tis  jest  now  nigh 
a  year  since  Rosy  and  me  first  knew  you  and 
Poppy.  I  remember  the  cold  day,  some- 
thing like  to-day ;  I  remember  it  as  well  as 
well.  You  and  the  little  'un  come  and  stood 
in  the  door-way,  and  looked  round  half  bold, 
half  fearful,  and  the  little  'un  plucked  yer 
sleeve,  and  then  you  come  h'up  to  me,  and 
axed  fur  a  bun  and  held  out  a  halfpenny  as 
yer  did  so  ;  and  Rosy,  she  'appened  to  be  in 
the  shop  by  h'accident — she  run  forrard  and 
give  yer  two.  That  wor  the  first  time,  Peter." 

"  Yes,  Mother  Herring,"  answered  Peter. 

"And  since  then  you  has  come  and  come, 
you  and  the  little  'un,  until  it  seems  to  Rosy 
and  me  that  Saturday  n^ht  would  not  be 
like  Saturday  night  at  all  without  Pete  and 
Poppy." 

"  That's  about  it,  mother,"  interrupted 
Rosy. 

"  But,  all  this  time,  Peter,  we  does  not 
know  you  really.  Rosy  nor  me.  We  does 
not  know  who  you  are,  nor  where  you  come 
from.  We  does  not  know  if  you  has  a  father 
nor  yet  a  mother.  And  now  you  says  as  Peg 
is  dead,  and  you  wants  us  to  give  yer  advice, 
I  feels  in  the  dark,  Peter  dear,  about  advising 
yer,  unless  I  knows  yei  story.  Tell  me  all 
yer  can  remember  'bout  you  and  the  little  'un, 
Peter." 

"  Our  story  ?  "  replied  Peter,  in  his  slow 
voice.  "  But  we  hasn't  no  story.  Poppy  nor 
me," 

"  Oh,  Peter ! "  interrupted  Rosy.  "  Where 
was  you  bora  ?  You  was  bom  somewheres 
surely?    Von  had  to   be  bora,  you  know, 

"  Is  that  a  story  ?  "  answered  Peter.  "  Yes, 
I  can  tell  that ;  my  mother  used  to  say  where 
I  was  bom.  It  wor  in  the  House ;  she  wor 
so  werry,  weny  poor  that  she  wor  tuk  ter  the 
House,  and  I  wor  born  there,  and  afterwards 
Poppy  wor  bom  there.     I  knows  that  much," 

"Tell  us  all  else  as  you  knows,  Peter, 
jjlease,"  asked  Rosy. 

Peter  now  saw  what  was   meant  by  his 


story,  and  bis  face  began  to  awake  more  and 
more, 

"  Arter  Poppy  wor  bora  we  left  the  House, 
and  mother  tuk  us  inter  a  cellar ;  it  wor  werry 
cold  in  the  cellar  and  mother  wor  poorer  and 
poorer, ,  She  wor  kind  tho',  special  to  Poppy, 
and  when  he  cried  she  'ud  take  him  in  her 
arms  and  try  to  comfort  him.  She  never 
tuk  me  in  her  arms,  though  now  and  then  I 
wished  as  she  would.  Mother  used  to  go 
out  charing.  We  didn't  often  have  much 
ter  eat  until  supper  time,  and  then  we  had 
bread,  and  now  and  then  a  bit  o'  broken 
meat,  and  water,  or  maybe  weak  cofiee,  as 
mother  brought  home  in  a  jug.  Mother 
h'always  tuk  something  herself  out  o'  a  bottle ; 
sometimes  it  made  her  sleepy,  but  more 
times  it  made  her  cross.  I  didn't  know  then 
wot  it  wor  like,  but  now  I  knows.  Peg  tuk 
the  seme — it  wor  gin ;  once  I  tasted  a  sip 
from  mother's  bottle  when  she  wor  h'out,  but 
it  wor  like  fire,  and  I  never  tuk  another 
drop  in  all  my  life.  One  day,  when  I  wor 
eight  years  old  aiid  Poppy  three,  mother  wor 
werry  cross  ;  but  she  had  no  bottle,  fur  it  wor 
empty;  she  sat  and  grumbled  and  wouldn't 
kiss  even  Poppy,  nor  look  at  me.  She  kept 
her  face  buried  in  her  hands  and  wouldn't 
look  at  neither  Poppy  nor  me.  At  last,  when 
Poppy  wor  laid  down  and  wor  sound  asleep, 
she  clutched  hold  o'  me  and  spoke — 

"  '  Peter,'  said  mother,  '  you're  a  rare  big 

"  1  nodded  up  at  mother,  fur  I  wor  rarely 
proud  of  my  size, 

" '  'Tis  a  shame  as  a  big  boy  like  you  should 
be  clinging  on  to  his  mother  to  support  him,' 
she  said,  '  Ef  I  wor  you,  Peter,'  she  said, 
'  I'd  be  shamed  ter  look  at  yer  mother.' 

"  It  come  on  me  then  fur  the  first  time  that 
I  wor  a  shameful  boy,  and  I  know  I  gazed 
at  mother  till  I  could  not  see  her  fur  the 
tears.    Then  I  said,  when  I  could  speak — 

"  '  How'll  I  live,  mother;  how'll  I  get  the 
bit  o'  crust  ter  keep  the  life  in  me?' 

"  '  Go  and  beg,'  said  mother,  '  Go  out 
ter-morrer  and  beg,  I'll  give  yer  two  boxes 
o'  matches,  and  you  take  'em  out  and  beg. 
You  hold  the  matches  for  a  purtence,  and 
beg  hard — that's  how  you'll  live,  Peter,  boy,' 
Then  mother  went  and  lay  down  on  the  old 
mattress,  and  I  crep  in  along  o'  Poppy,  and 
put  my  arms  round  Poppy,  and  tried  fur  ter 
sleep," 

Here  Peter  paused,  and  looked  up  at 
Mother  Herring  and  then  down  at  Rosy. 
I'here  was  such  a  change  in  him,  and  his 
face  had  so  completely  woke  up,  that  he 
seemed  like  a  different  boy.    It  was  quite 
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evident  that  more  emotions  than  oue  were 
working  in  his  ignorant  breast,  and  these  emo- 
tions gave  birth  to  words,  which  now  flowed 
readily. 

"  Go  on,  Peter,"  said  Rosy,  when  his  eyes 
rested  on  her,     "  Go  on,  dear  Peter." 

"  Yes,"  said  Peter,  "  I'm  a-going  on,  I 
lay  dawn  along  o'  little  Poppy,  and  put  my 
U'anns  around  him.  I  wor  fond  o'  Poppy. 
I  never  much  cared  fur  mother.  I  lay  dose 
to  Poppy,  and  tliought  o'  what  mother  said. 
I  wor  to  beg.  I  knew  boys  who  begged : 
they  didn't  beg  much,  they  most  times  stole, 
and  then  after  a  bit  they  wor  tuk  up,  and 
went  ter  prison.  I  didn't  know  what  prison 
wor  like,  but  I  wor  frightened  o'  the  word ; 
so  I  said  ter  myself  that  I  wouldn't  steal,  but 
jest  try  what  begging  would  do. 

"  The  next  morning  I  got  up,  fur  I  did 
not  want  ter  talk  ter  mother.  I  found  the 
boxes  o'  matches  and  a  little  tray  and  I 
went  out,  I  stayed  out  all  day,  and  held  the 
matches,  and  looked  at  folks.  The  air  made 
me  hungry,  and  I  wanted  some'ut  ter  eat. 
In  the  evening  I  got  a  penny  thrown  ter  me. 
I  wor  rare  and  glad,  and  ran  wid  the  penny 
to  a  baker's,  but  as  I  got  ter  the  door  I 
thought  all  on  a  sudden  of  little  Poppy,  and 
I  says.  No;  I  won't  buy  nought  till  I  has 
Poppy  .ter  h'eat  up  half  the  loaf.  Then  I 
runned  home.  In  the  house  wor  mother. 
The  bottle  wor  empty,  and  there  wor  no  fire 
in  the  grate. 

" '  Where's  Poppy,  mother,'  I  said. 

"  Mother  looked  up  at  me,  and  I  seed  as 
her  eyes  wor  red,  and  she  spoke  very  rough- 
like. 

"' Is  it  Poppy?' she  said.  'Come  along 
here,  Pete,  and  set  down,  Pete,'  she  said, 
'  vou'll  never  see  litde  Poppy  no  more.' 

"  I  didn't  take  in  what  mother  meant.  I 
looked  down  at  the  penny,  and  up  at  mother, 
and  I  says,  '  I  wants  ter  give  Poppy  the 
half  o'  my  penny.    Where  is  he,  modier  ? ' 

"  When  mother  seed  the  penny  she  went 
white,  but  her  woice  wor  fiercer  nor  ever. 

" '  You  won't  see  no  Poppy  again,'  she 
iiaid.  '  I  tell  ycr  as  he  has  gone.  I  tuk 
him  h'oul  a  whUe  back,  and'  left  him  at  the 
comer  of  a  street.  The  periice  'ull  find  him 
and  take  him  to  the  House.  He'll  be  a 
sight  better  off,  I  can't  support  no  more 
children,  Peter,' 

"  With  that  mother  burst  out  crying.  I 
never  heerd  any  one  cry  so'  loud  and  bitter 
OS  mother  did  then.  But  I  got  up ;  I  never 
no  much  as  touched  her.  I  got  up  and 
went  straight  out.  I  did  not  know  what  1 
HOC    doing,    but    1    went    straight    on.     I 


walked,  it  seemed  ter  nie,  all  night  long,  and 
I  wor  neither  tired  nor  hungry. 

"In  the  morning  I  wor  down  by  the  river. 
I  didn't  think  o'  nought,  but  now  and  then 
I  called  out  loud, '  Poppy,  Poppy ! '  I  corned 
up  at  last  to  a  barrel,  and  I  said  '  Poppy  ! ' 
and  I  bent  down  to  creep  in  and  rest,  and 
lying  in  the  barrel  wor  Poppy  fast  asleep, 
I  sees  him  now,  fast  asleep  in  the  barrel, 
and  when  I  woke  him  he  wor  rare  and 
pleased,  but  he  never  could  tell  me  how  he 
got  there ;  then  I  tuk  his  litde  'and,  and  we 
spent  the  penny,  and  that  day  I  begged 
again,  I  got  threepence,  and  in  the  evening 
we  two  went  home.  I  did  not  want  ter  see 
mother,  but  Poppy  cried  ter  go  home.  We 
ran  a'most,  as  we  got  nigh  to  the  cellar, 

"  Well,  Mother  Herring  and  Rosy,  the 
cellar  wor  locked  up  fast,  and  when  we 
knocked  hard  no  one  answered,  and  at  last 
we  come  away.    We  has  never  seen  mother 

Here  again  Peter  paused. 

"  Two  years  ago  we  found  Peg,  We 
wor  both  werry  'ard  up  that  time,  and  Peg 
saw  us  and  tuk  us  home.  She  wor  werry 
kind,  Peg  wor,  when  she  did  not  take  too 
much  out  o'  mother's  bottle.  She  never 
minded  what  she  did  for  Poppy  and  me  : 
and  many  a  time  has  she  given  a  bit  of  her 
crust  to  Poppy  when  he  wor  werry  hungry, 

"  She  aUers  said  as  she  wor  a  werry,  werry 
sinful  woman  ;  and  then  she'd  cry  'most  as 
bitter  as  mother  did,  and  say,  '  It  minds  me 
sum'ut  o'  the  woman  as  washed  the  feel  o' 
Jesus,  to  do  h'anything  fur  you  two  boys.' 

"  I  never  knew  what  she  meant,  but  she 
wor  werry  good  to  us, 

"  Well,  she's  dead— and  that's  h'all." 

Having  finished  his  story,  Peter's  face 
relapsed  again  into  its  old  expression  of 
settled  gloom.  Rosy  drew  near  to  Poppy, 
and  put  her  arms  round  him,  and  Mrs. 
Herring  touched  Peter's  sleeve  gently. 

"  And  how  has  you  managed  ter  hve  all 
these  years,  my  lad  ?"  she  said  presently. 

"  In  one  way  and  another,"  answered 
Peter.  "  We  hasn't  lived  wcny  well  though. 
Poppy  nor  me." 

"  And  what  is  it  you'd  like  me  to  do  fui 
yer  ?  " 

"  To  adwise  us,"  answered  Peter. 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  lad ;  but  has  you  no 
thoughts  fur  yerself?" 

"  I  doesn't  like  ray  present  life,"  answered 
Peter,     "I  wants  to  gel  on." 

"  How  high  up,  Peter  ?  "  asked  Rosy. 

"  To  be  as  high  as  you.  Rosy,  and  Mother 
Herring." 
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At  these  words,  to  his  gieat  surprise, 
Mother  Herring  kissed  him,  and  Rosy  clapped 
her  hands. 

"  There,  lad,"  said  the  motherly  woman, 
"  there's  a  kiss  which  is  meant  for  a  bless- 
ing. Rosy  nor  me  is  no  way  high  up,  Peter, 
lad.  No  way,  I  mean,  higher  up  than  God 
can  place  any  honest  body  who  trusts  in 
Him.  And  now  I'll  try  ef  I  can  help  you  ef 
you  will  promise  me  two  things." 

"  Wot  ?  "  asked  Peter. 

"  First,  come  what  may  you'll  be  honest ; 
you'll  not  steal-" 

"  I  never  stole  in  my  life.  Mother  Her- 
ring." 

"  Good.  The  next  thing  is,  come  what 
may,  you'll  never  touch  the  bottle  as  wor  the 
curse  of  yer  poor  mother  and  of  Peg.  You'll 
drink  nothing  as  could  make  you  tipsy, 
Peter  ?  " 

"  To  be  honest,  and  not  to  drink,"  said 
Peter.  "  You'll  help  me  ef  I  promise  them 
two  ?  Yes,  I  promise :  I'll  not  drink,  and 
I'll  be  honest," 

CHAPTER   IV. — PETER'S   RESOLVE. 

A  MORE  ignorant  boy  than  Peter  Judson 
could  scarcely  have  been  found  even  in  that 
abode  of  ignorance,  the  East-end  of  London 
itself.  His  own  name  and  his  brother's 
name  he  knew ;  he  also  felt  that  he  had  a 
certain  right  to  the  surname  Judson,  as  the 
neighbours  used  to  address  his  mother  by 
that  title,  and  he  had  observed  that  other 
boys  were  called  by  the  names  of  their 
fathers  and  mothers.  He  knew  that  he  had 
once  had  a  mother,  and  he  supposed  that  he 
must  have  had  a  father ;  but  of  that  father 
he  had  never  heard  a  word.  His  instincts 
told  him  that  he  must  eat  to  live,  and  sleep 
to  rest  when  very  tired,  and  not  get  too  cold, 
or  his  heart  would  stop  beating.  These 
insdncts  he  obeyed,  as  the  brute  beasts  obey 
their  instincts.  He  had,  however,  attained 
his  twelfth  year  without  ever  being  told  of 
right  or  wrong,  ever  been  told  of  God,  or 
ever  having  had  one  scrap  of  any  instruction 
whatever,  except  what  the  mere  fact  of  living 
in  London  and  doing  for  himself  could  teach 
him.  He  might  have  learned  reading  if  he 
had  ever  put  himself  in  the  School  Board 
visitor's  way.  He  might  have  gone  to  jail,  and 
from  jail  have  been  transferred  to  a  reforma- 
tory, if  he  bad  tried  to  earn  an  easy  living 
by  stealing ;  he  might  have  become  initiated 
in  the  mysteries  of  vice,  if  he  had  taken  sips 
from  beer-jugs  and  gin-bottles;  but  instinc- 
tively he  felt  that  alike  the  school  visitor 
and  the  gin-bottle  brought  unknown  evils. 


None  of  these  things  were  necessary  to  a 
lad's  existence ;  therefore  he  avoided  them, 
and  so  alike  shut  himself  out  from  the  know- 
ledge of  either  good  or  evil. 

When  not  too  hungry  and  not  too  cold, 
and  as  long  as  he  had  Poppy  by  his  side,  he 
was  not  unhappy.  He  loved  Poppy ;  this 
love  filled  his  heart,  and  the  unawakened 
mind  never  looked  beyond  its  present  narrow 
horizon. 

These  things  continued  until  he  was 
twelve  years  old,  and  then  Peg  had  died. 
Peg  had  been  good  to  him—not  so  good  t» 
him  as  to  Poppy,  for  Poppy  was  more  love- 
able  than  Peter;  but  she  had  been  truly 
kind  to  both  lads.  When  dying  she  had 
called  Peter  to  her  side,  and  said  words 
which  punKled  him  a  good  bit. 

"  I'm  going  away  from  you  and  that  'ere 
little  'un,"  she  said,  speaking  in  the  slow  and 
labouring  fashion  of  the  dying.  "  Yes,  Pete, 
lad,  I'm  going  away ;  'lis  a  rare  and  good 
thing  for  you  and  Uitle  Poppy." 

"  Why  so  f "  asked  Peter.  "  We'll  have 
no  home  when  you're  gone  away.  Peg." 

"Never  mind,"  answered  Pegj  "  I  say  as 
'tis  a  rare  and  good  thing  fur  you  two  boys, 
fur  I  couldn't  'ave  given  yer  h'up ;  and  some 
day  people  'ull  point  the  finger  at  yer  fur 
'aving  ought  ter  say  to  poor  Peg." 

"  Never  !  "  answered  Peter  with  an  honesL 
burst  of  indignation,  "  never,  Peg.  Why, 
you're  our  only  friend." 

"  But  I'm  a  sinful  woman,  lad.  There's 
no  comfort  at  all  but  that  a  sinful  woman 
once  washed  the  feet  o'  Jesus.  Ah !  you 
don't  know  who  Jesus  wor,  and  I  never  told 
yer,  for  I  couldn't  abear  to  talk  o'  Him. 
But  I'm  thinking,  as  I  lies  yere  now,  as  it  'ud 
be  a  werry  good  thing  fur  you  and  Poppy  ef 
you  wor  to  &nd  h'out  'bout  Jesus ;  it  might 
give  you  both  a  leg  up,  as  it  wor.  Why, 
you  two  lads,  you  never  did  a  wrong  thing 
ia  yer  lives ;  yer  as  innercent  as  innercent. 
Why,  you  two  might  get  on." 

"  Wot's  to  get  on  ? "  asked  Peter. 

"  Why,  ter  'ave  more  to  h'eat  and  drink, 
and  'ave  good  clothes,  not  rags,  and  to  be 
'spectable." 

"  Is  that  wot  Jesus  does  fur  a  body  ? " 
asked  Peter. 

"Jesus,"  answered  Peg,  "Jesus  1  Ah  t 
but  He'll  do  more'n  that.  Sometimes  He'll 
leave  on  the  rags,  and  let  a  body  go  through 
the  hunger  and  give  better  than  either ; 
He'll  give  parding.  Ah,  lad,  you  hasn't 
sinned — sinned  bitter  and  deep  like  me — so 
you  doesn't  know  wot  parding  is." 

After  this  Peg  did  not  speak  again,  and 
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soon  she  died.  But  her  words  did  not  die ; 
they  lived  on  repeating  themselves  over  and 
over  in  the  heart  of  Peter. 

To  get  on — that  meant  to  have  good 
clothes  and  good  food,  and  to  be  respectable. 
All  these  things  wore  an  attractive  guise  in 
the  eyes  of  the  boy.  Why,  then,  should  not  he 
get  on  ?  Hitherto  he  had  absolutely  no  ambi- 
tion whatever ;  but  now  very  strong  ambition 
was  awakened  within  him.  With  Peg  lying 
dead  he  had,  however,  no  one  to  consult, 
P^  had  gone  away  somewhere  to  where  she 
had  got  "parding."  But  that,  she  herself 
said,  was  a  thing— whatever  it  was — of  no 
consequence  to  him,  for  he  had  never  sinned. 
But  he  had  oflcn  been  hungry  and  often 
been  cold,  and  if  respectable  meant  looking 


nice,  he  had  certainly  never  looked  nice  in 
his  life. 

Sitting  in  the  dark  by  the  dead  womai> 
he  resolved  that  he  would  get  on,  and  if  he 
got  on  so  would  Poppy — Poppy  whom  he 
loved ;  for  it  never  occurred  to  Peter  as 
even  possible  that  they  could  unclasp  hands 
in  life's  journey. 

The  next  day,  having  resolved  that  he 
would  get  on,  he  began  to  turn  over  in  hi» 
mind  how  best  to  accomplish  so  great  a 
purpose.  He  saw  clearly, — for  already  his 
intellect  was  beginning  to  awaken, — that,  to 
make  any  stride  at  all,  he  must  get  some  one 
to  help  him.  Except  Peg,  he  had  nobody  in 
all  the  world  whom  he  could  call  his  friend. 
What  a  pity  that   Peg  had  only  told  him 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


such  important  and  interesting  things  just 
when  she  was  dying  !  Now  he  knew  it 
would  be  vain  to  try  and  get  any  more  words 
from  the  dead  and  silent  woman.  No,  he 
must  turn  to  some  one  else.  Suddenly  he 
remembered  Mother  Herring  and  Rosy.  He 
had  always  liked  Mother  Herring,  and  he 
had  always  thought  Rosy  quite  the  very 
prettiest  little  girl  in  the  ivorld.  But  though 
they  had  been  kind  to  him — very  kind  to 
both  him  and  Poppy — they  could  scarcely 
be  counted  as  friends  of  either  brother.  But 
now  Peter,  in  his  need,  resolved  to  go  to 
them,  and  to  put  their  kindness  to  a  test. 

Yes,  he  had  gone — he  had  gone  and  been 
successful.  He  had  found  words  to  tell  his 
simple  tale.  He  had  received  a  promise 
from  Mother  Herring  that  she  would  cer- 
tainly help  him.  He  had  thought  her  the 
very  kindest  and  most  beautiful  woman  in 
all  the  world,  as  she  had  said  those  good  and 
strengthening  words. 

And  now  he  had  left  her.  He  and  Poppy 
had  both  left  her,  warm  and  well  fed  and 
with  fourpence  in  their  hands  from  her 
scanty  store.  With  this  fourpence  they 
were  to  provide  themselves  with  a  lodging 
for  the  night.  And  the  next  day — the  next 
evening— at  ten  o'clock,  just  the  hour  when 
Mother  Herring  shut  up  lier  little  shop,  they 
were  both  to  come  back  10  get  the  advice 
which  she  promised  to  have  ready  for  them. 

No  wonder  Peter,  as  he  lay  down  that 
night  and  put  his  arms  round  Poppy,  felt 
that  his  life  had  at  last  really  begun. 


"Dear!  dear!"  said  Mother  Herring  after 
the  boys  had  left  her,  and  she  sat  with  her 
arms  round  Rosy,  just  before  going  to  bed. 
"To  think  of  a  mother  giving  up  her  lads 
like  that — the  lads  as  she  bore  in  pain  and 
sorrow — dear!  dear  I  Ican't  abearto  remem- 
ber of  it." 

"  But  she  cried,  mother — she  cried,"  said 
Rosy. 

"  Yes,  yes,  deary ;  but  for  all  that  she  gave 
'em  up — she  left  the  tender  little  'un  at  the 
comer  of  the  street  all  alone,  and  him  only 
three  years  old  !  There,  there,  Rosy  love,  I 
can't  abear  to  think  on  it." 

There  were  many  reasons  why  this  story 
of  Peter's  should  touch  Mother  Herring  and 
fill  her  heart  with  soft  pity,  for  Mother  Her- 
ring had  a  tale  of  her  own — a  sad  tale  which 
she  breathed  to  none,  but  which  in  its  very 
sadness  had  taught  her  lessons  which  made 
her  the  woman  she  was. 


Peter  had  spoken  of  desertion — of  cruel 
desertion !  Mother  Herring  consciously,  and 
Rosy    unconsciously,    knew   what    desertion 

They  were  the  sort  of  people  whom  you 
would  speak  of — you,  who  had  discernment 
— as  having  known  better  days ;  but  their 
faces  were  too  serene,  their  voices  too  quietly 
happy,  for  you  to  guess  that  they  had  also 
known  much  trouble ;  nevertheless,  they  had. 

This  was  Mother  Herring's  story. 

Up  to  the  age  of  eighteen  she  had  lived 
in  a  pretty  country  village  in  Kent.  At 
eighteen  she  was  a  buxom,  rosy-cheeked, 
black-eyed  girl,  with  a  merry  laugh,  and  a 
gay  voice,  and  a  kind  word  for  every  one. 
Little  children  loved  her,  and  she  loved 
them ;  old  people  loved  her,  and  she  loved 
them.  The  girls  of  her  own  age  confided 
their  love  secrets  to  her.  She  was  every- 
body's confidante — everybody's  friend.  The 
boys  of  her  native  village  admired  her;  more 
than  one  loved  her,  but  she  gave  her  full 
heart  to  none,  reserving  it,  alas !  for  an  un- 
worthy stranger, 

A  travelling  pedlar  carae  t6  the  village  ; 
he  bad  a  handsome  face  and  smooth  tongue. 
He  displayed  his  gay  wares,  and  said  his  gay 
words  ;  and  when  he  asked  her,  pretty,  bright 
Rose  Merton  gave  him  her  heart  and  herself. 

He  had  a  plausible  tale  for  her  people — 
innocent  country  folks.  He  told  them  that 
he  had  made  a  good  sum  by  his  trade — that 
he  would  cease  to  travel  about,  and  would 
set  up  for  himself  in  London. 

They  believed  him,  and  gave  their  daughter 
to  his  care. 

The  young  people  were  married  and  came 
to  London,  and  her  native  village  saw  sweet 
Rose  Merton  no  more. 

It  was  an  old,  often-repeated  tale  —  the 
man  had  deceived  the  woman.  His  money 
proved  a  myth.  .  She  had  a  little  of  her  own 
— a  fifty-pound  note  given  to  her  by  her 
father  as  his  dowry  on  her  wedding-day. 
While  this  money  lasted  tliey  managed  to 
live;  when  it  came  to  .rn  end  the  woman 
worked,  and  the  man — he  drank  !  He  h,i(l 
always  been  a  drunkard,  and  he  drank  his 
wife's  hard-earned  money.  She  had  borne 
much,  and  even  now  her  brave  heart  did  not 
fail  her — she  loved  him  still ;  she  wept  and 
prayed  foe  him ;  she  never  ccasctl  hoping 
that  he  would  reform. 

During  tlie  six  years  they  lived  together 
she  never  ceased  hoping,  first,  that  she  might 
lure  him  away  from  the  public-house ;  then, 
that  her  baby,  Rosy,  might  Finally  she 
learned  to  know  that  only  God  conld  do  so 
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gteat  a  work  as  to  turn  a  sinner  from  the 
error  of  his  ways. 

She  learned  Ihis  in  a  bitter  manner,  for 
just  when  sunk  low  with  sickness  and  weak' 
nesa — just  when  the  winter  was  at  its  height, 
and  the  grate  was  empty,  and  the  larder  bare, 
Herring  ran  away  from  his  brave  wife. 

He  had  been  a  burden  to  her,  he  had 
never  helped  her,  but  still  she  mourned  for 
him  as  though  he  had  been  the  best  of  men. 

Rosy  was  only  two  years  old  at  this  time, 
and  to  Kosy  she  spoke  gently  c^  her  father  ; 
she  never  hinted  to  Rosy  what  sort  of  man 
that  father  was.  She  only  told  her  that  he 
had  gone  away,  that  any  day  he  might  return, 
that  they  must  never  forget  him,  that  they 
must  at  ail  times  be  ready  to  give  him  a  wel- 
come and  a  wife's  and  child's  love.  Day  and 
night  Rosy  prayed  for  him  whom  she  called 
"  her  dear  father ;"  and  it  was  the  one  dread 
of  Mother  Herring's  life  that  any  one,  at  any 
time,  should  tell  the  child  what  sort  of  man 
that  father  really  was.  For  this  reason  she 
ceased  to  write  to  her  people  at  home.  (In- 
deed, her  own  father  and  mother  were  now 
dead.)  Alone  and  utterly  friendless,  she  tried 
to  pursue  her  way  in  the  great  world  of  Lon- 
don. 

There  are  some  natures  whom  sorrow 
makes  hard.  This  could  never  be  the  case 
with  Mother  Herring.  All  her  life  she  had 
loved  God,  In  the  time  of  her  desolation 
she  got  very  close  indeed  to  him ;  conse- 
quently His.  arms  were  round  the  lonely 
woman.  Only  those  who  have  consciously 
felt  the  support  of  those  arms  know  the 
succour,  and  peace,  and  security  they  give. 
This  peace  shone  in  the  bright  face  of  this 
brave  soul.  God  also  helped  her  openly, 
and  in  an  unlooked-for  manner. 

One  day  she  was  sitting  in  her  empty 
attic,  trying  to  quiet  the  fretful  sobs  uttered 
by  poor  httle,  hungry  Rosy.  She  was  sitting 
so,  and  thinking  with  wonder  and  pain  of  her 
future,  when  there  came  a  tap  at  her  door, 
and  a  stranger  entered.  The  stranger  was  a 
gentleman ;  he  stayed  for  half  an  hour,  and 
talked  kindly.  When  he  was  going  away  he 
asked  to  be  allowed  to  take  Rosy  out,  to  give 
her  some  cakes.  Rosy  was  almost  a  baby, 
and  he  had  to  cany  her  in  his  arms.  He 
brought  her  back  later  on  laden  with  many 
useful  presents. 

The  next  day  he  called  again,  and  the 
next.  In  a  week's  time  he  disclosed  the 
nature  of  his  visit 

If  Mrs.  Herring  liked  to  start  for  herself 
in  a  little  shop  he  would  pay  the  rent  for  the 
first  year,  and  would  lend  her  money  to  stock 


it.  Making  this  proposal,  he  begged  of  her 
not  to  thank  him  ;  the  money  he  would  so 
spend  was  not  his,  but  was  left  to  him  by  a 
friend  now  dead,  to  be  employed  in  helping 
those  people  proved  to  be  honest,  to  help 
themselves. 

Mrs.  Herring  could  scarcely  believe  in  her 
own  good  fortune.  She  burst  into  tears ;  she 
wrung  the  stranger's  hand ;  she  tried  to  ask 
God  audibly  to  bless  him.  Audible  words, 
however,  would  not  come  in  that  moment  of 
unlooked-for  relief.  Finally  she  asked  him 
to  allow  her  to  come  to  see  him  in  his  own 
house  the  next  morning.  He  gave  her  his 
address,  appointed  an  hour,  and  went  away. 

Punctually  to  the  moment,  the  next  day 
the  little  woman  was  ushered  into  his  pre- 

"  Sir,"  she  b^an,  "my  thoughts  are  over- 
flowing, and  they're  all  thanks." 

"  1  know  that,  Mrs.  Herring;  we  need  not 
go  over  that  again," 

"  I  have  thought  what  sort  of  shop  I'd 
like  to  have,  sir." 

"  Yes.     Let  me  hear." 

"  Well,  sir,  may  be  'tis  overbold  of  me  ;  but 
the  fact  is,  I'm  considering  that  when  the 
good  Lord  have  been  that  gracious  to  me,  I 
might  make  Him  a  bit  of  a  return.  Particular 
when  I  can  do  it  without  the  least  morsel  of 
self-denial  ia  the  world.  I  has  thought  on  a 
h' eating-house,  sir." 

Mrs.  Hemng's  benefactor  looked  puzzled. 

"  An  eating-house  ?  "  he  repeated.  "  Yes ; 
and  a  very  good  way  of  earning  a  living;  but 
I  don't  quite  see  how  it  will  specially  help 
the  Lord." 

"Oh,  sir,  you  don't  folier  my  drift.  I 
wants  to  set  h'up  a  shop  yere,  yere  in  the 
East-end,  sir— I  don't  want  to  go  to  a  nicer 
part,  I  has  marked  the  place  well,  sir  ;  and  I 
knows  in  the  werry  street  where  I  lives,  as 
there  ain't  one  decent  h' eating -house  for 
honest  folks,  where  they  can  have  h'any 
think  warm  and  cheering,  these  bitter  cold 
nights.  What's  to  come  o'  the  poor  folks  as 
have  little  comfort  at  home,  but  to  turn  into 
the  publics,  as  is  all  flaring,  and  glittering, 
and  warm  for  'em  on  h'all  sides.  Sir,  I  has 
thought  on  it  wid  bitter  shame  over  and  over, 
and  now  as  I  has  the  chance,  I'd  like  to  see 
what  I  can  do.  I  thought  as  may  be,  sir,  I 
might  start  a  little  shop,  as  should  be  open 
near  as  late  as  the  publics  and  as  should 
have  'ot  soup,  and  coffee,  and  tea,  and  rolls 
and  sausages,  and  other  cheap  nourishing 
things  at  as  low  prices  as  I  could  give  'em 
for;  and  to  have  little  tables  about,  and 
warm  saw-dust   on   the  Boor.     My  grand- 
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mother  woi  a  French  woman,  please,  sir,  and 
over  and  over  have  she  told  me  how  nice 
and  clean  and  cosy  they  makes  things  look 
over  there  j  tttid  for  how  little  they  makes 
h'up  tasty  dishes,  and  I  have  a  'olc  heap  of 
my  grandmother's  receipts,  ef  so  be  as  you 
think  well  on  it,  sir." 

There  is  no  doubt  that  Mrs.  Herring's 
friend  did  think  well  of  it ;  nay,  more,  that  he 
entered  heartily  into  all  het  plans,  and  very 
soon  the  little  eating-house  on  temperance 
principles  was  established  in  the  very  street 
where  Rosy  and  her  mother  had  endured 
their  greatest  sorrow.  It  is  difficult  to  tell 
whether  the  public-houses  materially  suffered, 
but  certain  it  is  that  the  little  shop  became 
popular.  Mother  Herring's  soup,made  accord- 
ing to  her  French  grandmother's  receipts,grew 
quite  famous,  so  also  did  her  coiTee,  and  her 
little  penny  pies,  which  Rosy  (as  she  grew 
older)  so  quickly  put  together.  She  also 
went  in  for  a  simple  and  yet  rich  pudding, 
made  so  inexpensively  that  she  could  afford 
to  give  great  plates  of  it  for  a  penny.  This 
delicious  pudding  the  boys  and  girls  of  the 
neighbourhood  raved  about.  But  more  than 
all  this,  the  cheery  face  and  kind  words  of 
the  little  woman  herself  came  to  be  loved. 
People  found  her  a  very  great  friend  in  times 
of  trouble ;  and  not  one  of  those  rough  people, 
in  that  rough  place,  would  have  hurt  a  hair  of 
her  head,  or  of  Rosy's. 

CHAPTER  VI. — A  BROOK  AND  CROSSING,  WITH 
OTHER  GOOD  THINGS. 

Whether  Mother  Herring  would  have 
done  as  much  for  Peter  without  a  certain 
similarity  in  his  story  to  her  own,  can  never 
be  proved.  As  it  was,  she  rose  up  the  next 
morning  full  of  the  interests  of  both  boys, 
and  revolving  in  her  active  brain  many  plans 
for  their  benefit.  Her  busy  thoughts  became 
words,  af^er  Rosy's  and  her  own  early  break- 
fast. 

"  I'm  thinking,"  she  said  to  the  little  girl, 
who  was  busy  preparing  to  make  a  batch  of 
her  penny  pies,  "I'm  thinking  as  what  is 
well  to  do,  is  well  to  do  quickly,  and  if  them 
boys  are  to  get  a  'elping  hand,  it  must  be 
done  at  once." 

"  Why  yes,  mother,"  answered  Rosy,  in 
her  practical  manner,  "  else  they'll  starve," 

"  Well,  deary,  can  you  manage  the  shop 
and  put  the  h'eatables  in  order  until  one 
o'clock,  ef  so  be  as  I'm  obligated  to  be  away 
till  then?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Rosy,  "  I'll  bustle  about,  and 
put  h'everything  straight  and  tidy." 

There  was  perfect  confidence  between  this 


mother  and  daughter;  but  when  Mother  Her- 
ring said  she  was  going  out,  Rosy  never 
asked  her  where ;  what  is  more,  she  never 
offered  to  accompany  her.  Mother  Herring 
often  wondered  at  this  silence  and  want  of 
interest  on  the  child's  part ;  she  often  almost 
wished  Rosy  would  ask  her  questions,  but 
Rosy  never  did. 

On  this  occasion,  however,  she  was  much 
too  busy  and  too  anxious  to  return  to  her 
daily  duties  to  wait  for  any  words  from  her 
little  daughter,  should  such  words  be  coming. 
She  put  on  her  neat  black  bonnet  and 
shepherd's  plaid  shawl,  and,  kissing  Rosy, 
went  into  the  street. 

The  day  was  a  bright  one ;  there  had  been 
a  frost  in  the  night,  and  the  ground  was  hard 
and  crisp.  Overhead  the  sun  shone  bril- 
liantly. On  such  a  day,  even  the  tow  part  of 
the  world  where  Mother  Herring  lived  might 
be  pleasant,  and  to  a  happy  soul  like  hers 
the  reflection  of  the  sun  on  a  kerbstone,  or 
even  on  a  tiny  fragment  of  broken  glass,  was 
quite  beautiful.  She  stepped  along,  gaily 
humming  little  snatches  of  songs  to  herself, 
and  nodding  to  almost  every  neighbour  she 
met  coming  up  the  street. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  little  woman  half  aloud, 
"certainly  the  Lord  have  been  wonderful 
good  to  me :  rare  and  good,  though  it 
pleased  Him  to  lay  on  me  a  sore  burden.  It 
ain't  h'every  one  as  has  gone  through  a 
married  life  like  mine,  and  has  seen  what  I 
most  loved  fail  me,  as  coidd  .behold  such 
bright  sunshine  again  over  everything.  But 
there,  what  an  ungrateful  wretch  I'd  be  ef  I 
wor  not  happy,  wid  plenty  to  live  on,  and  a 
little  even  put  away  in  case  of  illness  !  And 
good  health,  and  no  aches  nor  pains,  and  the 
good-will  of  everybody,  and  my  dear  sweet 
child  as  is  the  werry  light  of  my  eyes  I  And 
above  h'all,  the  dear,  dear  Lord,  as  died  foi 
me,  and  who  has  promised  to  hear  prayer ; 
and  don't  I  pray  earnest  to  Him  to  bring  my 
poor,  poor  man  back  again  from  the  far 
country  to  Himself,  and  shall  I  misdoubt  as 
He  won't  do  it  in  His  good  time  ?  Yes, 
truly,  I  feels  as  it  is  all  mercy." 

Mother  Herring  quickened  her  steps  as 
she  whispered  these  words  to  her  own  heart. 
She  had  now  left  the  street  where  she  lived 
and  turned  into  another  of  a  still  poorer 
character ;  a.  street  too  where  she  was  not 
known.  In  this  wretched  quarter  no  person 
of  respectable  dress  and  appearance  could 
pass  without  notice,  and  Mother  Herring  in 
her  neat  attire  could  not  walk  through  it 
without  several  people  looking  at  her.  She 
walked  quickly,  disliking,  as  much  as  any 


MOTHER  HERRING'S  CHICKEN. 


13 


other  modest  woman  would,  the  rude  stares 
of  her  neighbours.  No  one,  however,  spoke 
to  her,  and  she  had  nearly  reached  a  better 
class  of  street,  when  a  crowd  outside  a  large 
public-house  completely  stayed  her  progress. 
The  crowd  were  laughing  at  the  antics  of  a. 
tipsy  nigger.  They  jostled  the  little  woman, 
who  tried  to  push  her  way  through  them. 
Suddenly,  a  woman  who  knew  her,  and  to 
whom  she  had  often  showed  kindness,  raised 
her  voice  high  above  the  loud  voices  of  the 

"  Why,  I  never,  ef  this  ain't  Mother  Her- 
ring— ef  this  ain't  the  pious  woman  as  don't 
h'approve  of  publics !  Make  way  for  the 
holy  woman.     Why,  she's  a  rare  'un,  she  is." 

A  loud  laugh,  echoing  on  all  sides,  followed 
diis  burst  of  eloquence.  Mother  Herring 
took  no  notice,  though  had  any  one  watched 
her  closely,  they  wouid  have  observed  a 
certain  flash  in  her  gentle  brown  eyes. 

"  Please,  neighbours,  I'm  in  a  rare  hurry. 
Don't  hinder  mc,"  she  said  to  one  or  two, 
and  though  the  laugh  rose  wilder  than  ever 
at  her  words,  no  one  interfered  with  her  pro- 
gress. 

"  I'd  only  wish  as  some  one  'ud  set  h'up  an 
h'eating-house  like  mine  in  this  street,"  was 
her  one  inward  comment  at  so  unpleasant  an 
adventnre.  Five  minutes  later  she  had 
reached  her  destination — a  quiet  house  stand- 
ing a.  little  back  from  its  neighbours  in  a 
quiet  but  very  humble  street. 

Mother  Herring  rang  the  bell,  and  aneatly 
dressed  girl  of  about  fifteen  instantly  answered 
her  summons. 

"  Can  I  speak  wid  Mr.  Hall  this  morning, 
my  little  maid  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  Mother  Herring,  the  master 
ain't  out  yet.  Will  yer  step  in — and  how's 
Rosy,  Mother  Herring  ?  " 

"  Well  and  blooming,  thank  yer,  dear.  I'll 
jest  wait  yeie,  ef  yer'll  tell  the  master,  for  I'm 
in  a  hurry  rayther." 

A  few  moments  later  Mother  Herring 
was  ushered  by  the  neat  little  servant  into 
a  room  Ibed  with  books,  and  redolent  of 
new  leather.  A  gentleman  rose  up  from  a 
table  where  he  was  reading,  and  greeted  her 
with  pleasure.  He  was  the  stranger  who 
some  years  ago  had  helped  her  to  start  her 
little  shop. 

"Well,  Mrs.  Herring,  I  was  thinking  of 
you  only  this  morning.  I  hope  you  and 
your  little  girl  are  well,  and  the  shop  flourish- 
ing." 

"  Yes,  sir,  thank  you.  Everything  is  as 
nice  as  possible,  and  Rosy's  cooking — though 
I  says  it  as  shouldn't — is  a  pride  to  see.  But 


please,  sir,  I  hasn't  come  to  take  h'up  yer 
time  over  Rosy.  I  has  met  them  as  needs  a 
bit  of  help,  and  you  told  me  when  I  knew  of 
such,  why,  to  tell  you,  as  can,  and  is  willin' 
to  give  'em  an  upward  'and." 

"  As  I  said  before,  Mrs.  Herring,  I  have 
some  money  intrusted  to  me  by  another  for 
this  purpose.  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  hear  of 
this  case  of  youis,  if  you  think  it  a  genuine 
one." 

"  No  fear  of  that,  Mr.  Hall.  I  has  known 
the  boys  for  over  a  year.  Besides,  now  and 
then,  sir,  there's  truth  in  eyes  as  can't  mislead 
you.     My  lads  has  eyes  that  are  truth  itself." 

"  You  are  right  there,  Mrs.  Herring.  Tell 
mc  about  your  boys." 

Then  Mother  Herring,  with  her  whole 
heart  in  the  tale,  related  the  story  of  Peter 
and  Poppy,  and  the  kind  man  with  that 
secret  fiind  of  money  listened  gravely. 

"  That's  a  brave  young  fellow,"  he  said  at 
last,  "  and  we  may  do  something  with  him. 
Have  you  any  plans  with  regard  to  him  and 
his  brother,  in  which  I  can  aid  youp" 

"  Well,  sir,  I  wor  turning  over  in  my  mind, 
that  fur  a  bit,  while  this  cold  weather  lasted, 
I  might  make  h'up  a  bed  for  the  little  'un 
under  the  counter  in  our  shop.  Rosy  have 
taken  a  rare  fancy  to  the  little  'un,  and  it 
'ud  be  a  load  off  the  mind  of  poor  Peter  ef 
he  could  feel  as  Poppy  wor  safe  from  having 
to  sleep  in  the  streets.  Then  they  can  both 
buy  their  bit  of  victual,  and  as  cheap  and  as 
comfortable  from  me,  as  from  anybody  else ; 
and  I  might  coax  the  big  lad  to  go  to  night 
school,  and  Rosy  and  me  'ud  teach  Poppy ; 
and  ef  we  could  start  Peter  wid  a  good 
broom  and  crossing — why,  there  may  be 
many  a  worse  trade,  for  h'all  it's  so  common." 

"  Quite  so,  and  it  will  prove  the  stuff  that 
is  in  the  lad.  Now  how  much  will  a  broom 
and  the  price  of  a  crossing  cost  P  " 

"  A  matter  of  five  or  six  shilling,  sir ;  but 
I'd  rarely  like  to  give  him  a  pair  of  stout 
shoes  and  a  whole  coat,  so  as  to  start  him 
as  one  of  the  better  sort" 

Mr.  Hall  was  silent  for  a  moment,  think- 
ing rapidly ;  then  he  turned  to  some  account- 
books  which  lay  close  by,  made  an  entry, 
thought  again,  and  spoke. 

"  I  will  give  you  a  pound,  Mrs.  Herring  ; 
you  can  start  him  sufficiently  well  with  that 
sum.  Watch  him  for  a  month,  and  then 
come  back  to  me." 

"  I  won't  lose  sight  o'  the  lad ;  and  God 
bless  you,  sir." 

The  little  maid  smiled,  and  nodded  to 
Mother  Herring  as  she  went  back  into  the 
street :  and  it  was  with  much  thankfulness  at 
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the  unlooked-for  success  of  her  errand  she 
hurried  home. 

"  Now,  Peter,  you  may  get  a  lift  up  ;  ay, 
and  so  may  Poppy  too,  in  spite  o'  that  cruel 
mother  o'  yours,"  she  said  to  herself;  an 
she  walked  along  she  was  busy  planning 
best  to  place  the  clean  straw  which  she  would 
purchase  for  Poppy's  bed,  in  such  a  manner 
under  her  counter  as  to  save  him  from  all 
draughts.  Very  thankful  was  her  heart,  and 
she  knew  of  no  shadow  behind  her ;  but 
even  now  it  was  dogging  her  footsteps,  < 
ging  them,  creeping  stealthily  after  them,  in 
the  shapes  of  two  boys  and  a  man. 

CHAPTER  VII, THE  WEAPON,  CUNNING. 

When  Mother  Herring  was  stopped  by 
the  crowd  in  Little  Jasper  Street,  and  the 
rude  woman  called  out  in  taunting  tones  her 
name,  two  boys  and  a  man  pricked  up  their 
ears  and  bent  forward  to  gaze  at  her.  The 
boys  beheld  their  friend  and  benefactress  irf 
the  night  before,  the  man  his  long-parted- 
from  wife. 

"Tis  our  Mother  Herring,"  said  little 
Poppy  with  a  half  sob.  "  Lefs  go  to  her, 
Peter." 

But  before  either  could  stir,  a  detaining 
hand  w^  laid  on  the  elder  lad's  shoulder. 

"  You  know  that  little  'oman,  my  man  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Peter,  "  and  I'd  like  ter  see  as 
nobody  else  speaks  so  mean  and  cruel  to  'er, 
Let  me  go,  please."  . 

"Why,  my  lad,  she's  safe  enough  now, 
she's  out  o'  the  street.  But  come,  we'll  h'all 
a-follerofher." 

He  still  kept  his  hand  firmly  on  Peter's 
jacket ;  and  Peter,  though  not  much  liking 
his  companionship,  was  obliged  to  submit  to 
go  with  him. 

"  She's  a  neat  little  body,"  said  the  man ; 
"a  neat,  spruce  little  body;  and  you  knows 
her,  you  say?" 

"  Yes ;  do  you  ?  "  asked  Peter  fiercely. 

"  Softly,  softly,  lad ;  don't  bite  orf  a  cove's 
nose.  Yes — I — I  knew  some'ot  of  'er  a 
while  back." 

"  Did  yer  h'ever  'ave  penny  pies  in  'er 
shop— real  juicy  penny  pies,  full  h'up  wid 
faters  and  gravy,"  suddenly  burst  from 
Poppy. 

At  the  word  shop,  coming  from  Poppy's 
innocent  baby  lips,  the  man  started,  and  an 


unwholesome  pink  spread  itself  over  his 
white  face.  He  did  not  speak  for  a  moment. 
Then  he  said  in  a  cautious  tone — 

"  When  I  knew  that  'ere  little  'oman,  she 
hadn't  no  shop,  so  I  han't  never  tasted  them 
'ere  penny  pies,  young  'un.  Yes,  'tis  some 
time  now  since  I  knowed  Rose  Herring ;  but 
I  wor  intimate  enough  once." 

"  Rosy,  Rosy  !  "  exclaimed  Poppy  again — 
"  why,  that  'ere's  'er  little  gal.  Did  yer  know 
Rosy  too  ?  " 

"  I  knew  Rosy  too,"  replied  the  man. 
His  face  became  again  transfused  with  that 
unhealthy  colour,  and    he    turned  his  head 

"  Look  yere,  you  two  lads,"  he  said  sud- 
denly at  last :  "  ef  yer'U  take  me  to  that  'ere 
shop,  and  not  tell  nought  to  her  as  you  calb 
Mother  Herring,  why — I'll — I'll  give  yer  a 
tanner  atween  yer  both." 

"  Oh,  Peter  ! "  said  little  Poppy,  "  why,  we 
can  get  pies  and  a  good  dinner  fur  a  tanner." 

"  Yes,  but  we're  not  goin'  to  get  no  tanner 
by  'aving  spies  round  Mother  Herring," 
said  Peter,  turning  his  eyes  full  of  courage 
and  indignation  on  the  man. 

"  Spies,  my  lad,  spies  !  yer  treats  me  rare 
and  'ard ;  but  come,  I  sees  the  'ouse  where 
she  'ave  gone  h'in.  I  can  wait  h'outside  and 
foller  'er  home  widout  losing  no  tanner." 

"  Yes,"  said  Peter,  "  and  I'll  tell  her  to 
night  as  yer  did  foller  'er.  1  can't  prevent 
that;  h'anybody  might  do  that;  but  she 
shall  know — she  shan't  be  in  the  dark." 

Herring  laughed^  but  it  was  uneasily.  He 
had  no  present  wish,  whatever  his  future 
plans  might  be,  to  make  himself  known  to 
his  wife.  He  looked  at  Peter  without  anger, 
rather  with  a  kind  of  mild  admiration.  At 
his — Peter's  age — he  could  never  have  been 
so  plucky  to  a  man  double  his  age,  and  twice 
his  size.  Herring  was  a  coward,  if  ever  any 
one  such  creature  lived;  but  he  had  a 
coward's  only  weapon — cunning.  He  rather 
liked  using  this  instrument  of  his,  he  could 
play  it  well  on  human  hearts.  Here  was  an 
opportunity  for  his  skill. 

He  went  warily  and  skilfully  to  work. 
Peter,  brave,  ignorant,  innocent,  was  no 
match  for  his  cunning.  Herring  laid  a  trap 
for  him,  he  fell  into  it,  and  he  and  Poppy 
agreed  to  show  him  the  nest  where  Mother 
Herring  and  Rosy  lived. 
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BY  THE  WAY  OF  THE  SEA  BEYOND  JORDAN. 

By  LAURENCE  OLIPHANT. 


THE  surpassing  interest  which  has  ever 
attached  to  Palestine  west  of  tlie  Jor- 
dan has  so  completely  eclipsed  all  other 
fields  of  biblical  research,  that  it  is  only  of 
late  years  that  the  claims  of  the  region  lying 
to  the  east  of  that  river  have  begun  to  be 
recognised,  and  the  value  of  its  historical 
associations  anil  archEological  treasures  fully 
appreciated.  It  was  only  natural  that  the 
Christian  explorer  should  have  preferred  to 
linger  among  those  sacred  scenes,  which  were 
invested  with  the  hallowed  traditions  of  the 
Great  Founder  of  his  religion,  and  which 
reminded  him  of  a  boundless  love  and  infi- 
nite tenderness  for  humanity,  rather  than 
venture  into  a  wild  and  turbulent  district,  in 
order  to  examine  at  considerable  personal 
risk  the  theatre  of  those  sanguinary  episodes 
which  characterize  the  early  history  of  the  Jews. 
The  territory  occupied  by  the  tribes  of  Gad  and 
Reuben  and  the  half>tribe  of  Manasseh  has 
seen  more  fighting  than  all  the  country  west 
of  the  Jordan  ;  and  it  could  scarcely  have 
been  otherwise,  for  they  were  girdled  by  a 
ring  of  hostile  nations,  ever  raiding  into  their 
country  and  seeking  to  break  through  it  and 
reach  the  rich  prize  of  plunder  which  awaited 
a  successful  expedition  across  the  Jordan. 
Hence  it  was,  no  doubt,  a  providential  circum- 
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Stance  that  the  men  of  Gad,  who  held  strategi- 
cally the  key  of  the  position,  were  the  most 
warlike  of  the  Jewish  tribes,  while  the  country 
which  they  occupied  was  eminently  adapted 
for  defensive  operations.  Thus  the  invaders 
of  the  rich  arable  plains  of  Reuben  or  the 
magnificent  pasture-lands  of  Manasseh  were 
always  exposed  to  a  flank  attack  from  the 
mountains  of  Gilead,  and  there  is  scarcely  a 
spot  in  the  area  of  the  territory  of  the  three 
tribes  from  which  some  battle-field  may  not 
be  seen.  But  there  are  associations  of  a 
gentler  nature  connected  with  trans- Jordanic 
Palestine  to  which  we  can  turn.  It  was  upon 
the  slopes  of  Gilead  that  Jacob  wre^itled  with 
the  angel,  and  became  reconciled  to  his  father- 
in-law,  and  had  his  touching  interview  with 
Esau ;  it  was  beneath  the  shade  of  its  magni- 
ficent forests  that  David  wrote  some  of  his 
most  pathetic  Psalms,  and  in  one  of  its 
liicluresque  valleys  that  Jephthah  and  his 
daughter  had  their  home ;  on  one  of  its 
mountain-tops  Moses  died;  in  one  of  its 
castles  John  the  Baptist  was  beheaded ;  while 
I  think  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  rolling 
prairies  of  Manasseh  were  once  pastured  by 
the  countless  flocks  and  herds  of  the  patri- 
arch Job,  and  that  a  position  upon  its  eastern 
frontier  was  the  scene  of  a  history  which  has 
afforded  students  an  unlimited  field  of  con- 
jecture and  speculation.  To  those  who  do 
not  confine  their  antiquarian  interest  to 
biblical  research,  the  region  to  the  east  of 
the  Jordan  possesses  a  value  denied  to 
Western  Palestine,  for  the  whole  country 
is  richly  strewn  with  the  remains  of  a 
sumptuous  Roman  civilisation.  Here  were 
the  ten  cities  of  the  Decapolis,  and  here  are 
the  majestic  remains  of  the  palace  of  the 
Persian  monarch  Chosroes,  built  long  after 
that  civilisation  had  crumbled  to  the  dust. 
Again,  historically,  we  are  carried  farther 
back  by  the  associations  which  attach  to  this 
region  than  to  that  of  Palestine  proper,  (or 
here  are  still  to  be  seen  traces  of  the  races 
who  occupied  the  country  prior  to  its  con- 
quest by  the  Israelites,  and  in  the  massive 
substructures  at  Rabbath  Ammon,  and  the 
stone  villages  of  the  Haumn,  popularly 
known  as  the  giant  cities  of  Bashan,  we  have 
indisputable  records  of  the  Ammonites,  and 
the  Rephaim,  and  other  tribes  who  were  the 
first-known  inhabitants  of  the  country. 

It  was  to  this  interesting  region  that,  in 
April,  1S79,  1  directed   my  attention,  and 
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leaving  the  coast  at  Sidon, 
struck  the  mountainous 
country  now  known  as 
Belad  Beshara,  but  in  old 
days  forming  part  of  Che 
territory  of  Asher  and 
Naphtliali.  Descending 
upon  Banias,  or  Csesarea 
Philippi,  from  the  Merj 
Ayun,  or  plain  of  Ijon, 
of  Scripture,  I  mounted 
the  steep  eastern  slopes 
of  the  Upper  Jordan, 
and,  passing  the  Ausa- 
ryich  village  of  Ain  Fit, 
reached  the  lofty  plateau 
which  extends  eastwards 
in  an  unbroken  sea  of 
luxuriant  verdure  to  the 
Lejah,  or  Argob  of 
Scripture,  and  the  moun- 
tains of  the  Jebel  Druse. 
This  district  is  now  called 
Jaulan,  from  the  ancient 
Jolan,  the  principal  city 
of  which  was  formerly  a 
city  of  refuge,  and  I 
think  may  be   identified 

,  with   Nava,   of  which  I 

'  will  speak  presently. 
Here  I  was  in  a  com- 
paratively unexplored 
country,  and  took  a  route 
which  1  have  not  been 
able  to  find  any  record 
of  having  been  previ- 
ously traversed  by  any 
modem  explorer. 

My  point  of  departure 
was  Kuneitereh,  a  small 
stone     village     on     the 
most  southern   slopes  of 
Hermon,   at  present  the 
residence  of  the  caimakam,  or  local  official, 
who  has  recently  been  placed  here  to  super- 
intend the  colonisation   of  this  district    by 
three   thousand   Circassians,   who   had  just 
arrived    at    the    period  of   my    visit,   and 
were  engaged  in  hutting  themselves.    They 
will   form   the    only   settled    population    of 
the  neighbourhood,  this  part  of  the  country 
forming  the  grazing  grounds  of  the   Fudl, 
and  one  or  two   other  small  Arab   tribes, 
who    are    by    no    means    pleased    at   this 
invasion    of    their    territory     by    destitute 
Strangers. 

Our  way  led  in  a  south-easterly  direction 
across  a  volcanic  region,  which  though  stony 
in  parts  was  very  well  watered,  waving  with 
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luxuriant  herbage,  and  ablaze  with  a  brilliant 
variety  of  wild  flowers.  It  bore  all  the 
traces  of  having  once  been  thickly  populated, 
and  the  ruins  of  villages  which  had  been 
built  of  blocks  of  basaltic  stone  lay  plenti- 
fully strewn  in  all  directions.  On  our  right, 
running  in  an  almost  due  southerly  direction, 
was  the  range  of  the  J^bel  Heish,  a  row  of 
volcanic  peaks,  partially  wooded  on  their 
western  slopes,  and  attaining  an  elevation 
above  the  plain  of  from  five  to  seven  hundred 
feet.  The  plateau  itself  at  Kuneitereh  was 
about  three  thousand  feet  above  the  sea-level, 
and  declines  gradually  in  elevation  till  it 
terminates  in  the  gorge  of  the  Yannuk,  or 
Hieromax.     V\^e,asciCiid^,3XH-e>JC*"^'  '*'* 
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most  southerly  peak,  and  had  a  magnificeot 
view  over  the  whole  region  which  formerly 
formed  the  territory  of  the  half-tribe  of 
Maaasseh.  To  the  south-west,  about  twenty 
miles  distant,  the  Sea  of  Galilee  lay  bathed 
in  the  sunlight.  Below  us,  in  the  plain,  we  ' 
could  discern  the  group  of  stone  huts  now 
called  Fik,  but  which  is  memorable,  under 
the  Dame  of  Aphek,  as  the  site  of  more  than 
one  encounter  between  the  Israelites  and  the 
Philistines.  The  most  remarkable  episode, 
however,  which  took  place  here,  was  when 
lieohadad  "  numbered  the  Syrians,  and  went 
up  to  Aphek  to  fight  against  Israel,  and  the 
children  of  Israel  were  all  numbered,  and  were 
all  present,  and  went  against  them  ;  and  the 
children  of  Israel  pitched  before  them  like 
two  little  flocks  of  kids ;  but  the  Syrians  filled 
the  country."  In  the  battle  which  ensued 
ihe  Israelites  were  victorious;  the  Syrians 
who  survived  "fled  to  Aphek,  into  the  city, 
and  there  a  wall  fell  upon  the  twenty-seven  , 
ihousand  men  that  were  left." 

Due  south  from  Tell-el-Faris  the  prospect  i 
was  bounded  by  the  forest-clad  mountains  of  i 
Gilead,  while  the  picturesque  outline  of  the 
Jcbel  Druse  and  hills  of  Bashan  were  sharply , 
(lefiQed  against  the  sky.     Pass- 
ng    through  Tseil,  one  of  the 
few    villages   still    existing   in 
Jaulan,  we  left  Nawa,  where  the 
vast  extent  of  min  betokens  its 
former  greatness,  a  little  to  the 
left.     There  are  many  reasons 
which  lead  us  to  identify  this 
spot  as  the  site  of  Jolan,  the  an- 
cient city  of  refuge;  and,  accord- 
ing to  Arab  tradition,  it  was  the 
birth-placeof  Job.    Two  hours' 
ride  beyond  it  we  come  to  his 
tomb   and    fountain,   a  sacred 
shrine  of  pilgrimage  much  fre- 
quented by  Moslem   devolees 
f.om  Africa.  The  modem  name 
of  the  small,   squalid  village, 
inhabited    exclusively   by   ne- 
groes, is  Sheikh  Sa'ad.     Here, 
an    a  mound  about  fifty  feet 
high,  is  a  temple  composed  of 
enormous    blocks    of    dolerite 
stone,  the  substructure  bearing 
marks    of    extreme    antiquity. 
It  was  evidently  a  sacred  spot 
long  before  the  days  of  Roman 
civilisation,  and  it  was  without  doubt  a  centre 
of  Baal  worship  in  the  early  Jewish  period. 
The  traditions  of  Job  have  attached  to  the 
whole  neighbourhood  from  time  immemorial. 
In  the  centre  of  the  temple  is  a  monolith  of 


black  basalt,  about  ten  feet  high.  The  roof 
of  the  building  is  composed  of  huge  slabs  of 
the  same  material.  After  serving  the  purpose 
of  Phcenician  worship  there  is  every  reason 
to  suppose  that  the  Romans  erected  upon  the 
Phcenician  remains  a  temple  to  Hercules,  or 
to  the  sun  god.  This,  in  its  turn,  was  suc- 
ceeded by  a  place  of  Christian  worship,  while 
it  is  not  long  since  the  edifice  has  been  used 
as  a  mosque.  At  the  foot  of  the  mound  is  a 
fountain,  called  the  Fountain  of  Job,  ovet 
which  an  old  stone-domed  building  is  erected, 
and  half  a  mile  off  is  a  large  building,  now 
used  as  the  residence  of  a  Turkish  official, 
and  which  was  originally  a  monastery,  built 
by  King  Amr  I.,  of  the  lefnide  Arabs;  the 
oldest,  in  fact,  of  which  we  have  any  record, 
for  from  an  inscription  on  a  slab  we  gather 
that  it  must  have  been  erected  about  the 
year  a.d.  i8o.  Two  miles  distant  from 
Sheikh  Sa'ad  is  a  village  on  a  mound  now 
called  Ashtereh,  which  I  feel  no  doubt 
will  be  found  to  be  identical  with  Ashteroth  ; 
while  seven  miles  farther,  after  crossing  an  old 
Roman  bridge  of  nine  arches,  I  unexpectedly 
came  upon  ^e  remains  of  some  massive  for- 
tifications enclosing  an  area  of  ruins,  which 
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occupy  a  most  romantic  position  on  a  pro- 
montory overhanging  a  gorge  of  the  Yarmuk. 
This  I  have  since  been  at  great  pains  to 
identify,  and  I  think  it  will  be  found  to  occupy 
the  site  of  Ashteroth  Kamaiip.    Jli^;]^Qclefii 
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name  of  the  village,  which  contains  forty  or 
fifty  half-starved  inhabitants,  is  Tel!  Asherah. 
The  great  pilgrimage  road  from  Damascus 
to  Mecca  passes  not  far  from  this  point,  and 
I  reached  it  at  Mezarib,  five  miles  from  which 
spot  is  the  remarkable  labyrinthine  under- 
ground town  of  Derkt,  which  some  suppose 
to  be  the  ancient  Edrei,  the  capital  of  Og, 
the  King  of  Bashan.  Whether  it  be  so  or 
not,  it  is  not  the  less  worthy  of  a  more  minute 
examination  than  has  yet  been  accorded  to 
JL  So  far  it  has  only  been  visited  by  one 
traveller,  Mr.  VVetsztein,  who  spent  an  hour 
and  a  half  wandering  among  its  unpeopled 
subterranean  stretts  and  market-places.  It 
was  not  until  after  my  return  to  England 
that  I  became  aware  of  the  singular  interest 
which  attaches  to  this  still  unexplored  city, 
and  it  has  been  a  matter  of  deep  regret  that 
I  should  have  passed  so  near  it  without  in- 
vestigating it.  The  whole  country  here,  which 
is  of  limestone  formation,  is  honey-combed 
with  cavernous  residences ;  the  sparse  local 
population  is  to  this  day  largely  troglodytic, 
and  I  discovered  beneath  the  ruins  of  Capi- 
tol ias  subterranean  passages  leading  into 
spacious  chambers,  which  I  explored  into  the 
mountains  for  some  distance. 

'  Striking  south  into  Gilead,  I  entered  its 
grand  oak  forests  near  Mahneh,  which  is 
without  doubt  the  ancieut  Mahanaim,  and 
endeavoured  to  identify  the  spot  where  Jacob 
raised  the  heap  of  the  witness  after  his  inter- 
view with  Laban,  as  a  tradition  is  current 
that  a  monument  still  exists,  which  is  credited 
by  the  Arabs  as  marking  the  site  ;  but  I  had 
neither  the. time  nor  the  means  to  prosecute 
nij'  researches  as  I  should  have  wished,  being 
without  tents  or  dragoman,  and  dependent 
entirely  on  Arab  hospitality.  'It  was  upon 
these  hill-slopes  that  Absalom  met  with  his 
tragic  end,  and  the  romantic  gorges  and 
wooded  dells  have  become  historical  with 
the  records  of  many  a  fierce  encounter.  The 
beauly  of  the  scenery  is  altogether  incon- 
ceivable to  the  traveller  whose  only  know- 
ledge of  Palestine  is  gathered  from  his  ex- 
])eriences  of  the  country  to  the  west  of  the 
Jordan.  Instead  of  scrambling  between  bar- 
ren hill-sides,  over  rocky  paths,  we  here  find 
ourselves  wading  knee-deep  in  verdure  over 
park-like  country  carpeted  with  flowers,  where 
magnificent  oak,  terebinth,  and  sycamore- 
trees  are  dotted  over  the  rich  expanse,  or, 
closely  packed  upon  the  steep  hill-side,  form 
pendulous  forests,  through  which  rush  gurgling 
streams,  and  where  the  sun  glints  just  freely 
enough  to  prevent  the  gloom  of  the  forest 
from  being  too  oppressive. 


In  the  village  of  Ajlun,  surmounted  by  il;i 
grand  old  castle  of  Kalat-er-Rubud  and  em- 
bosomed in  the  forest,  we  find  a  spot  of  ideal 
beauly,  and  are  loath  to  quit  it  even  for  the 
attractions  of  the  extensive  ruins  of  Jerash, 
which,  however,  have  been  too  often  visited 
to  need  description.  Crossing  the  Jabbok 
and  ascending  the  second  Gilead  range,  we 
descend  into  the  town  of  Salt,  formerly  a 
lawless  centre  of  sedentary  Arabs,  who  have 
lately  been  reduced  into  submission.  Salt 
has  been  almost  unanimously  supposed  to 
be  the  site  of  the  ancient  Ramoth  Gilead, 
and  it  is  so  marked  in  all  the  maps  of  the 
country  to  the  east  of  the  Jordan.  After  a 
careful  consideration  of  the  subject  I  have 
arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  it  is  quite  im- 
possible that  such  can  be  the  case,  and  believe 
that  the  real  position  of  that  important  town 
will  be  found  to  be  somewhere  on  the  north- 
eastern slopes  of  the  Gilead  range,  instead  of 
on  their  south-western ;  probably  at  Jerash 
or  its  neighbourhood.  This  is  one  of  the 
jioints  to  which  I  trust  the  Palestine  Explora- 
tion Fund  Committee,  which  has  now  de- 
cided upon  the  survey  of  Eastern  Palestine, 
will  cause  attention  specially  to  be  directed. 
Indeed,  it  is  a  matter  of  the  highest  congra- 
tulation that  this  new  expedition  has  been 
undertaken,  and  we  may  look  forward  to 
results  from  its  labours  which  cannot  fail  to 
be  deeply  interesting.  From  Salt  I  struck 
due  eastward,  crossing  the  depressed  plain  of 
Bechia.  This  was  formerly  the  Sea  of  Jazer, 
and  must  have  been  a  fine  sheet  of  water 
about  forty  miles  in  circumference.  There 
would  be  no  difficulty  in  again  converting 
it  into  a  lake  by  damming  up  the  gorge 
through  which  it  drains  into  the  Upper  Jab- 
bok, There  are  several  ruins  which  have 
never  yet  been  explored  upon  its  margin,  and 
about  four  miles  from  its  south-eastern  rim  I 
came  upon  the  extensive  ruins  of  Yajuz,  which 
I  think  may  possibly  be  found  to  be  iden- 
tical with  Jazer  itself.  From  the  character 
of  the  remains,  among  which  was  a  temple 
of  considerable  dimensions,  it  is  evident  that 
it  was  also  the  site  of  a  large  Roman  city. 
Beyond  Yajuz  the  country  becomes  more 
barren,  and  when  I  once  more  reached  the 
Hadj  or  Pilgrimage  road,  at  Kalah  Zerka,  I 
found  myself  on  the  margin  of  the  desert. 
Here  there  was  a  small  post  of  Turkish 
soldiers,  and  from  here,  attracted  by  rumours 
of  two  more  unknown  and  unexplored  sub- 
terranean cities,  I  vainly  endeavoured  to 
make  an  expedition  as  the  guest  tif  Beni 
Hassan  Arabs.  Unfortunately  their  jealousy 
of  intrusion  was  so  great,  as  this  country  has 
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never  yet  beenviaited,  tliat  I  could  not  over- 
come their  opposition  ;  but  it  was  in  the 
highest  degree  tantalising  to  be  actually 
within  the  unexplored  region  of  Eastern 
Gilead,  and  find  myself  prevented,  owing  to  a 
combination  of  unfavourable  circumstances, 
from  pushing  my  researches  into  a  lerrilflry 
which  I  feel  sure  abounds  in  objects  of  inte- 
rest. And  here  I  would  call  attention  to  the 
districts  which  seem  especially  to  require 
examination.  Researches  to  the  east  of  the 
Jordan  have  been  directed  so  far,  especially 
to  the  eastern  shores  of  the  Dead  Sea,  by 
De  Luynes,  Costigan,  Lynch,  and  others  ;  to 
the  plateau  of  Moab,  by  Canon  Tristram  ;  to 
the  western  mountains  of  Gilead  by  Colonel 
Warren,  Thomson,  and  others;  to  Bash  an  and 
the  Hauran  by  Porter,  DeVogu^.Waddingt  on, 
Cyril  Graham,  and  Wetsztein ;  not  to  mention 
Burckhardt,  Seetzen,  and  one  or  two  older  tra- 
vellers, some  of  whom  made  discoveries  which 
have  never  since  been  revisited.  The  portions 
of  the  country  which  are  comparatively  un- 
explored are: — The  pbins  of  J  au  I  an,  where 
there  were  once  a  hundred  and  twenty-seven 
ruined  towns,  and  among  them  the  ancient 
towns  of  Aphek,  Gergesa,  Bethsaida,  Hip- 
pos, Gamala,  .'^shtaroth,  Ashtaroth  Kamaim, 


and  which  was  named  after  Jetur,  the  son  of 
Ishmael— it  is  now  called  Jedur;  the  northern 
plateau  of  Gilead  between    Irbid,  where  I 
found    some   most  interesting  remains,  and 
Gadara — here  lies  Abil,  one  of  the  cities  of  the 
Decapolis,  which  was  visited  by  Burckhardt, 
and  was  doubtless  the  Abel  Cerannin  of  Scrip- 
ture ;  Capiiolias,  which  I  examined,  anil  other 
ruins  of  which  I  heard,  but  had  not  time  to 
visit;  and  Eastern  Gilead,  at  present  a  terra 
incognita.    Here  I  heard  of  Beloola  and  Ra- 
hab,  both  reported  to  be  subterranean  towns 
of  vast  extent,  but   I  was  unable  to  learn 
their  exact  positfon.   The  mountains  of  East- 
ern Gilead,  which  are  heavily  timbered  and 
rent  by  a  gorge  through  which  the  Upper  Jab- 
bok  forces  its  way,  must  afford  magnificent 
scenery,  and  in  their  wild  unvisited  valleys 
it  is  most  probable  that  ruins  will  be  found  ; 
indeed,  the   Rahab  of  which  I   heard,  and 
which  may  possibly  turn  out  to  be  identical 
with  the  Rehob  of  the  Scriptures,  lied  some- 
where in  this  district.  Finding  it  impossible  to 
penetrate  into  these  mountains  from  Kalah 
Zeika,  I  was  compelled   reluctantly  to  turn 
south  eastwards    to  Rabbath  Ammon,    and 
found   some    consolation    in    examining  an 
extent  and  profusion  of  ruin  there  unequalled 
in   Palpsrlnp    to  which   the  deepest  biblical* 
attaches.     At  the 
.  hundred  and  fifty 
;d  themselves  in  the 
mbs    by  which  the 
led,  and  some  were 
;  of  the  old  Roman 
;d    to    explore  the 
plains  of  Moab, 
and  if  possible 
push    south    as 
far       as       tht 
Arnon,  but  un- 
fortunately   the 
weather    broke. 


ind     the 


pro- 


spect of  being 
storm -stayed  in 
the  tents  of  the 
Bedouins  was  so 
little  tempting, 
that  I  returned 
to  Salt. 

The  recent 
work  of  Canon 
Tristram  has, 
however,thrOHn 
much  light  upon 
this  interesting 
region,  and  con- 
fifnted  my   im- 
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pression  that  the  whole  country  to  the  east  of 
the  Jordan  is  eminently  adapted  for  coloni- 
sation, and  is  only  waiting  for  the  proper 
application  of  labour  and  capital  to  be 
made  to  yield  of  its  abundance.  And  here 
I  may  remark  that  the  object  of  my  travels 
to  the  east  of  the  Jordan  was  not  so  much 
to  identify  sites,  or  discover  ruined  cities, 
as  to  select  a  territory,  of  sufficient  extent 
to  be  formed  into  a  small  province  and 
placed  under  special  rules,  provided  I 
couhl  induce  the  Turkish  Government  to 
consent  to  its  occupation  by  such  wealthy 
members  of  the  Jewish  race  as  should  be 
ivilling  to  emigrate  there  from  Russia,  Rou- 
roania,  Servia,  and  other  countries  where 
they  are  now  undergoing  persecution.  In 
conversing  with  Oriental  Jews  I  found  that 
they  were  all  looking  forward  to  a  return  to 
the  land  of  their  heritage,  and  that  they 
would  eagerly  accept  an  otfer  of  land  in 
Palestine,  provided  guarantees  could  be 
afforded  against  oppression  and  maladminis- 
tration by  the  Turkish  Government.  The 
land  to  the  east  of  the  Jordan  was  especially 
favourable  to  a  project  of  this  kind.  In  the 
first  place,  it  contains  unrivalled  resources  in 
its  magnificent  forests,  its  luxuriant  pastures, 
%  and  its  rich  arable  plains ;  secondly,  scarcely 
any  of  it  is  held  by  a  sedentary  population, 
and  the  lille  is  therefore  vested  in  the  Govern- 
ment, who  can  dispose  of  it  without  infring- 
ing upon  private  rights.  The  tract  I  proposed 
for  colonisation  was  about  twenty-five  miles 
from  north  to  south,  and  twelve  from  east  to 
west ;  its  western  frontier  being  the  Jordan, 
and  the  southern  the  Arnon.  It  would  in 
fact  comprise  as  nearly  as  possible  the  terri- 
tory formerly  occupied  by  the  tribes  of 
Reuben  and  Gad.  Owing  to  the  elevation 
of  the  mountains  of  Gilead,  some  peaks  of 
which  reach  an  altitude  of  four  thousand  feet 
above  the  level  of  the  sea,  the  climate  is 
eminently  favourable  to  European  farming 
operations,  while  in  the  valley  of  the  Jordan 
all  kinds  of  tropical  products  might  be  suc- 
cessfully cultivated.  In  fact,  every  kind  of 
produce,  from  sugar  and  cotton  to  apples 
and  strawberries,  might  be  raised  on  this 
favoured  area.* 

In  the  mountains  of  Gilcad  there  is  no 
lack  of  water,  while  magnificent  and  spacious 
tanks  and  reservoirs  still  exist  on  the  plateau 
of  Reuben,  which  require  very  little  repair  to 
berendered  serviceable.  As  the  poorerclass 
of  Jews  are  not  agriculturists,  the  letting  of 
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the  soil  would  best  be  undertaken  by  Fella- 
hin  from  the  other  side  of  the  Jordan,  or  by 
Arabs  who  now  engage  in  desultory  agricul- 
tural operations  on  their  own  account.  When 
at  Constantinople,  I  discussed  the  Arab  ques- 
tion with  the  Government  as  one  which  natu- 
rally suggested  some  difficulty ;  but  I  found 
that,  with  the  exception  of  the  Beni  Sukhr,  who 
really  have  no  right  to  the  country,  but  have 
rendered  it  a  desert  by  their  predatory  raids, 
those  tribes  now  occupying  the  country  could 
be  easily  dealt  with.  For  some  years  past  they 
have  been  acquiring  sedentary  and  agricul- 
tural habits,  and  an  arrangement  might  be 
made  to  place  them  on  "  reserves,"  sufficiently 
extensive  to  provide  for  the  necessities  of  the 
various  tribes,  on  the  principle  which  lias  been 
found  so  successful  in  our  dealings  with  the 
tribes  of  North  American  Indians  in  our 
Canadian  possessions.  It  was  not  in  conse- 
quence of  any  inherent  objections  to  the 
feasibility  of  the  scheme  that  I  failed,  after  > 
year's  negotiation  at  Constantinople,  to  induce 
the  Government  to  adopt  it,  but  rather  in 
consequence  of  the  political  pressure  to  which 
they  were  being  subjected  by  united  Europe, 
and  more  especially  by  our  own  Government, 
which  induced  them  to  regard  with  a  most 
profound  suspicion  any  proposal  emanating 
from  an  Englishman,  which  involved  any  in- 
terference with  the  existing  system  of  admi- 
nistration, and  might  possibly  give  occasion 
to  future  remonstrance  or  intervention  from 
without. 

These  poliiical  obstacles  are,  however, 
only  temporary.  All  the  leading  statesmen 
of  Turkey,  including  four  ex-Grand  Viziers, 
have  assured  me  of  their  hearty  approval 
of  the  scheme,  and  the  Eastern  Question 
has  entered  on  a  phase  which  makes  it  im- 
possible that  the  clique  who  have  hither- 
to defied  Europe,  and  resisted  reform,  no 
matter  from  what  quarter  suggested,  can 
remain  in  power.  With  their  overthrow,  the 
project  for  the  Jewish  colonisation  of  Pales- 
tine must  inevitably,  for  political  no  less  than 
for  commercial  reasons,  be  revived  ;  but  the 
scale  upon  which  it  would  be  undertaken, 
and  the  success  which  would  attend  its 
earlier  stages,  would  depend  largely  upon  the 
support  which  would  be  given  to  it  by  the 
British  public.  In  view  of  the  contingencies 
impending  in  the  East,  it  is  of  the  utmost 
importance  that  measures  should  not  be 
delayed  which  should  anticipate  them.  The 
chances  are  that  before  long  Armenia,  Syria, 
and  sundry  provinces  in  Asia  Minor  will  fol- 
low the  example  of  Kurdistan,  and  that  from 
one  end  of  the  Asiatic  domiiiions  of  the  Sultan 
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lo  the  other  we  shall  hear  of  insurrections,  and 
movements  in  favour  of  provincial  independ- 
ence and  autonomy.  Provision  of  some  sort 
will  then  have  to  be  made  for  Palestine,  which 
occupies  an  exceptional  position  politically 
in  con.sequcnce  of  the  European  international 
jealousies  which  surround  the  Holy  Places  at 
Jerusalem,  and  the  nation  which  has  before 


those  contingencies  adopted  a  definite  policy, 
and  has  taken  the  preliminary  steps  to  give 
it  effect,  will  of  necessity  occupy  a  position 
of  advantage,  and  may  thus  control  the 
destiny  of  a  country  invested  in  our  nninds 
with  the  halo  of  a  peculiar  sanctity,  and 
bearing  in  its  future,  events  affecting  the 
highest  and  holiest  interests  of  humanity. 
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THE   REVISION  OF  THE   ENGLISH   NEW  TESTAMENT. 


By  JOSEPH  ANGUS.  D.D„  Mruber  o 


?.  Revision  Company. 


DURING  the  last  ten  years  a  work  has 
been  in  progress  amongst  us  which 
has  an  interest  for  all  English-speaking 
people — the  revision  of  the  English  New 
Testament.  It  began  with  resolutions  of 
the  Convocation  of  Canterbury  at  a  session 
held  on  May  jth,  1S70.  They  were  to  the 
effect  that  it  was  desirable  that  a  revision  of 
the  authorised  version  of  Holy  Scripture 
should  be  undertaken ;  that  no  changes 
should  be  made  but  such  as  faithfulness 
required  ;  that  the  style  of  the  language  of 
the  existing  version  should  be  <;Jo3ely  fol- 
lowed, and  that  the  co-operation  of  scholars 
of  other  nations  and  other  religious  bodies 
should  be  invited. 

A  committee  of  eight  bishops  and  eight 
presbyters  was  appointed  to  carry  out  these 
resolutions,  of  whom  three  bishops  {Win- 
chester, Gloucester  and  Bristol,  and  Salis- 
bury), together  with  the  Prolocutor  of  the 
Lower  House,  now  Dean  of  Lichfield,  the 
Dean  of  Canterbury  (Dr.  Alford),  the  Dean 
of  Westminster,  and  Canon  Blakesley  (now 
J)ean  of  Lincoln),  formed  the  original  New 
Testament  Company.  At  the  first  meeting 
of  the  united  committee  twenty-one  scholars 
were  elected  as  members  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment Company,  The  same  year  companies 
were  formed  in  America  to  co-operate  with 
the  English  companies;  the  New  Testament 
Company  consisting  of  fifteen  eminent 
American  scholars.  Both  the  Enghsh  and 
the  American  Company  contain  members  of 
the  larger  religious  bodies  in  the  two  coun- 
tries respectively.  About  half  of  the  aiiiif/i 
members  of  the  English  Companies  were 
members  of  the  English  Church.  In  the 
American  Companies  the  various  religious 
bodies  are  pretty  equally  represented. 

The  mode  of  working  betiveen  the  two 
companies  is  interesting.  The  English 
Company  first  revised  the  Greek  text  and  the 
translation,  examining  together  every  verse 
and  every  word.  This  was  done  at  the  rate 
of  about  forty  verses  a  day,  and  it  look  six 
s  to  complete  the  first  revisioti.     As  each 


portion  was  completed  copie 
to  the  American  Company,  who 
course  sent  back  their  criticisms  s 
gestions.  These  were  carefully  co 
during  the  second  revision,  which  < 
two  years  and  a  half.  As  the  var 
lions  of  the  second  revision  were  co 
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Americans  sent  back  further  criticisms  anJ 
suggestions,  wliich  were  in  turn  carefully  con- 
sidered. At  last  the  revised  version  was  sent 
over  to  America  in  its  final  form,  and  the 
American  brethren  sent  back  in  return  a  list 
of  passages  in  which  they  record  their  prefer- 
ence for  other  renderings  than  those  adopted 
by  the  English  Company.  These,  it  is  under- 
stood, wilt  be  found  at  the  end  of  the  large 
edition  of  the  revised  New  Testament  to  be 
issued  by  the  University  presses. 

The  meetings  of  the  English  Company 
began  each  day  at  eleven  o'clock  and  closed 
at  six.  After  prayer,  the  minutes  of  the 
previous  meeting  were  re.ad  and  confirmed. 
A  verse  was  then  read  from  the  authorised 
version.  Any  proposals  for  changes  in  the 
Greek  text  were  made,  discussed,  and  voted 
upon ;  and  then  any  changes  in  the  render- 
ings of  the  English  translation.  At  the  first 
revision  a  majority  of  the  members  present 
decided  all  clianges.  At  the  second  revision 
all  these  changes  were  liable  to  be  recon- 
sidered-, and  then  no  disputed  change,  either 
in  the  Greek  text  or  in  the  revised  translation, 
was  affirmed  unless  a  majority  of  two-thirds 
of  the  members  present  approved  it.  This 
rule  was  laid  down  at  the  outset,  and  gave  a 
great  preponderance,  not  unreasonably,  to 
the  authorised  version.  At  the  same  time 
it  was  likely  lo  end  in  the  retention  of  read- 
ings and  renderings  whicha  decided  majority 
of  the  company  deemed  the  less  satisfactory. 
It  is  obvious  to  remark  also  that  under  such 
a  rule  many  a  rendering  was  likely  to  be 
retained,  not  because  the  authorised  version 
is  the  best  possible,  but  because  it  was  not 
found  practicable  to  hit  upon  expressions 
which  were  deemed  by  two-thirds  of  the 
company  to  be  preferable  to  the  authorised. 
Sometimes,  too,  as  it  may  be  supposed,  the 
rhythm  and  sacred  associations  of  die  autho- 
rised version  would  be  likely  to  carry  the 
day  against  renderings  that  hail  possibly 
greater  technical  accuracy  on  their  side. 
Most  readers  will  rejoice  in  the  conservative 
influence  of  these  rules,  and  they  liave  cer- 
tainly ended  in  the  more  careful  examination 
of  every  word  of  the  New  Testament,  whether 
in  the  English  or  in  the  Greek. 

The  meetings  of  the  English  Company 
were  generally  held,  by  the  courtesy  of  the 
Dean  of  Westminster,  in  the  Jerusalem 
Chamber,  a  room  belonging  to  the  Deanery, 
Here  met  the  Assembly  of  Divines  in  1643 ; 
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and,  in  i68g,  the  Commission  to  revise  the 
IJtur^  of  the  English  Church.  Some  of  the 
greatest  English  theologians  of  all  schools 
have  assembled  within  its  walls;  and  many 
eminent  men  have  here  lain  in  state  on  their 
way  to  their  final  resting-place  in  the  adjoining 
Abbey.  A  room  richer  in  appropriate  histo- 
rical memories  is  not  to  be  found  in  England. 

The  New  Testament  Company  has  met 
ten  limes  a  year  during  the  last  ten  years,  for 
four  days  each  time,  and  generally  for  seven 
hours  each  day.  It  may  be  said,  therefore, 
that  they  have  given  four  hundred  working 
days  to  these  conferences,  in  addition  to  much 
individual  previous  preiKU-ation.  And  as  this 
woric  has  been  done  without  fee  or  reward 
by  busy  men,  they  deserve  on  that  account 
atone  the  hearty  thanks  of  all  the  Churches. 

The  history  of  the  authorised  version  of 
the  New  Testament,  which  is  itself  arevision, 
presents  a  striking  contrast  in  some  respects 
to  the  foregoing.  The  work  was  assigned  to 
two  companies  of  eight  and  seven  scholars 
respectively.  One  company  met  at  Oxford 
and  the  otiier  at  Westminster.  They  seem 
never  to  have  sat  together,  or  to  have  com- 
pared renderings.  The  rules  given  them 
restricted  their  liberty  in  a  way  that  would 
now  be  deemed  intolerable.  The  time  occu- 
pied on  the  work  was  "about  two  years  and 
three-quarters,"  the  revision  of  the  whole 
by  six  or  twelve  of  their  number — for  the 
accounts  vary — occupying  nine  months  more. 
The  entire  cost  is  said  to  have  been  ;£3,sooi 
and  is  said  to  have  been  defrayed  by  Mat- 
thew Barker.  In  the  case  of  the  present 
revision,  the  expense  has  been  defrayed  by 
the  Clarendon  Press,  Oxford,  and  the  Uni- 
versity Press,  Cambridge,  such  copyright  as 
the  revisers  possess  being  given  up  to  the 
Presses.  It  is  a-great  advantage  that  the  re- 
vised version  thus  comes  to  be  published  by 
Bodies  which  have  been  long  connected  with 
the  publication  of  the  authorised  version. 

Now  I  can  easily  imagine  that  intelligent 
Christian  men  may  say,  "  We  wish  you  had 
let  the  work  alone;  you  only  shake  the 
faith  of  the  people  in  Scripture,  multiply 
doubts,  rudely  destroy  hallowed  associations, 
and  though  it  may  be  that  you  improve  some 
renderings,  the  advantage  is  gained  at  a  fear- 
ful cost  of  unsettledness  and  of  diminished 
power  in  the  Divine  Word,"  I  sympathize 
with  the  spirit  that  underlies  this  feeling. 
The  feeling  itself  is,  I  think,  mistaken.  It  is 
not  desirable  to  excite  doubt.  The  very 
words  of  the  New  Testament,  their  music 
and  their  memories,  are  dear  to  our  hearts. 
And  yet  I  think  it  demonstrable  that  laith 


need  not  be  shaken,  but  will  be  confirmed  by 
is  work;  and  that  the  work  itself  is  a 
icessity  demanded  by  the  very  authority  it 
thought  likely  to  undermine. 
Why  need  it  shake  our  fatih?  No  new 
thing  has  happened  to  us.  When  our  Lord 
and  His  apostles  laboured  on  earth,  there 
existed  in  common  use  a  Greek  version,  the 
Septuagint,  which  differed  in  many  places 
from  the  Hebrew  text.  Sometimes  they 
quote  from  the  Greek  text,  sometimes  they 
translate  direct  from  the  Hebrew,  So  im- 
perfect was  this  Greek  text,  that  within  the 
two  centuries  of  our  era  three  or  four  revi- 
sions or  new  translations  were  made — not  to 
Itiply  doubts,  but  to  diminish  them.  .\nd 
Origen  did  good  service  in  preserving  these 
lus  renderings.  In  the  fourth  century, 
Jerome  found  an  old  Latin  version  of  the 
Old  Testament  and  portions  of  several  Latin 
ions  of  the  New — some  pans  obsolete, 
mperfect,  and  yet  dear  to  the  hearts  of 
Christian  people.  Much  against  the  popular 
feeling,  he  undertook  the  duty  of  revision. 
Some  were  then  disposed  "  to  throw  his 
work  on  the  back  of  the  fire,"  But  in 
the  end  all  honoured  him  for  his  perseve- 
rance and  faithfulness,  and  his  version  ulti- 
mately became  the  authorised  version  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church.  Augustine  spoke 
the  general  feeling  when  he  thanked  God  for 
what  Jerome  had  done,  and  yet  at  first  it 
shook  men's  faith  and  multiplied  their  doubts. 
Our  own  authorised  version  has  had  a  like 
history.  It  really  began  in  the  translation  of 
William  Tyndal  (a.d.  1325—1535).  The 
versions  that  followed  were  either  substan- 
tially reproductions  of  Tyndal's  or  revisions 
of  others  that  were  based  upon  it  AU 
through  the  sixteenth  century  men  were  at 
work  revising.  Every  generation  had  its 
own  revision — Tyndal's  in  1525;  the  Great 
Bible  in  1539;  the  Bishop's  Bible  in  1568 
and  1572;  and  the  Authorised  in  1611. 
Even  the  authorised  itself  lay  side  by  side  in 
pulpits  with  the  Bishop's  Bible,  and  in 
tamilies  with  the  Genevan  —  for  fifty  years 
before  it  stood  alone. 

Nor  is  this  all.  Since  the  authorised  ver- 
sion appeared,  many  new  translations  of  the 
New  Testament,  or  of  parts  of  it,  have  been 
published.  Every  commentary,  either  on  the 
authorised  version  or  on  the  original  text, 
every  preacher,  many  of  our  Sunday-school 
teachers,  make  corrections  both  of  the  text 
and  of  the  version,  more  or  less  enlightened  ; 
or,  what  is  as  mischievous,  are  rebuked  for 
making  no  corrections,  and  quoting  Scripture 
in  senses  and  for  purposes  never  intended  by 
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tlie  inspired  writers.  Tliese  evils  have  become 
so  serious,  that  revision  is  needed  if  only  to 
stop  revision.  The  absolute  need  of  some 
correction,  and  the  frequency  with  which  cor- 
rections are  made,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent, 
make  it  essential  that  we  should  know  from 
fair  and  competent  authority  what  the  limit 
of  these  corrections  is,  and  which  of  them 
deserve  consideration.  Not  diminished  faith, 
but  assured  faith,  will  be  the  result  of  revision. 

The  doubts  created  by  the  undefinedness 
of  the  corrections  that  are  needed  in  the 
authorised  version  are  more  serious  than  is 
generally  supposed.  An  intelligent  school- 
boy who  attends  a  Greek  Testament  class  in 
a  good  grammar-school  knows  that  at  home 
texts  are  sometimes  quoted  which  have  not 
the  meaning  given  to  them,  are  possibly  no 
part  of  the  inspired  Word.  How  natural  that 
he  should  generalise,  and  wonder  how  much 
of  the  religious  belief  of  those  he  has  been 
accustomed  to  trust  is  owing  to  like  mistakes. 
The  preacher  who  finds  it  necessary  to  cor- 
rect some  texts,  or  to  explain  some  verse  as 
he  knows  the  original  requires  it  to  be  ex- 
plained, enlightens  his  people,  but  at  the  ex- 
pense of  their  confidence  in  the  English  Scrip- 
tures. They  wonder  what  they  are  to  trust. 
Scholars  are  subject  to  the  same  influence.  A 
hundred  years  ago,  the  proof  that  a  text  often 
quoted  to  support  a  great  Scripture  doctrine 
had  properly  no  place  in  that  form  in  Scripture 
created  in  the  minds  of  many  of  Griesbach's 
friends  the  impression  that  a  careful  examina- 
tion of  manuscripts  would  get  rid  of  many 
other  texts  and  of  much  that  is  peculiar  to 
the  New  Testament.  That  suspicion  was  far 
more  mischievous  than  anyamount  of  inquiry 
and  when  once  it  was  created,  inquiry  became 
essential,  either  to  verify  the  doubt  or  to 
remove  it.  It  turned  out  that  the  New  Testa- 
ment might  remain  practically  unchanged. 

And  may  I  not  take  a  wider  range  ?  This 
is  the  age  of  Biblical  translation.  The  whole 
world  is  open,  or  is  opening,  to  the  gospel. 
It  is  the  privilege  and  the  duty  of  the  Chris- 
tian Church  to  give  the  Bible  to  the  world. 
More  has  been  done,  in  fact — thrice  over — 
to  translate  the  Scriptures  into  the  languages 
of  the  earth  in  the  last  hundred  years  than  ir 
the  preceding  eighteen  hundred,  Pentecost 
included.  Much  still  needs  to  be  done,  in 
preparing  new  versions  and  in  improving  the 
old.  But  what  has  been  done  is  one  of  the 
marvels  of  our  time,  and  is  an  ample  recom- 
petise  for  all  the  expenditure  of  money  and 
life  in  the  work  of  missions.  Practically 
these  versions  are  largely  based  on  the 
English  authorised  version.    Bible  Societies 


naturally  prefer  one  standard  ;  and  mission- 
aries have  not  lime  or  facilities  for  settling 
the  Greek  text  or  securing  minute  accuracy 
in  translation.  But  let  it  be  supposed  that 
there  are  mistakes  in  the  authorised  version  ; 
mistakes  in  the  Greek  text  from  which  it  is 
made,  mistakes  in  the  renderings  of  that  text ; 
why  should  these  mistakes  be  introduced 
into  new  versions  ?  It  is  a  fearful  price  to 
pay  for  our  fears — fears  largely  groundless — 
that  millions  of  readers  should  first  be  misled 
by  the  versions  we  give  them,  and  then  have 
to  share  the  fears  we  feel,  and  the  doubts 
which,  it  is  said,  revision  must  produce. 
We  are  deeply  interested  in  giving  the  Divine 
ViotA  pure  and  simple  lo  the  nations.  Our 
own  version  is  largely  the  standard  to  which 
other  versions  are  conformed.  What  shall 
that  standard  be  ?  Keep  it  as  it  is ;  and  all 
suffer — they  and  we — from  obscurity,  from 
mistakes.  And  in  the  end  the  need  of  ic- 
vision  will  change  the  Bible  not  of  the  Eng- 
lish Churches  only,  but  of  all  the  nations. 
The  sooner  this  work  is  done  the  better  for 
the  Heathen  as  well  as  for  ourselves. 

Some  of  this  reasoning  seems  to  imply  that 
important  corrections  may  be  looked  for  in  a 
revised  version.  And  in  a  sense  this  istme; 
but  in  a  sense  only.  No  Scripture  doctrine 
will  be  changed,  no  Scripture  precept ;  what- 
ever is  proved  from  the  old  version  will  be 
proveable  from  the  new.  The  Testament 
will  still  be  the  Testament  of  our  youth  and 
of  our  dearest  associations.  Yet  though 
doctrines  and  duties  remain,  proof  passages 
may  change  j  some  withdrawn,  some  added. 
Above  all  there  will  be  changes  in  words  and 
in  turns  of  expression,  in  connection  of 
thought,  in  dearer  or  modified  meaning 
which  would  be  trifling  in  common  books, 
but  are  deeply  significant  when  we  deal  with 
writings  so  rich  in  beauty  and  in  power.  The 
corrections  will  be  chiefly  important  because 
the  book  is  important.  But  if  it  be  other- 
wise, if  the  changes  are  really  important,  the 
force  of  much  of  this  reasoning  will  remain. 
The  required  corrections  will  have  been 
made.  We  shall  know  the  worst.  Uncer- 
tainty will  have  ceased.  If  the  changes  are 
in  themselves  important,  we  shall  be  glad  to 
have  them.  If  unimportant  they  have  still 
their  value.  They  show  how  insignificant 
the  required  changes  are,  while  they  make 
clearer  the  force  of  some  argument,  more 
impressive  the  beauty  of  some  figure,  more 
sharp  and  defined  the  oudine  of  some  truth. 

What  the  changes  are,  and  on  what  prin- 
ciple we  are  to  make  them,  are  questions  that 
must  be  reserved  for  futtir«  gajp^i^. 
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Whiteness  prevails  in  the  snoivs  and  hoar 
frosts  of  winter,  but  why  are  they  white? 

Physically,  the  cause  of  their  whiteness  is 
ivell  known,  the  multitudinous  starry  crystals 
reflecting  light  so  equally  from  their  six 
prismatic  rays,  that  no  one  colour  can  predo- 
minate. Pound  a  piece  of  the  purest  crystal- 
line glass,  and  the  result  is  a  fine  powder  as 
white  as  snow.  Take  a  similar  piece  of  blue, 
red,  purple,  yellow,  or  even  black  glass. 
Pound  it  as  finely  as  possible,  and  the 
coloured  glass  will  produce  a  powder  undis- 
tinguishable  in  its  snowy  whiteness  from  that 
of  the  clear  glass. 

This  well-known  fact  was  deeply  impressed 
on  my  mind  in  early  boyhood.  I  was  en- 
gaged in  making  an  electrical  machine  out  of 
a  wine  bottle,  and  was  boring  a  hole  in  it  by 
means  of  a  drill  and  camphorated  spirits  of 
turpentine,  the  mixture  of  liquid  and  pulve- 
rized glass  spirting  about  as  the  drill  re- 
volved. 

An  hour  or  so  afterwards,  I  noticed  that 
my  jacket  was  covered  with  spots  of  the 
most  brilliant  whiteness,  and  at  first  fancied 
that  I  must  have  passed  near  some  white- 
washers  at  work.  The  spots,  however,  were 
too  brilliantly  white  to  have  been  produced 
by  lime,  and  when  I  came  to  the  newly  con- 
strucletl  machine  and  found  it  covered  with 
similar  spots,  the  mystery  was  at  once 
solved. 

Now  let  us  see  wliat  relationship  the  white 
of  snow  has  to  heat.  White  objects,  as  is 
well  known,  are  ill  adapted  ifa  radiating  or 
absorbing  heat.  This  is  very,  siijiply  shown 
by  the  familiar  experiment  of  laying  a  piece 
of  black  cloth  and  a  corresponding  piece  of 
white  cloth  on  the  snow^  ^^^re  very  long, 
the  black  cloth  will  be  fijund  to  have  sunk 
deeply  into  the  snow,  while  there  will  be  no 
change  in  the  position  of  the  while  cloth. 

All  carelul  housewives  are  aware  that  a 
brightly  polished  teapot  will  long  retain  iti 
heat,  while  if  it  fc^,  allowed  to  become  tar- 
nished, it  cools  jjvith  a  rapidity  depending  on 
the  shadeof.tarnish.  Black  ear  tli  en  ware  tea- 
pots cool  so  rapidly  that  they  miijt  be  kept 
near  the  fire,  whence  they  absorb  the  needful 
heat,  whereas  a  .bright  metal  teapot  would 
reflect  the  heat  instead  of  absorbing  it. 

In  some  manufactures,  the  labourers  are 
obliged  to  work  in  buildings  where  the  roof  is 
so  heated  by  the  summer  sun  that  the  build- 
ing feels  hke  an  oven,  and  the  health  of  the  in- 
mates is  seriously  impaired.  A  coat  of  white- 
wash, however,  over  the  slates,  tiles,  or  meial 
of  the  roof  has  an  almost  magical  effect  in 
reducing  the  temperature,  the  while  surface 


reflecting  instead  of  absorbing  the  heat  as 
well  as  the  light  of  the  sun. 

Cricketers,  again,  have  learned  by  experi- 
ence that  white  flannel  is  the  coolest  cloth- 
ing that  can  be  worn  in  the  burning  weather 
which  mostly  accompanies  their  favourite 
game,  and  that  it  is  equally  serviceable  in 
saving  them  from  taking  cold,  by  checking 
the  radiation  of  their  bodily  heat.  By  parity 
of  reasoning,  the  white  flannel  would  be 
equally  valuable  in  cold  weather. 

Partly  on  account  of  its  whiteness,  and 
partly  on  account  of  the  air  entangled  among 
the  rays  of  the  crj'stals,  snow  is  a  very  slug- 
gish conductor  of  heat,  as  is  instinctively 
known  by  many  an  animal.  The  Polar  Bear, 
for  example,  when  it  hibernates,  scoops  out 
a  hollow  in  a  snowdrift,  and  there  composes 
itself  for  its  long  winter  sleep. 

The  warmth  of  its  body  suffices  to  melt  the 
snow  around  it,  so  that  the  hollow  assumes  a 
i!ome-Iike  shape,  and  the  snow  does  not 
come  in  contact  with  the  body.  But,  after 
that  limit  has  been  reached,  the  snow  checks 
the  further  radiation  of  heal,  and  the  animal 
is  able  to  preserve  a  sufficient  temperature  to 
maintain  the  life-in-dealh  state  of  hibernation. 

Even  those  animals  which  do  not  hiber- 
nate can  sometimes  avoid  a  death  by  frost  in 
consequence  of  this  quality  of  the  snow. 
The  Highland  shepherds  are  only  too  fami- 
liar with  this  property.  In  the  bleak  and 
exposed  Highlands  the  snow  not  only  falls 
profusely,  but  it  is  caught  up  by  the  wind 
and  drifted  into  vast  masses  which  obliterate 
all  signsof  roads,  and  have  been  known  even 
to  cover  houses,  so  that  not  a  sign  of  them 
was  visible  on  the  white  expanse. 

Yet,  thanks  to  the  non-conducting  and 
non-radiating  properties  of  the  snow,  whole 
flocks  of  sheep  have  been  overwhelmed  for 
many  days,  and  at  last  dug  out  a,live  when 
discovered  by  the  sensitive  instincts  of  the 
shepherds'  dogs.  They  were  well-nigh  starved 
for  want  of  food,  and  had  even  been  reduced 
to  eating  the  wool  from  each  other's  backs  ; 
but  they  had  still  retained  sufiicient  warmth 
to  keep  them  ahve,  and  when  supplied  with 
food  and  taken  under  cover,  were  not  much 
the  worse  for  their  adventure. 

Experienced  travellers,  when  seeing  that  it 
was  impossible  to  escape  a  snow  storm,  have 
utilised  it  just  as  the  Esquimaux  employ  it 
in  building  their  winter  houses,  and  have 
sheltered  themselves  under  its  fleecy  cover- 
ig  until  they  could  venture  out  again  in 
satety.  And  a  similar  practice  is  common 
amongst  thousands  of  wild  fowl  in  exposed 


"S" 


SNOW-WHITE. 


'7 


There  are  also  several  examples,  of  which 
Elizabeth  ^Voodvilie  is  the  most  generally 
known,  where  human  beings  have  been 
covered  with  snow  for  many  days,  and 
rescued  alive.  Of  course  they  suffered 
greatly,  but  their  sufferings  were  in  all  cases 
due  to  hunger  and  cramp  rather  than  cold. 

We  speak  familiarly  of  the  frosts  of  age,  and 
unconsciously  associate  the  white  hair  of  an 
old  man  with  the  winter  of  his  life.  Yet, 
white  hair  docs  not  iiecessarily  Imply  age. 
Many  men  reach  the  age  of  sixty  with 
scarcely  a,  grey  hair  on  their  heads,  while 
others  become  grey  at  thirty. 

Women  are  more  subject  to  this  early 
blanching  than  men,  and  it  is  a  curious  fact 
lha.t  the  grey  hairs  surmounting  a  young  face 
make  it  look  all  the  more  youthful.  Dyeing 
the  hair  under  such  circumstances  is  a  double 
mistake.  There  is  no  dye  which,  besides 
being  essentially  hurtful,  does  not  give  an 
artificial  and  worn  look  to  the  countenance, 
and  thereby  ext^gerates  the  elderly  appear- 
ance which  it  is  intended  to  conceal.  But 
more  of  this  at  another  time. 

Passing  from  mankind  to  the  lower  animals, 
we  find  that  several  of  them  are  strangely 
affected  by  the  winter's  cold,  their  fur  or 
feathers  assimilating  in  colour  to  the  snow. 

The  best  known  of  these  creatures  is  the 
common  Stoat,  In  our  own  country  we  are 
accustomed  to  p^ace  it  in  the  class  of  "  ver- 
min," a  word  which,  in  a  game-keeper's  point 
of  view,  includes  almost  every  living  creature 
except  hares,  pheasants,  and  partridges. 
Consequently,  the  light  ruddy  fur  of  the  Stoat 
is  always  one  of  the  most  conspicuous  objects 
in  the  gamekeeper's  Chamber  of  Horrors, 
and  may  be  seen  nailed  on  the  bam  in.com- . 
pany  with  owls,  kestreb,  crows,  and  similar 
victims. 

But  in  Northern  Europe  the  Stoat  is 
looked  upon  in  a  very  different  light  When 
the  winter  comes  on,  the  fur  of  the  Stoat 
undergoes  a  change  of  colour.  The  ruddy 
hue  disappears  altogether,  and  the  fur  be- 
comes a  beautiful  creamy  while,  with  the 
exception  of  the  tip  of  the  tail,  which  retains 
its  jetty  blackness.  When  this  change  of 
colour  has  taken  place,  its  name  undergoes  a 
change  also,  and  in  the  place  of  the  de- 
spised and  hated  Stoat,  there  is  the  kingly 
Ermine. 

Sometimes,  even  in  this  country,  the  Stoat 
becomes  partially  an  Ermine,  patches  of 
white  being  seen  on  the  red,  or  z-k-e  vend. 
Artificial  cold  will  sometimes  produce  the 
same  effect,  but  even  in  the  coldest  countries 
and  during  tiie  severest  frosts  there  are  often 


cases  where  the  Stoat  has  never  assumed  the 
white  hue  of  the  Ermine. 

A  similar  phenomenon  takes  place  in  the 
Arctic  Fox,  a  creature  so  exceedingly  vari- 
able in  its  colour  that  it  has  gained  quite  a 
variety  of  popular  names. 

Sometimes  it  is  called  the  Sooty  Fox, 
sometimes  the  Blue  Fox,  and  sometimes  the 
Pied  Fox.  The  two  iirst  of  these  names 
refer  to  it  in  its  summer  dress,  the  Blue  Fox 
skin  being  the  most  valued.  The  name  of 
Pied  Fox  is  given  to  the  animal  during 
its  transitional  state,  when  the  sooty  or  blue 
hair  of  summer  is  giving  way  to  the  white  of 
winter. 

In  the  fiercer  cold  of  the  northern  latitudes, 
when  the  thermometer  marks  a  temperature 
many  degrees  below  zero  for '  successive 
months,  the  fur  of  the  Arctic  Fox  becomes 
as  white  as  that  of  the  Ermine,  and  is  pro- 
portionately valuable  to  the  hunter. 

The  Lemming,  which  emigrates  in  suci> 
countless  hosts  from  the  north  of  Norway 
and  Sweden,  affords  another  example  of 
Snow-White.' 

Among  birds,  the  most  conspicuous  ex- 
ample is  the  common  Ptarmigan,  one  of  the 
Grouse  tribe. 

During  the  summer  time  the  plumage  is 
mottled  with  reddish  brown,  grey  and  black, 
but  in  the  winter  it  becomes  almost  wholly 
white. 

For  what  purpose  are  these  changes  ? 

Some  persons  think  that  concealment  is 
the  chief  object  in  assimilating  the  colour  of 
the  fur  or  feathers  to  that  of  the  white  snow. 
It  is  certainly  true  that  an  Ermine  could  not 
be  so  easily  seen  upon  snow  as  if  it  had 
retained  its  summer  dress.  The  same  may 
be  said  of  the  Arctic  Fox,  the  Lemming,  and 
the  Ptarmigan.  As  to  the  bird,  however,  1 
am  not  at  all  sure  whether  its  white  winter's 
plumage  be  intended  to  assimilate  with  the 
snow,  or  to  be  in  bold  contrast  with  the  rocks 
among  which  it  lives,  and  so  to  escape 
observation.  Practical  entomologists  know 
well  that  nothing  is  more  difficult  of  detec- 
tion than  a  white  moth  on  a  black  paling, 
and  the  same  fact  holds  good  with  the 
Ptarmigan. 

Others  again  say  that  predacious  animals, 
such  as  the  White  Bear,  the  Arctic  Fox,  and 
the  Ermine,  are  betier  able  to  creep  upon 
their  prey  unobserved  than  if  they  wore  dark 
coverings.  This,  however,  I  cannot  believe 
to  be  the  real  object  of  the  loss  of  colour. 
All  these  animals  are  sufficiently  cunning  and 
active  to  surprise  their  prey,  no  matter 
whether  their  lur  be  darkpr  wfei^..^  ,^n_ 
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I  am  rather  inclined  to  Ihinlt  that  tlie  true 
reason  for  the  change  of  colour  is  to  be  found 
in  the  relationship  of  colour  to  heat  which 
was  mentioned  on  a  previous  page. 

The  Polar  Bear  retains  its  white  colour 
through  life. 

Some  naturalists  have  thought  that  it  is 
nothing  more  than  a  pennanent  variety  of 
the  Brown  Bear,  which,  being  driven  farther 
and  farther  northwards  in  search  of  prey,  has 
put  on  a  white  winter  dress  like  the  Arctic 
Fox  and  Ermine  ;  but,  not  being  able  to  travel 
southerly,  has  found  no  opportunity  of  re- 
gaitiing  its  summer  coat.  The  whole  shape 
and  structure  of  the  Polar  Bear,  however, 
especially  in  the  modification  of  the  skeleton, 
show  that  it  is  not  only  a  totally  distinct 
species,  but  that  it  ought  not  eveo  to  be 
placed  in  the  same  genus  as  the  black  and 
brown  bears. 

Perhaps,  the  tlieory  of  cold  versus  colour 


may  be  equally  unsatisfactory  with  those  of 
concealment  from  enemies  and  assistance  in 
catching  prey.  Such,  however,  are  the  facts, 
and  such  are  some  of  the  generally  accepted 
theories  for  accounting  for  the  facts.  Certain, 
Iiowever,  it  is  that  Winter  and  Whiteness  are 
connected  with  each  other,  and  that  while 
several  creatures  change  their  dark  hues  to 
white  at  the  approach  of  cold,  they  never  do 
so  at  the  approach  of  heat,  nor  do  any 
known  creatures  change  from  white  to  dark 
dress  in  order  to  suit  them  (or  residence  in 
a  low  temperature. 

I  am  not  at  all  reluctant  to  admit  that  the 
reason  for  these  and  for  many  other  of  the 
Creator's  ways  is  past  finding  out.  But  what- 
ever may  be  the  obscurity  which  surrounds 
that  reason,  I  am  confident  that  the  changes 
themselves  are  neither  accidental  nor  useless, 
but  are  a  part  of  the  wisdom  and  mercy 
which  are  in  all  His  works. 
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Be  THE  Rev.  A.  K.  H.  BOYD,  D.D. 

^'Tlcy  nude  meCbokeeperof  the  vioejardi;  bat  i 

I  TURN  quite  away  from  the  first  sense  of 
that  text :  I  do  not  ask  you  to  think  at 
all  of  its  force,  and  bearing,  on  the  lips  of 
the  human  being  who  is  represented  as  saj'ing 
the  touching  and  musical  words.  I  say  not 
a  syllable  of  the  strange  Book  in  which  my 
text  stands.  I  take  my  text  without  asking 
you  to  look  before  or  after  it :  it  can  stand 
alone,  this  wail  of  one  intrusted  with  the 
care  of  others  and  neglecting  herself — made 
keeper  of  the  vineyards  of  others  and  neglect- 
ing her  own.  It  was  in  regard  to  a  light 
matter  that  the  words  were  first  spoken  j  but 
they  may  be  as  sorrowful  words  as  can  fall 
from  lips  of  clay;  they  may  express  facts 
the  most  momentous  and  most  awful.  They 
may  be  the  cry  of  one  looking  back  with  a 
breaking  heart,  too  late ;  they  may  be  the 
moan  of  bitterest  remorse,  of  blank  despair ! 
Nobody  ever  supposed  that  this  text  was 
to  be  understood  as  other  than  a  proverbial 
saying.  It  was  not,  perhaps,  a  current  pro- 
verb when  she  said  it,  to  whom  it  is  ascribed 
in  the  renowned  Song.  It  may  have  been 
made  on  the  instant,  for  the  instant.  But 
here  is  a  case  in  which  the  experience  of 
many  is  crystallized  in  the  felicitous  phrase  of 
one.  And  the  experience  was  and  is  [too 
common  in  things  great  and  small  not  to  be 
widely  recognised  ;  the  sentence  which  em- 
bodies it  was  sure  of  a  welcome — a  sad  wel- 
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DiBEOwn  rlnoj-ard  have  I  nol  tjpt."— CAKt.  i.  6. 

come.     "  They  made  me  the  keeper  of  the 
vineyards  ;   hut  mine  Own  vineyard  have  I 

Not  merely  made  keeper :  you  may  be 
put  into  an  office,  yet  fail  to  do  its  duties 
faithfully  and  well.  But  the  suggestion  here 
plainly  is,  that  the  vineyards  of  others  were 
diligently  kept,  while,  by  a  fatahty  that 
might  be  thought  unparalleled,  if  it  were  not 
one  of  the  commonest  of  things,  the  vineyard 
at  home  was  neglected.  Ah,  so  careful  to 
pluck  up  the  weeds,  and  to  prune  the  shoots, 
and  to  maintain  the  fences,  all  around,  yet  so 
forgetful  of  broken  hedge  and  unpruned  vine 
and  weeds  running  riot  dose  at  home.  And 
then  to  look  back  upon  it  with  vain  regret 
after  the  mischief  is  done.  For  the  evil  con- 
dition of  the  untended  vineyard,  for  long, 
somehow,  never  taken  in,  is  fully  realised  at 
last.     The  eyes  are  opened  now. 

Ah,  it  is  too  common,  the  sad  moral  fact 
which  is  expressed  in  lively  figure  by  the 
imagery  of  my  text.  Probably  there  are  few 
who  have  reached  middle  age,  and  have  in- 
curred the  responsibilities  of  domestic  life, 
who  can  think  of  that  text  without  some 
inward  self-reproach.  There  are  men  and 
women  so  taken  up  with  public  matters — this 
or  that  "cause,"  or  mission,  or  political  move- 
ment, or  current  crotchet — that  they  sadly 
neglect  their  own  home  and  theiiown  children : 
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after  all,  surely  every  mortal's  first  charge, 
I  know  that  as  I  say  this,  there  recurs  to  the 
mind  of  many  of  you  the  great  humourist's 
picture  of  the  wife  and  mother  so  concerned 
about  far-away  savages  and  their  training, 
that  the  poor  uncared-for  little  ones  at  home, 
and  their  over-worked,  anxious  father,  were 
never  thought  of.  No  doubt  satire  must 
cjiaggerate  for  the  sake  of  effect ;  the  colours 
must  be  heightened  and  the  lines  made  pro- 
nounced ;  but  I  suppose  that  most  of  us  have 
seen  something  very  like  what  is  intended  by 
that  sad  picture.  Thoughtless  folk  laugh  at 
it ;  probably  all  of  us  have  smiled ;  but  when 
one  really  takes  in  the  fact,  and  the  present 
misery  and  the  coming  ruin  (if  God's  mercy 
intervene  not),  it  is  a  thing  to  break  the 
heart.  For  here  is  a  state  of  matters  almost 
hopeless  to  mend.  One  can  see  the  self- 
satisfied  smile  of  complacent  spiritual  supe- 
riority with  which  the  misguided  and  unlov- 
able Pharisee  who  is  in  one's  mind  would 
receive  any  reference  to  that  moat  apposite 
declaration  of  St.  Paul,  that  "  If  any  provide 
not  for  bis  own,  and  specially  for  those  of  his 
own  house" — and  surely  the  provision  ought 
to  be  physical,  moral,  and  spiritual — "  he  halh 
denied  the  faith,  and  is  worse  than  an 
infidel." 

But,  miles  away  from  thefussiness  and  self- 
conceit  which  have  many  times  eventuated  in 
the  frowsy  home,  where  the  house  somehow 
keeps  itself,  and  the  little  ones  are  unkempt 
and  untaught,  and  struggle  up  into  lads  and 
women,  God  knows  how,  through  a  joyless 
youth  that  stunts  all  good  and  absolutely 
kills  out  natural  affection,  it  is  on  sorrowful 
record,  too,  how  eminent  Christian  workers, 
what  with  being  over- engrossed  in  work 
which  is  indeed  God's  work,  and  what  with 
an  easy-mindedness  that  fails  to  really  take  in 
the  weight  and  solemnity  of  the  primary 
responsibilities  of  the  &mily  and  the  home, 
have  diligently  kept  many  and  various  vine- 
yards around  them,  while  miserably  failing  to 
keep  their  own.  If  it  came  within  the  range 
of  remotest  possibility  that  one  here  present 
could  know  the  case  that  is  in  my  mind,  I 
would  not  by  one  word  allude  to  it:  but  it  is 
long  ago  and  far  away,  and  Ihe  lesson  abides. 
There  is  no  lesson  like  the  lesson  of  facts. 
There  was  a  great  preacher  and  ecclesiastical 
leader  of  a  past  age  ;  honest  and  zealous,  if 
zeal  and  truth  ever  were  on  earth;  who 
from  morning  till  night  was  so  engrossed  by 
religious  affairs,  and  by  his  deep  concern  for 
the  moral  and  spiritual  welfare  of  a  great 
community,  that  he  grew  almost  a  stranger  to 
his  own  family.    No  miserable  drunkard  took 


less  personal  concern  in  the  training  of  son 
or  daughter  tlian  did  that  impetuous  reformer 
of  other  folk  and  their  children ;  and  the  up- 
shot was,  that  his  sons  were  going  to  deit: ac- 
tion, everybody  knowing  it  but  himself.  The 
good  of  Church  and  Nation  was  so  much  in 
his  mind,  that  the  good  of  the  little  home- 
circle  was  quite  forgotten:  and  most  wretched 
indeed  was  the  event  of  all.  Ah,  "They 
made  me  keeper  of  the  vineyards;  but  mine 
own  vineyard  have  I  not  kept." 

It  may  be  feared  that  many  err  here,  of 
hard-worked  men.  Not  so  sadly  and  ruin< 
ously ;  for  a  mother's  care  commonly  (God 
be  dianked)  supplements  what  is  lacking  on 
the  part  of  the  father,  so  engaged,  perhaps, 
in  great  affairs  that,  save  on  Sundays,  he 
hardly  sees  his  boys  and  girls;  so  driven, 
perhaps,  at  a  humbler  level  to  earn  their  food 
and  raiment,  that  he  must  go  out  to  his  work 
in  the  morning  before  the  little  ones  are 
awake,  and  cannot  get  home  in  the  evening 
till  they  are  asleep  again,  I  have  heard  men 
—good,  kind  men,  both  rich  and  poor — say, 
with  sorrow,  that  their  inevitable  work  so 
kept  them  from  their  homes  that  their  chil- 
dren were  growing  up  almost  as  strangers  to 
them.  And  when  they  told  you  exactly  how 
they  were  placed,  and  asked  you  how  they 
could  help  it,  you  had  not  a  word  to  say. 
Sad  necessity  compelled  things  so  to  be.  It 
was  nobody's  fault ;  but  it  was  a  great  mis- 
fortune. And  even  such  as  are  not  con- 
strained to  be  bodily  absent  from  their 
household,  at  least  in  the  evenings,  have 
often  had  to  go  through  a  day  which  so  taxed 
body  and  mind,  that  they  are  too  tired  to 
speak  much  to  the  children— a  grievous  loss 
both  to  parent  and  child  ;  for  you  cannot 
keep  too  close  together;  the  estranging  in- 
fluences of  coming  years  will  need  it  all. 
Too  fagged  to  look  with  a  real  concern  and 
with  perfect  patience  into  the  lessons  that 
are  being  learnt,  and  the  difficulties  in  them; 
and  patience,  with  children,  ought  to  be 
illimitable  :  the  tried  nerves,  too,  irritated 
into  a  morbid  sensitiveness  in  which  any 
sudden  sound  is  pain — unhinging  and  dis- 
concerting pain.  Some  of  you  may  remem- 
ber the  touching  account  given  in  his  bio- 
graphy, how  a  certain  true  genius,  through 
over-work  and  care,  in  the  last  years  of  his 
life,  could  only  live  at  all  by  the  house  being 
kept  in  dead  silence :  the  little  children, 
that  the  poor  father  might  work  for  them, 
must  be  hushed  by  the  poor  mother  into  that 
unnatural  stillness.  He  had  spoken  up 
nobly,  in  words  that  will  not  be  forgotten,  lor 
other  sufferers ;  but  the  inspired  lines  must 
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be  the  outcome  ot  strange  suftering  to  hitn- 
sdi  and  his  own.  Ali,  the  old  and  sad  story  ! 
There  was  nothing  to  blame,  save  the  neces- 
sary course  of  things  in  the  over-civilisation 
of  an  anxious  world.  The  lives  of  others 
brightened,  and  their  hearts  touched 
mended ;  but  it  was  a  poor  over  -  driven 
sufferer  that  did  it  all.  "  They  made  mt 
keeper  of  the  vineyards ;  but  mine  own  i 
yard  have  I  not  kept." 

'  But  when  we  take  these  words  in  a  moral 
and  spiritual  sense,  possibly  the  very  first 
thought  to  occur  to  many  minds  is  one  of 
Jess  practical  moment  in  a  sermon  spoken 
a  congregation  such  as  gathers  in  church 
upon  an  ordinary  occasion.  There  is 
good  in  preaching  to  people  who  are  not 
here.  If  one  were  addressing  a  synod  of  the 
clergy,  or  an  assembly  of  candidates  for  holy 
orders,  one  could  not  fail  to  name,  : 
si>cdal  temptation  of  the  preacher,  a  special 
peril  of  the  pastor,  the  being  so  concerned 
about  the  souls  of  others  as  to  neglect  his 
own  ;  the  thinking  so  perpetually  how  gos- 
pel truth  is  to  impress  others — how  it  shall 
be  so  presented  as  most  deeply  to  impress 
others — as  to  practically  forget  that  he  is 
not  preaching  to  outside  sinners  worse  than 
himself,  quite  different  from  himself;  that  he 
too  needs  as  much  as  any  to  have  every 
vital  doctrine  vivified,  and  freshened,  and 
sharpened,  to  gel  home  continually ;  that  he 
must  not  just  take  it  for  granted  that  he  is 
himself  all  safe  and  right — forgetting  that 
<lay  by  day  he  must  be  seeing  to  the  very 
foundations,  as  one  who  hves  In  a  lighthouse 
tower  whose  base  is  mined  ceaselessly  by  the 
unsleeping  sea.  Not  for  his  own  sake  only, 
but  for  the  sake  of  the  flock,  it  is  needful, 
with  the  most  solemn  necessity,  that  the 
pastor  earnestly  look  to  the  concern  of  per- 
sonal religion.  There  is  a  grave  sense  in 
which,  here,  you  cannot  rightly  keep  others' 
vineyards,  till  you  first  have  kept  your  own. 
The  heartless  clergyman,  living  at  a  low  rate 
spiritually,  may  preach  and  visit  the  parish 
down  to  his  own  level ;  and  then  fearful  will 
be  his  condcnmation,  and  miserable  the  re- 
sult in  all. 

And  yet  the  peril  is  one  not  to  be  avoided  ; 
the  temptation  is  one  that  must  be  met  and 
overcome  by  God's  grace.  For  there  is  not 
a  thing  more  certain  than  that  the  preacher 
who  would  really  impress  the  congregation 
must  never  cease  from  thinking  and  think- 
ing how  he  shall  best  do  so ;  he  must  never 
cease  from  the  riskful  occupation  of  medi- 
tating how  he  may  so  present  and  illustrate 
God's  truth  as  best  to  reach  and  affect  other 


souls.  All  his  reading,  all  his  converse 
with  his  fellow-men,  ail  his  own  mental 
experiences,  every  aspect  of  outward  nature 
he  sees,  and  the  course  of  the  returning 
se.isons  —  all  the:e,  if  a  man  be  a  born 
preacher,  go  to  one  end,  Tbe  greatest  Scotdi 
preacher  of  the  last  century  told  a  special 
friend,  who  told  me,  that  he  lost  tht  power  of 
preaching  (iliese  were  his  words)  when  it 
ceased  to  be  so  with  him.  He  said,  that 
great  orator,  that  for  the  few  years  (they 
were  very  few)  of  his  pre-eminence  his  ser- 
mons were  never  out  of  his  mind ;  that  when 
he  woke  at  night  for  but  a  few  minutes  next 
Sunday's  sermon  was  his  first  thought.  You 
see  here  is  a  work  such  in  its  nature  that, 
to  do  it  to  the  man's  very  best  - —  which, 
after  all,  may  not  be  very  good — it  must  be 
"  This  one  thing  I  do."  And  every  man 
who  undertakes  this  work  ought  to  do  it  to 
his  very  best;  while  yet,  in  the  nature  of 
things,  there  is  an  ineviiable  peril  and  temp- 
tation in  doing  so. 

Enough,  however,  of  this — of  the  special 
temptation  of  the  preacher.  That  concerns 
but  a  hmited  number  of  men — men,  doubt- 
less, whose  spiritual  condition  may  pro- 
foundly affect  that  of  multitudes.  But  the 
matter  looks  one  of  wider  concern,  when  we 
remember  that  every  Sunday-school  teacher, 
every  visitor  of  the  sick  or  the  poor,  every 
human  being  who  is  ever  called  to  say  a 
ord  of  warning  to  an  erring  creature  or  of 
encouragement  to  a  weary  one  ;  every  fatiier 
and  every  mother  whose  example  and  con- 
ition  and  entire  life  to  its  least  detail 
may  affect  the  impressionable  nature  of  their 
child,  God  only  linows  how  deeply  and  abi- 
dingly ;  yea,  every  mortal  whose  lightest  word 
may  remain  for  years  in  some  capricious 
memory,  and  sway  tlie  conduct  of  another 
)me  critical  turn,  is  called  as  seriously  to 
keep  the  vineyard  at  home,  if  they  would 
t  have  it  scatter  the  slight  seeds  of  mighty 
1  wide  and  far.  See,  by  the  grace  of  the 
Holy  Ghost,  to  your  own  spiritual  condition 
— your  penitence,  your  humility,  your  truth- 
fulness, your  kindliness,  your  unselfishness, 
■see  to  all  these  and  more,  for  this  reasoii 
besides  many  other  most  grave  reasons, 
that  only  God  knows  how  the  evil  that  is 
n  you  may  reproduce  and  multiply  itself 
n  many  around  you.  We  are  all  of  us 
watched  by  far  more  eyes  than  we  think  of : 
and  spiritual  characteristics  in  us  may  re- 
appear in  those  who  have  no  intention  of 
imitating  us,  but  who  insensibly  fall  into 
ways  which  ihey  continually  see.  And,  on 
the  other  side,  there  is  what  is  at  least  a 
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solemn  possibility  too.  Strange  and  awful  successfully  mind  the  things  of  others,  look 
must  be  his  experience  who  has  impressed  ,  to  yourself.  If  we  would  do  anything  in 
upon  other  hearts  that  gospel  truth  which  tliis  world,  we  with  our  litde  strength,  we 
he  has  never  really  received  in  his  own ;  ]  must  begin  with  what  lies  to  our  hand ; 
wlio  has  moved  others  to  the  fulfilment  of :  we  must  begin  with  the  nearest.  When 
duties  which  he  has  neglected  himself ;  who  ;  things  are  right  at  home  we  shall  be  abler  to 
has  gone  through  life  a  plausible  and  fair-  meddle  with  good  result  in  things  far  away. 
spoken  hypocrite ;  who  has  kept,  or  tried  to  Ay,  temporally  and  spiritually :  in  things 
keep,  the  vineyards  of  others  while  his  own  greatest  and  things  least.  You  will  the  belter 
vineyard  he  has  not  kept.  There  are  words  instil  the  most  Christian  spirit  of  tidiness 
of  St.  Paul  —  unforgetable  words  —  which  and  neatness  in  some  squalid  and  disorderly 
seem  to  imply  that  such  a  thing  might  be.  dwelling,  if  your  own  shelves  and  your  own 
And  you  cannot  even  imagine  a  more  dreadful  belongings  at  home  are  in  scrupulous  order, 
experience  in  any  human  soul  than  that,  in  And  though  doubtless  God  Cells  you  to  do 
the  great  judgment  day,  when  the  secrets  of  what  you  can  for  every  little  ragged  boy  that 
all  hearts  shall  be  revealed,  one  who  lived  ,  meets  you,  you  will  not  find  much  success 
and  died  in  the  odour  of  sanctity  shall  of  a  ,  in  your  endeavours  unless  the  Utile  boys  and 
sudden  grow  into  the  likeness  of  one  lost  ;  girls  at  home  are  cared  for  to  your  level  best 
under  the  very  eye  of  those  who  beUeved  in  ,  both  in  body  and  soul.  Neither  will  you  with 
md  leant  upon  him,  and  learned  from  1  good  effect  help  some  poor  creature  to  break 


n  here.  You  cannot  tliink,  amid  all  the 
bitter  cries  there  have  been  in  this  world  of 
(nisery,  of  one  more  bitter  than  the  cry  of 
this  Uemendous  surprise,  this  shock  unutter- 
.able — "0  my  father,  0  my  mother,  0  my 
minister,  you  led  me  right,  and,  God  heii! 
us,  were  you  wrong  youticif  all  the  while?" 
Ah,  St.  Paul's  words — never  to  be  forgotten 
by  father  or  mother,  by  teacher  or  visitor,  by 
pastor  or  preacher,  by  any  mortal  who  bears 
the  Christian  name  :  "  Lest  that  by  any 
means,  when  I  have  preached  to  others,  1 
mj-se If  should  be  a  cast-awaj'  !  " 

Everything  else  that  can  be  said  from  my 
text  is  a  little  thing  after  this  which  has  been 
given  me  to  say.  Yes,  given  me  to  say. 
For  all  this  brings  up  wliat  is  too  awful,  and 
what  conies  too  near  to  us  all,  to  be  said 
unless  as,  indeed,  a  message.  The  great 
lesson  of  the  text,  that  overbears  all  its  other 
lessons  (which  are  many)  and  crushes  them 
into  insignificance,  is.  Care  for  your  own 
soul;  care  for  the  souls  of  your  children} 
cjre  for  the  souls  of  your  friends  ;  care  for 
the  souls  of  all  you  know  and  do  not  know. 
You  have  been  made  keepers  of  the  vine- 
j-ards  of  others,  every  one  of  you.  You  dare 
not  say,  any  one  of  you,  "  Am  I  my  brother's 
keeper?"  Christ's  answer  to  the  question, 
"Who  is  my  neighbour?"  has  settled  that 
question  for  evermore.  Every  mortal  you 
can  help  temporally  or  spiritually  is  your 
neighbour.  Every  vineyard  under  the  wide 
skies  where  you  can  pull  up  a  weed  or  cast 
one  good  seed,  the  smallest,  of  that  vineyard 
God  has  made  you  keeper.  So  much  the 
more  diligently  see  that  you  keep  your  own  ; 
so  much  the  more  earnestly,  as  you  would 


bad  habit,  if  both  he  and  you  know,  as  an 
open  secret  between  you,  that  in  divers  matters 
you  are  just  as  bad  yourself.  The  principle 
is  wiile  as  the  horizon,  and  the  truth  is  deep 
and  vital,  that  if  you  would,  to  God's  glory, 
intermeddle  with  the  vineyard  ol  any  mortal, 
you  must,  by  God's  grace,  begin  by  keeping 
your  own. 

There  are  lesser  things  I  liad  thought  to 
say  to  you  as  touching  this  duty  of  caring 
for  others,  which  mu^t  be  said  briefly  and 
humbly.  Let  us  beware  of  fussincss;  it 
comes  natural  to  people  of  what  is  called 
public  spiriL  Let  us  beware  of  the  ten- 
dency to  take  the  mote  out  of  die  eye  of 
another  while  the  beam  is  in  our  own.  Let 
us  beware  of  the  officious,  intermeddling 
spiriL  There  have  been  men  and  women 
who  would  take  the  care  of  other  people's 
vineyards,  and  even  (like  St.  Paul)  of  all  the 
Churches,  whom  nobody  made  keepers  of 
these,  but  only  their  own  conceit  and  for- 
wardness; and  this  while  their  own  soul  was 
plainly  much  neglected  :  their  own  vineyard 
cumbered  with  the  grievous  weeds  of  self- 
righteousness,  spiritual  pride,  and  the  ten- 
dency to  judge  others  both  as  concerns  the 
orthodoxy  of  their  views  and  the  religion  of 
their  hearts.  Anything  farther  from  the 
spirit  of  the  gospel  (that  sadly  abused  word) 
could  hardly  be.  I  am  far  from  casting 
doubt  on  the  sincerity  of  such  well-meaning 
but  unwise  folk;  I  readily  believe  they  act 
according  to  their  light.  But  there  is  a 
sorrowful  family  of  sins  nearly  akin  to  one 
another,  to  which  such  characteristics  tend. 
Most  of  you  are  familiar  with  the  ancient 
prayer  which  names  them — 

"From  all  blindness  of  heart;  from  pride. 
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vain-glory,  and  hypocrisy;  from  envy,  hatred, 
and  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness,  Good 
Lord,  deliver  us." 

But  leaving  this,  take  with  you  from  God's 
house  to-day  the  first  and  great  lesson  which 
ray  text  conveys.  Your  own  soul  first — 
first  only  in  order,  not  in  importance  ;  first, 
Iwcause  it  must  be  right  before  you  can  put 
or  keep  anything  else  right  Your  own 
household  next ;  because  the  nearest  work 
must  needs  come  before  that  which  is  farther 
away ;  second  in  order,  but  the  very  first 


concern  and  prayer  in  your  heart,  if  you 
have  any  heart  worth  speaking  of  at  all. 
Would  it  be  heaven,  if  you  entered  there  and 
missed  the  tried  companion  of  n^ny  anxious 
years ;  missed  the  bright  little  faces  that 
never  grew  old ;  missed  the  children  that 
grew  up  and  that  were  round  you  at  the 
last  ?  Ah,  not  here,  and  it  was  my  fault  I 
Bitter,  with  bitterness  unutterable,  the  failure 
of  that  life  in  which,  whatever  else  was  done, 
mine  own  vineyard  was  not  kept !  Dear 
friends,  it  must  not  be.  £y  God's  grace,  it 
shall  not  be  1 


CHRIST'S  QUESTION. 

lien  Jem*  Hitb  ucto  Ibem,  ChildtcD.  hiTO  ye  any  mea 

"  /"'HILDREN,  have  ye  any  meat  ?  " 

^^     Comes  the  question  soft  and  low, 
Like  a  breath  of  summer  sweet, 

Stealing  over  wastes  of  snow. 
All  our  needs  the  Saviour  knew, 

Needs  that  He  will  not  forget  j 
To  His  ancient  kindness  true, 

Human  longings  touch  Him  yet 

"  Children,  have  ye  any  meat  ?  " 

Winter  days  are  hard  and  cold; 
Wearily,  from  field  and  street. 

Comes  the  answer  as  of  old. 
Jesus,  Master,  Thou  wert  knoivn 

Long  ago  in  breaking  bread  : 
Let  Thy  love  through  us  be  shown. 

And  the  hungry  ones  be  fed. 

"  Children,  have  ye  any  meat  ?  " 

Lord,  we  do  Thy  will  to-day ; 
Eager  lips  Thy  words  repeat. 

None  are  empty  sent  away  ; 
Birds,  whose  notes  are  full  of  praise. 

Share  the  bounties  of  Thine  hand  : 
Ay,  on  dreary  winter  days 

There  is  gladness  in  the  land. 
"  Children,  have  ye  any  meat  ?  " 

(Deeper  still  the  accents  sound) : 
Christ,  to  famished  souls  how  siveet 

Shall  the  bread  of  life  be  iouad  I 
From  those  plenteous  stores  oi  Thine 

Feed  them  in  their  daily  race, 
Till  they  drink  Thine  own  new  wine 

In  the  kingdom  of  Thy  grace. 

SARAH    DOUDNEY. 
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ON  THE  WINGS  OF  THE  MORNING. 

Br  D.  ALCOCK,  AtTTHOR  of  "The  Spanish  Brotheks,"  "In  the  Shadow 


CHAPTER  I, — THE   DEATH-DAY  OF  AN  EMPIRE. 

TT  was  one  of  the  supreme  moments  in  the 
■*■  world's  history,  the  death-day  of  a  great 
empire.  The  city  of  Constantioc  was  in  the 
hands  of  the  Ottoman.  Through  long,  slow 
ages  had  the  glory  of  the  Eastern  Caesars 
waned  and  paled,  until  the  veryname  of  Greek, 
with  all  its  glorious  traditions,  had  become 
almost  a  synonym  for  the  mean  and  treacher- 
ous vices  of  unscrupulous  weakness.  Luxury, 
licentiousness,  fmud,  and  discord  had  eaten 
out  the  heart  of  the  Eastern  Empire.  Sadder 
yet,  the  light  that  was  in  her  had  become  dark- 
ness. The  Eastern  Church  had  stiffened  into 
clay,  slain  by  the  frozen  breath  of  formalism 
and  superstition.  The  Scribes  and  Pharisees, 
who  sat  in  the  seat  of  Chrysostom  the  golden- 
mouthed,  tithed  mint  and  anise  and  cummin, 
they  fought  about  the  use  of  the  raior  or  the 
composition  of  a  consecrated  wafer,  while 
they  omitted  the  weightier  matters  of  the  law, 
judgment,  mercy,  and  truth.  Proud  of  their 
jealous  orthodoxy,  they  too  often  forgot  to 
regard  the  Triune  God,  whose  mysterious 
nature  they  were  so  careful  to  define,  as  the 
living  object  of  faith  and  love.  Proud  of 
their  resistance  to  the  adoration  of  what  they 
technically  styled  images,  they  were  quite  as 
guilty  as  their  Western  brethren  of  worship- 
ping idols  which  could  neither  see,  nor  hear, 
nor  walk.  Thus  the  Church  was  ripe  for  the 
judgment  of  God,  while  the  State — the  old 
Byzantine  Empire — was  falling  to  pieces  from 
its  own  corruption,  before  the  deadly  sweep 
of  the  Ottoman  scimitar  chased  it  into  the 
gulf  of  things  that  have  been  and  shall  be 
never  more.  For  there  is  no  resurrection 
for  dead  empires.   They  are  judged  here  and 

DOW. 

Who  shall  say  why  a  falling  state  or  a 
falling  cause  so  often  robes  itself  for  death  in 
new  dignity  and  glory?  Gleams  of  moral 
grandeur  shine  forth,  tempting  us  to  think 
that,  if  shown  a  little  earlier,  they  might  have  , 
averted  the  doom,  which  they  only  come  in  ! 
time  to  naake  us  weep  over.  Not  of  an  indi- 
vidual alone  has  it  been  often  true  that — 

"NolIiinEiiiliutife 
Becama  him  like  tba  leaving  of  it." 

If  we  look  the  stem  Muse  of  History  stead- 
fastly in  the  face,  we  shall  sometimes  see,  even 
in  her  saddest  moments,  a  smile  pass  over 
it,  as  though  she  knew  the  end  of  the  Lord, 
X-3 


that  He  is  pitiful  and  of  tender  mercy.  Often 
has  He  turned  away  His  wrath  from  the  van- 
quished, in  the  midst  of  their  calamities,  and 
"spoken  comfortably"  to  that  very  genera- 
tion which  has  received  from  His  hand  double 
for  all  her  sins,  and  the  sins  of  progenitors 
tenfold  more  giiiliy.  Many  a  monarch  has 
met  a  more  bitter,  but  none  a  more  honour- 
able death  than  the  last  Constantine  and  last 
Casar  of  the  Greeks.  It  is  a  noble  figure 
that  meets  our  view,  kneeling  in  praycrfiil 
vigil  on  the  tesselatedpavementof  St.  Sophia, 
receiving  the  memorials  of  his  Divine  Mas- 
ter's love,  asking  pardon  humbly  of  all  whom 
he  had  wronged,  and  then  going  forth,  re- 
solved to  die  for  his  people  and  with  them  ; 
as  he  did — for  after  the  assault,  the  body  of 
Const.intine  was  found  by  the  victorious  foe 
"where  the  dead  were  lying  thickest." 

But  the  broad  stream  of  a  nation's  des- 
tiny breaks  into  innumerable  ripples  of  in- 
dividual life.  The  day  that  saw  the  Empire 
of  the  Eastern  Cffisars  overthrown,  witnessed 
also  the  terror  and  agony  of  a  whole  population. 
Each  unit  in  the  crowded  city  had  a  tale  of 
wrong  and  suffering,  or  of  haii  breadth  escape 
and  joyful  deliverance.  The  horrors  of  a 
great  city  taken  by  storm  are  utterly  beyond 
our  conception,  and  we  have,  happily,  no 
help  from  experience — so  we  can  but  try  to 
look  through  the  eyes  of  a  few  of  those  who 
were  themselves  actors  or  sufferers. 

Into  a  small  obscure  church  in  a  poor 
quarter,  faithful  slaves  had  borne  their 
wounded  master,  and  laid  him  down  to  die. 
Count  Raymond  Chalcondyles,  a  knight,  a 
"  Roman,"  and  one  of  Constantine's  most 
devoted  personal  adherents,  sought  death  by 
his  master's  side,  until,  already  mortally 
wounded,  he  was  forced  by  the  stream  of 
fugitives  through  the  breach  in  the  inner  wall, 
just  rescued  from  being  trodden  to  death,  and 
carried  to  the  little  church,  which  was  com- 
paratively a  place  of  safety,  because  too  poor 
to  tempt  conquerors  who  had  all  the  wealth 
of  Byzantium  at  their  feet.  It  was  filled  with 
a  crowd  of  terrified  women  and  children,  but 
the  picture-covered  screen  usual  in  Greek 
churches  separated  these  frorn  the  dying  man, 
who  lay  near  the  altar,  on  a  couch  made  of 
church  vestments  hastily  piled  together.  The 
priest  knelt  beside  him,  repeating  prayers  and 
psalms,  and  occasionally  giving  him  a  little 
wine  from  a  chalice.  The  last  rites  of  his 
Church  had  been  already  performed. 
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The  dying  kni'gbt  was  restless;. his  heart 
turned  wearily  from  side  to  side,  his  eyes 
sought  the  opening  in  the  screen.     "No  one 

comes,"  he  murmured.    "  Not  yet Have 

I  done  wrong  to  send  for  them  ?  " 

"Calm  yourself,  my  lord,"  the  priest  en- 
treated ;  "think  of  your  own  soul," 

"The  best  that  could  be  done — the  surest 
hiding-place  that  could  be  found — this  little 
church,"  the  knight  persisted.  "But  oh!  my-i 
son,  my  son!"  He  writhed  in  worse  than  I 
bodily  anguish  as  he  saw  before  him  the  dead  < 
face  of  his  gallant  son,  and  thought  of  the 
dangers,  more  terrible  than  death,  that  son's 
wife  and  child  were  braving  even  now.  His 
faithful  and  favourite  servant,  who  was  also 
his  foster-brother,  had  undertaken,  at  his 
earnest  request,  the  dangerous  mission  ol 
bringing  them,  in  the  disguise  of  slaves  and 
by  a  circuitous  route,  from  their  own  stately 
dwelhng  to  this  obscure  place  of  refuge.  In 
all  the  crowded  city,  no  spot  was  so  full  of  peril 
that  day  as  the  marble  palace  of  a  j^atrician. 

There  was  a  pause.  The  dying  warrior 
prayed  in  silence  that  these  dear  ones  might 
not — at  least— be  taken  alive.  The  priest 
murmured  a  psalm. 

"'O  God,  the  heathen  are  come  into 
thine  inheritance  ;  thy  holy  temple  have  they 
defiled  ;  they  have  laid  Jerusalem  on  heaps. 
The  dead  bodies  of  thy  servants  have  they 
given  to  be  meat  unto  the  fowls  of  the  heaven, 
the  fiesh  of  thy  saints  unto  the  beasts  of  the 
earth.  Their  blood  have  they  shed  like 
water  round  about  Jerusalem  ;  and  there  was 
none  to  bury  them.' " 

■  All  at  once  the  dim  eyes  of  Chalcondyles 
brightened,  and  he  half  raised  himself,  exclaim- 
ing, "Thank  God!  they  come,  they  cornel" 

As  he  fell  back,  an  old  man,  leading  a  boy 
by  the  hand,  passed  through  Ihc  opening  of 
the  screen.  "Thy  lady,  Manuel?"  he  ques- 
tioned, anxiously, 

"Safe — God  and  the  saints  be  praised  I" 
said  the  slave.  "But,  my  lord,  she  hath 
swooned.  I  have  left  her  in  the  care  of  the 
women.     Here  is  our  little  lord." 

The  boy,  a  noble,  manly  little  fellow  of 
nine  or  ten,  would  have  shown  a  courage 
worthy  of  his  race  had  there  been  danger  to 
meet,  but  the  presence  of  death,  now  seen 
for  the  first  time,  struck  an  awe  into  his  spirit. 
He  gazed  around  him  with  an  amazed,  fright- 
ened look  in  his  eyes,  and  clung  to  the  ser- 
vant's robe. 

"Raymond,  come  hither!"  said  his  grand- 
father. And  Raymond,  hearing  the  voice  he 
loved,  subdued  his  awe  so  far  as  to  obey 
immediately. 


Spell-bound  by  the  solemn  change  in  the 
dear  familiar  face,  he  did  not  weep,  but 
stood,  pale  and  trembling,  beside  the  couch. 
He  was  remarkably  beautiful,  his  form  and 
features  cast  in  the  classic  mould  of  the  per- 
fect Greek,  with  the  fair  complexion,  golden 
halt,  and  blue  eyes  prized  the  more  for  their 
rarity,  and  the  grace  of  free,  happy,  healthy 
childhood  in  every  look  and  movement. 
Evidently  accustomed  to  obedience,  a  sign 
from  the  knight  made  him  kneel  down  close 
beside  him,  and  take  the  cup  from  the  hand 
of  the  priest,  who  retired  to  a  little  distance. 

"Thou  art  but  a  child,"  said  the  dying 
man,  in  a  low  voice;  "yet,  I  must  speak  to 
thee,  and  thou  must  hear  me,  as  though  thou 
wert  a  man.  For  thy  father  is  dead,  I  am 
dying,  and  thy  mother  lies  unconscious. 
And  thou,  Raymond  Chalcondyles,  art  left 
the  only  one  on  earth  to  bear  that  honoured 
name.     Thou  understandest  ?  " 

"  I  do,"  sobbed  the  child ;  for  at  the  words, 
"  Thy  father  is  dead,"  grief  mastered  awe, 
and  he  wept. 

"  Listen  then.  This  good  priest  will  bide 
you  here — you  and  your  mother — with  his 
own  wife  and  children,  until  you  can  be  sent 
with  safely  to  Galata,  and  put  on  board  a 
Genoese  or  Venetian  ship.  Our  faithful 
Manuel  has  sworn  never  to  leave  you  ;  and 
should  the  Infidel — which  God  forbid! — he 
knows  what  to  do.  Remember,  'tis  but  one 
stroke ; — it  will  not  hurt  you.  But,  God  send- 
ing you  safe  to  Venice — I  have  already,  fore- 
seeing this  ruin,  forwarded  a  sum  of  money, 
with  a  few  books  and  jewels,  to  my  good 
friend,  the  banker  Benedetto.  The  money 
and  jewels  will  maintain  you ;  keep  the  books 
if  you  can.  Obey  your  mother  in  all  things, 
and  should  you  be  in  distress  or  perplexity, 
ask  counsel  of  Benedetto,  for  he  is  a  wise 
man,  and  you  may  trust  him  utterly." 

As  he  seemed  to  pause  for  an  answer, 
Raymond  said,  still  weeping,  "I  will  do  all 
you  say,  dear  grandfather." 

"  Be  a  scholar.  Remember  thou  art  a 
Greek,  heir  to  all  that  Grecian  men  have 
thought  and  done  in  the  olden  days.  Yet 
not  all  Greek Give  me  the  wine," 

Raymond  obeyed. 

"I  grow  faint;  yet  there  is  that  which 
must  be  said.  Bend  thine  head  close,  Ray- 
mond, and  I  charge  thee,  forget  not  a  word. 
It  is  a  secret  handed  down  in  out  house  from 
father  to  son,  never  trusted  to  any  keeping 
save  that  of  the  heir  of  Chalcondyles.  Thou 
knowest  we  have  an  ancestor  a  Frank,  a 
Crusader  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Raymond  promptly.  Young  as 
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he  was,  he  knew  his  pedigree  very  well,  and 
B-as  very  proud  of  it  "  Raymond  deGuiscard, 
Lord  of  Vaudelon,  espoused  the  daughter  of 
the  great  Chal  condyles.     Their  son " 

"Enough.  Now  listen: — That  Raymond 
de  Gaiscard  owned,  and  lost,  a  rich  inherit- 
ance," 

"I  know:— Vandelon  is  a  stalely  castle, 
with  a  noble  estate— vineyards,  oliveyards, 
cornfields — in  fair  Provence,  the  best  land 
God  has  given  the  Franks." 

"J  said  owned  and  lost — lost  it  in  a  war 
righteous  as  ours  against  the  Intidel,  dis- 
astrous too  as  ours.  Our  ancestor  resisted 
the  tyrannical  claims  of  the  schismatic  Latin 
Pope,  as  we  orthodox  Catholics  do  to-day. 
But  De  Guiscard's  castle  was  taken,  his  father 
slain,  and  he  himself,  a  stripling,  escaped 
with  difhcuity.  Still,  his  rights  remained, 
and  have  passed  to  us,  his  descendants. 
— More  wine,  Raymond." 

Raymond,  as  he  gave  it,  pondered  what  he 
could  say  to  console  his  grantlfather.  What 
was  it  that  he  would  have  him  do?  He 
made  a  bold  guess.  "  Grandfather,  when  I 
am  a  man  I  will  go  to  the  King  of  the 
Franks,  and  ask  hiiii  to  do  us  right,  and  give 
back  our  inheritance." 

"  Nay,  my  son ;  they  who  have  kept  it  for 
two  hundred  years  may  keep  it  for  ever." 

"  Then  I  will  go  to  the  Lord  of  Vaudelon, 
throw  down  my  glove,  and  offer  to  fight  him 
for  it." 

"  Hush  !  Listen  now,  and  act  hereafter 
when  thou  art  a  man.  Closer — my  words 
must  be  few.  The  last  lord,  foreseeing  his 
ruin,  buried  in  his  lady's  rose-garden  a  trea- 
sure of  inestimable  value.  I  know  nothing  for 
certain,  bul  I  suppose  it  to  be  a  casket  of 
jeweb,  priceless  in  worth  and  peerless  in 
lustre.  Our  ancestor  used  to  call  it  the  luck 
of  Vaudelon,  and  to  say  that  whoso  had  it 
had  nothing  left  to  wish  for,  that  castle  and 
lands  were  well  lost  for  it,  and  little  worth 
without  it.  His  father  showed  him  the  spot, 
and  he  wrote  out,  for  his  children,  a  descrip- 
tion exact  enough  to  enable  any  one  who 
seeks  with  care  and  diligence  to  find  it, 
changed  though  the  place  may  be.  The 
fragment  of  parchment  is  here,  in  my  reli- 
quary, with  a  lock  of  the  blessed  St.  Anna's 
hair.  Take  it,  wear  it  always,  and  lose  it  only 
with  thy  life."  He  placed  a  small,  curiously 
wrought  gold  casket  in  the  child's  hand. 

"  Thou  canst  not  read  it  now,  for  it  is  in 
our  ancestor's  native  tongue,  which  he  called 
the  tongue  of  Oc.  But  when  thou  art  a  man, 
learn,  read,  seek,  win,  and  God  be  with  thee. 
Till  then,  tell  no  one." 


"Save  my  mother.  I  have  never  kept 
secret  from  her  yet  Say  I  may  tell  my 
mother  I " 

"Well,  she  is  discreet  and  virtuous.  But 
none  else ;  not  even  Manuel.  And  now 
farewell.  God  bless  thee  !  Be  true  to  Hint 
and  to  the  Faith." 

"Dear  grandfather,"  said  the  boy  earnestly, 
"we  are  going  among  the  wicked  Latin 
schismatics;  must  I  touch  the  accursed 
thing  ? "  He  meant  the  azynte,  the  un- 
jesvened  bread,  or  wafer,  used  by  the  Latins 
in  the  Eucharist.  So  early  may  the  iron  of 
fanaticism  enter  into  the  soul ;  or  rather,  so 
easily  does  the  plastic  material  of  a  child's 
mind  receive  impressions  from  those  around. 

"  Do,  as  child,  what  thy  mother  bids  thee; 
judge,  as  man,  for  thyself.  Now  kiss  me,  lip 
to  lip.  Thou  art  like  thy  father,  and  thy 
father's  mother.  No,  no  more  wine.  Is 
Manuel  there?     My  eyes  grow  dim." 

Manuel  was  there,  and  drew  near  his 
lord.  Soon  another  glided  in,  strangely  dis- 
guised in  the  capote  of  a  slave  or  peasant, 
but  with  the  face  of  a  high-born  lady,  beau- 
tiful, though  wild  and  wan.  It  was  not  law- 
ful for  a  woman  to  come  within  the  screen, 
but  in  that  moment  of  agony  and  confusion 
the  law  w.os  disregarded.  The  priest  ap- 
proached also,  a  sacred  picture  in  his  hand, 
which  he  held  to  the  lips  of  the  dying  knight. 

There  was  a  solemn  pause.  VVithout  was 
tumultuous  noise — the  shouts  of  those  who 
slew  and  plundered,  the  cries  of  those  who 
sought  for  mercy.  Neither  reached  the 
closing  ear  of  the  dying  man.  He  trembled 
no  more  for  the  living,  he  mourned  no  more 
for  the  dead.  All  things  grew  pale  and  dim. 
Even  the  rites  and  ordinances  of  his  Church, 
even  the  forms  and  ceremonies  that  shut  his 
soul  in  and  closed  around  it  like  a  cloud, 
seemed  to  melt  and  vanish  away.  Did  One 
draw  near  instead,  whose  Face  turns  darkness 
into  light?  Feebly,  from  failing  lips,  the 
murmur  came — "Kyrie  eleison;  kyrie  eleison 
me."  And  with  that  prayer,  Chalcondyles 
passed  into  the  presence  of  the  Lord  of 
Mercy. 

A  few  days  later  Raymond  and  his  mother 
were  conveyed  safely  on  board  a  Venetian 
ship,  and  bade  a  long  farewell  to  the  Golden 
Horn  and  the  smiling  shores  of  the  Bos* 
phorus. 

CHAPTER  II.— THE  QUEEN  OF  THE   ADRIATIC. 

Thk  Queen  of  the  Adriatic  proved  a  kindly 
nurse  to  the  little  Greek  exile.  She  gave  hira 
all  that  childhood  needs — love,  home,  ftienda, 
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beautiful  surroundings  for  his  life.  Had  the 
noble  widow  of  Chalcondyles  and  her  son 
come  destitute  amongst  them,  the  merchant- 
princes  of  Venice  would  no  doubt  have  had 
compassion  and  opened  their  well-filled  purses 
to  succour  them.  But  fortunately  the  only 
charity  needed  was  that  of  sympathy  and 
neighbourly  kindness,  and  it  was  freely  given. 
The  wealthy  banker  to  whose  care  they  had 
been  commended  (by  birth  a  Jew,  but  by 
creed  a  Christian)  fulfilled  his  trust  honour- 
ably and  wisely.  The  sum  of  money  placed 
to  their  account,  and  augmented  by  the  sale 
of  most  of  their  jewels,  he  lent  at  a  rate 
of  interest  which  would  awaken  the  despairing 
envy  of  a  modern  speculator.  In  Florence  at 
that  time  money-lenders  exacted  thirty-three 
and  a  half  per  eent.  Itis  true  that  these  enor- 
mous gains  were  weighted,  according  to  the 
universal  law  of  compensation,  with  two  great 
evils,  obloquy  and  insecurity ;  still  it  was  pos- 
sible for  a  banket  of  high  character  to  obtain 
very  handsome  terms  for  his  clients,  together 
with  honour  and  safety.  Benedetto  did  more; 
he  found  them  a  suitable  and  commodious 
dwelling  at  a  rent  merely  nominal.  A  marble 
palace  in  the  Square  of  St.  Mark,  or  on  the 
Grand  Canal,  might  have  suited  the  rank  and 
the  former  fortunes,  but  it  would  have  ac- 
corded ill  with  the  present  circumstances,  of 
the  Grecian  lady,  white  a  meaner  lodging  in 
the  city  would  have  appeared  to  her  in  the 
light  of  a  bitter  degradation.  The  difficulty 
was  solved  by  Benedetto  finding  a  friend 
witling  to  share  with  her  a  good  though 
modest  dwelling  in  the  Island  of  Murano, 
famous  for  painters  and  for  workers  in  glass. 
Here  she  lived  in  dignified  retirement,  holding 
little  intercourse  save  with  her  fellow  exiles,  but 
regarded  by  her  neighbours  with  the  respect 
due  to  ber  rank  and  her  misfortunes.  Be- 
sides the  ever-faithful  Manuel,  who  remained 
through  all  vicissitudes  constantly  attached 
to  the  family  of  his  master,  she  had  but  one 
servant,  a  Venetian  woman.  She  practised 
the  most  careful  economy ;  delicious  fruit 
was  cheap  and  abundant,  and  formed  the 
chief  luxury  of  their  simple  board.  Only  one 
expense  was  never  stinted  ;  Raymond  went 
as  bravely  as  any  young  patrician  of  his  age, 
and  attended  the  first  academy  of  the  city, 
amongst  high-botn  youths,  who  only  awaited 
their  majority  to  inscribe  each  an  honoured 
name  upon  the  pages  of  the  Golden  Book. 

Tlius  four  years  passed  away  quietly  and 
uneventfully.  After  such  ah  interval  we  may 
find  Raymond  again  one  summer  afternoon 
— in  that  happy  climate  there  is  summer 
eight  months  out  of  the  twelve — taking  his 


homeward  way,  book  in  hand,  through  the 
narrow  foot-paths  that  thread  the  city,  and 
render  it  passible  for  those  who  desire  it  to 
dispense  with  the  aid  of  the  gondola.  It 
is  a  beautiful  city  upon  which  he  looks, 
with  his  young  eager  eyes.  "A  city  of 
marble,  nay,  rather  a  golden  city  paved  with  - 
emeralds;  for,  truly,  every  pinnacle  and  turret 
gleamed  or  glowed,  overlaid  with  gold  or 
bossed  with  jasper.  Beneath,  the  unsullied 
sea  drew  in  deep  breathings  to  and  fro  its 
eddiesof  green  wave.  Deep-hearted,  majestic, 
terrible  as  the  sea,  the  men  of  Venice  moved 
in  sway  of  power  and  war ;  pure  as  her 
pUlars  of  alabaster  stood  her  mothers  and 
maidens ;  from  foot  to  brow  all  noble  walked 
her  knights;  the  low  bronzed  gleaming  of  sea- 
tusted  armour  shot  angrily  under  their  blood- 
red  mantle  folds.  Fearless,  faithful,  patient, 
impenetrable,  implacable — every  word  a  fate 
— sate  her  senate.  In  hope  and  honour, 
lulled  by  flowing  of  wave  around  her  isles  of 
sacred  sand,  each  with  his  name  written  and 
the  cross  graved  at  his  side,  lay  her  dead. 
A  wonderful  piece  of  the  world.  Rather, 
itself  a  world."* 

Of  this  wonderful  worid  the  boy  of  fourteen 
saw  as  little  and  as  much  as  boys  generally 
see  of  the  world  in  which  they  grow  up  to 
manhood,  and  which  inBuences  them  so 
deeply.  He  took  the  loveliness  and  the 
grandeur  as  a  matter  of  course,  as  part  of 
the  daily  bread  on  which  he  lived;  yet  he 
did  not  really  enjoy  them  the  less  on 
account  of  this  simplicity  and  unconscious- 
ness. Nor  was  he  out  of  harmony  with  his 
surroundings.  The  sorrows  of  his  childhood 
had  passed  and  left  no  trace,  save  a  few  re- 
membrances rather  sweet  than  sad.  Perfect 
in  form  and  feature,  with  the  clustering  golden 
hair  many  a  Venetian  lady  envied  him, 
simply  yet  tastefully  clad  in  a  sky-blue  tunic 
with  silver  clasps  and  buckles  (for  blue  was 
then  the  fashionable  colour,  and  Raymond, 
before  all  things,  must  be  fashionable),  he 
trod  his  pleasant  path,  singing  low  and  half 
unconsciously  a  fragment  of  a  Greek  song. 

Still  there  was  a  little  cloud — a  very  little  one 
— on  Raymond's  clear  brow  that  day.  Even 
in  Venice  one  has  something  left  to  wish  for. 
It  was  not  that  he  was  unsuccessful  at  school. 
Good  abilities  and  the  happy  accident  of  own- 
ing Greek  as  his  native  tongue  (even  though 
it  was  hut  the  barbarous  Greek  of  the  Lower 
Empire)  enabled  him  to  take  a  high  place, 
and  to  give  his  masters  signal  satisfaction. 
By  his  companions   too   he   was   belovedj 

•  Rnikin'i "  Uodeni  Palntsn." 
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but  with  one  exception,  and  this  exception 
was  "  the  little  speck  within  the  garnered  fniit" 
that  spoiled  his  enjoyment.  The  schoolfel- 
low who  happened  to  be  the  object  of  his  pro- 
found and  fervent  admiration — and  no  hero- 
worship  is  more  enthusiastic  than  that  of  the 
boy  for  the  youth  a  few  years  his  senior — was 
the  only  one  who  regarded  him  with  indif- 
ference, if  not  with  dislike.  As  he  walked 
and  sang  he  pondered,  in  an  under-current 
of  thought,  what  way  he  should  take  to  win 
esteem,  whether  by  brilliant  disputation,  by 
Latin  verses,  "pure  Tully  every  line,"  or  by 
Greek  chorus  rendered  into  musical  Italian 
numbers — for  in  these  things  the  studious 
youth  of  that  generation  placed  their  joy  and 
their  pride. 

Presently  he  paused.  He  was  now  about 
to  turn  into  the  Fondaco  Nuovo,  and  he 
fouod  himself  standing  close  to  one  of  the 
many  palazzos  whose  marble  steps  reach 
down  to  the  limpid  emerald  waters  of  the 
canal.  A  httle  fruit-seller — member  of  a 
class  characteristic  of  Venice,  whose  children 
were  merchants  from  the  cradle — had  stopped 
near  the  same  spot,  overcome  with  weariness. 
Sleep  had  surprised  him,  half- standing,  half- 
reclining  against  the  lowest  pillar  of  the  por- 
tico, one  bare  brown  knee  resting  on  the 
pediment,  while  the  other  sturdy  little  limb 
still  partly  supported  his  body.  His  modest 
stock  in  trade,  consisting  of  a  dish,  a  knife, 
and  half  an  enormous  melon,  lay  at  his  feet. 
Raymond  stood  and  looked  at  him.  "  What 
a  picture  he  would  make,"  he  thought ;  "  or, 
still  better,  a  little  marble  statue.  Wait  now, 
— if  I  had  only  a  bit  of  clay." 

His  wish  was  granted  to  the  letter,  though 
not  at  all  in  the  spirit.  Just  at  that  moment 
"  a  bit  of  clay,"  a  morsel  of  the  muddy  ooze 
of  the  canal  hardened  into  an  effective  pellet, 
struck  him  smartly  on  the  forehead. 

The  transfonnation  was  instantaneous  and 
complete.  His  eyes  kindled,  an  angry  flush 
mounted  to  his  cheeks,  the  blue  veins  in  his 
forehead  swelled  and  tightened  like  cords. 
After  a  moment's  quick  glance  around  him, 
he  flung  his  book,  a  MS.  worth  its  weight  in 
gold,  on  the  step  beside  the  fmit-seller's 
dish,  and  sprang  dauntlessly  into  the  midst  of 
3  knot  of  young  men  who  stood  at  the  comer 
of  the  street. 

There  was  a  rivalry  of  long  standing,  half 
jest,  half  earnest,  between  the  inhabitants  of 
the  [wo  halves  of  Venice,  called  respectively 
Nicoloti  and  Castellani.  Though  this  was 
properly  the  affair  of  the  gondoliers,  or  at 
least  of  the  class  from  which  they  were  drawn, 
the  nobles,  and  even  the  Doge,  condescended 


to  take  sides,  partly  for  amusement,  but  more 
from  motives  of  policy.  The  young  gentle- 
men of  the  Academy  were  not  likely  to  prove 
indifferent  to  what  afforded  continual  oppor- 
tunities for  the  display  of  personal  prowess. 
They  chose  to  consider  themselves  Castellani, 
like  the  Doge,  preferring  to  band  together 
under  the  standard  of  the  district  in  which 
the  Academy  was  situated.  Raymond's  as- 
sailants were  a  band  of  Nicoloti,  through 
whose  quarter  he  was  passing,  and  who  pro- 
bably had  some  mischievous  pranks  to  avenge 
on  the  young  academicians.  They  were  there- 
fore more  than  a  little  angry,  and  perhaps  a 
little  un&ir.  It  was  one  of  the  laws  of  those 
streat  combats  that  no  weapons  were  to  be 
used,  but  this  prudent  rule  was  often  disre- 
garded, and  Raymond  received  upon  this 
occasion  somesevere  blows  from  heavy  staves. 
Mad  with  passion,  he  struck  right  and  left, 
dealing  vigorous  but  unscientific  blows.  But 
his  assailants  were  too  numerous,  and  the 
contest  too  unequal  to  last  long.  He  felt 
blood  trickling  from  his  wounds,  and  then  a 
sense  of  faintness  and  a  feeling  of  utter  de- 
spair stole  over  him — still  he  had  no  thought 
of  asking  for  quarter.  He  just  managed  to 
put  his  back  against  a  wall,  and  to  utter  once 
more,  in  a  languid  but  defiant  tone,  the 
war-cry  of  the  Castellani,  when  a  loud 
"Sciar!"  in  a  voice  he  knew,  changed  every- 
thing. 

A  gondola  put  its  prow  to  the  land  close 
beside  him,  and  a  young  man  leaped  from  it 
and  came  to  his  aid.  One  of  the  rowers 
followed,  and  the  scale  thus  turned,  the  con- 
flict ended  in  the  utter  discomfiture  of 
the  Nicoloti.  Raymond,  to  his  great  joy, 
recognised  in  his  deliverer  the  object  of  his 
boyish  admiration,  Theodore  Benedetto,  the 
Fhcenix  of  the  Academy,  as  he  was  styled  on 
account  of  his  brilliant  abilities.  He  was  a 
tall,  slender  youth  of  about  eighteen,  dark- 
haired,  dark-eyed,  with  features  that  showed 
his  Jewish  extraction,  and  with  much  of  the 
striking  physical  beauty  that  often  distin- 
guishes the  youth  of  that  nation. 

"  Step  into  my  gondola,"  he  said  to  Ray- 
mond ;  "1  will  take  you  home." 

"  Murano  is  far  out  of  your  way,"  Raymond 
objected. 

"I  have  no  way;  I  sail  for  my  pleasure." 
Then,  with  a  quick  glance  at  Raymond's  face, 
"  What !  going  to'  play  the  girl  ?"  he  asked 
sharply.  "Rest  a  moment  here."  Hebeckoned 
to  the  little  fruit-seller,  who,  awakened  by  the 
noise  of  the  quarrel,  had  been  looking  on  with 
great  interest,  and  at  the  same  time  keeping 
guard  over  Raymond's  book.    This  Theodore 
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took  from  his  hand,  and  gave  him  a  piece  of 
money  and  a  command. 

But  his  sharp  words  and  scornful  tone 
lOused  Raymond  more  efTecttialty  than  wine. 
"  No,"  he  said,  shaking  off  the  momentary 
weakness;  "it  is  nothing  ;  I  am  quite  weil," 
and  rejecting  the  proffered  aid  of  Benedetto, 
who,  even  in  rendering  a  service,  had  con- 
trived to  implant  a  sting,  he  stepped  into  the 
boat  Benedetto  followed, biddingtherower 
await  the  return  of  their  little  messenger  from 
the  nearest  wine-shop. 

The  gondola  was  a  private  one,  luxuriously 
iitted  up.  A  delicious  sense  of  rest  and  ease 
stole  over  Raymond  as  he  reclined  on  the 
soft  silken  cushions,  while  Theodore  drew  the 
crimson  curtains  close,  making  a  rosy  twilight 
in  the  little  cabin.  The  wine  having  been 
brought,  Theodore  made  him  drink  some  of 
it ;  and  then,  as  they  glided  softly  and  swiftly 
over  the  still  waters  of  the  I.agoon,  he  began 
without  ceremony  to  examine  his  hurts.  "  Do 
you  not  know  I  am  to  be  a  physician?"  he 
said,  when  Ra)miond  would  have  resisted. 
"Already  I  understand  such  a  simple  matter 
as  this.  And  you  will  naturally  wish  to  save 
your  lady  mother  a  little  uneasiness." 

Raymond  felt  the  force  of  the  last  argu- 
ment Besides,  he  could  not  contend  tiie 
point;  his  school-fellow  had  him  in  his 
power,  A  little  water  from  a  crystal  flask 
that  lay  on  the  table,  a  fine  white  kerchief 
from  the  looms  of  Cambray,  and  a  pair  of 
gentle,  firm,  skilful  hands  soon  accomplished 
the  task,  Theodore's  words  sometimes  missed 
their  aim,  and  hurt  where  they  meant  to  heal, 
his  fingers  never.  Their  very  form — long, 
slender,  sensitive — evidenced  at  once  fine- 
ness of  perception  and  exquisite  dexterity. 

Meanwhile  the  school- fellows  talked  of  the 
unfair  and  dastardly  conduct  of  the  Nicoloti, 
and  formed  plans  of  revenge.  What  they 
said  was  common-place  enough,  but  they 
speedily  established  a  friendly  understanding 
widi  each  other. 

"  I  had  not  known  you  were  destined  to 
be  a  physician,"  said  Raymond.  "  Is  not  that 
to  sacrifice  your  genius  and  your  learning  ? " 

"  I  do  not  see  it  in  that  light ;  but  if  it 
were,  my  father  wishes  it" 

Physicians  were  highly  honoured  in  Venice. 
They  took  rank  with  the  nobility,  many  of 
whose  privileges,  in  matters  of  dress  and 
etiquette,  they  were  permitted  to  assume, 
Raymond  was  not  of  an  age  to  understand 
how  attractive  these  advantages  for  his  son 
might  appear  to  the  Jewish  banker,  who — 
however  wealthy  and  respected — was  still 
condemned    to  stand    outside    the  jealous 


circle  of  Venetian  nobles,  with  tlie  sense  of 
a  definite  and  rigid  line  drawn  between  him 
and  them.  He  knew  indeed  that  Theodore 
Benedetto  was  the  only  student  in  the  Aca- 
demy whose  father's  name  was  not  in  the 
Golden  Book  ;  but  he  only  thought  with  pride 
of  the  signal  abilities  of  his  hero,  which  had 
procured  him  entrance  there.  He  loved  to 
repeat  the  words  of  the  learned  "  Grecian," 
Francesco  Filelfo,  the  light  of  Venice  and 
the  glory  of  the  Academy,  who  had  expressly 
stipulated  that  Benedetto  was  to  be  amongst 
his  pupils,  saying  that  his  class-fellows  "  might 
be  glad  hereafter  to  have  their  names  immor- 
talised with  his." 

"  But  do  you  like  it?"  he  asked  simply. 

"  Passably.  A  physician's  studies  are 
like  all  the  rest,  I  suppose — all  words  and 
names." 

Raymond  looked  at  him  curiously. 

"  I  have  heard  you  say  that  before,"  he 
said.  "  When  your  themes  are  praised,  or 
your  verses,  you  look  as  if  you  care  nothing, 
and  sometimes  you  murmur,  '  All  words  and 
names.' " 

"Is  it  not  so?"  asked  Theodore,  "We 
spend  our  lives  learning  what  old  Greeks 
and  Romans  said  about  the  things  they  saw, 
instead  of  seeing  things  for  ourselves.  Where 
is  the  use?" 

Raymond  did  not  know  what  to  say,  and 
therefore  wisely  said  nothing.  Already  he 
was  steeped  to  the  lips  in  that  admiration 
for  antiquity  which  was  the  ruling  passion  of 
his  day ;  so  that  Theodore's  words,  had  he 
allowed  himself  to  criticize  them,  would  have 
seemed  to  him  open  heresy.  But  his  respect 
for  Theodore's  abilities  and  learning  made 
him  prefer  to  assume  that  he  had  misunder- 
stood him,  or  was  not  clever  enough  to  . 
comprehend  his  meaning.  So  he  turned  to 
a  practical  question, 

"Do  you  intend  to  finish  your  studies  at 
Padua?"  he  asked. 

This  was  the  general  custom  of  young 
Venetians. 

"  No ;  at  the  end  of  this  year  I  go  to  the 
school  of  medicine  at  Montpellier." 

"  And  I,"  said  Raymond,  with  a  little  air 
of  shyness,  which  showed  that  he  was  reveal- 
ing a  favourite  and  cherished  dream — "  I  hope 
one  day  to  go  to  Rome,  and  to  complete  my 
studies  at  the  new  Academy  there," 

"We  are  near  Murano,"  Theodore  said, 
drawing  back  the  curtain.     "  Look  !  " 

A  scene  of  beauty  burst  upon  their  sight. 
It  was  the  glorious  sunset  of  Venice,  dear  to 
poet  and  to  painter,  "  The  sun  was  setting 
behind  die  Venetif^  hip^^  £^^  yj9kt|^auds 
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crossed  the  sky  above  Venice.  The  tower 
of  St.  Mark,  the  cupolas  of  St.  Maria,  and 
tliat  forest  of  spires  and  minarets  which  rises 
from  all  parts  of  the  city,  painted  themselves 
in  black  ou  the  sparkling  shield  of  the  hori- 
zon. The  sky  was  shaded  in  marvellous 
gradation,  from  cherry-red  to  cobalt  blue ; 
and  the  water,  calm  and  limpid  like  glass, 
received  the  exact  reflection  of  this  immense 
radiation.  Underneath  Venice  it  looked  like 
a  great  mirror  of  molten  copper.  The  city, 
a  black  shadow  between  the  sky  and  the 
living  waters,  seemed  to  float  in  a  sea  of  fire, 
and  looked  like  the  majestic  dream  of  the 
poet  of  the  Apocalypse,  when  he  saw  tlie 
New  Jerusalem  descend  from  heaven  like  a 
bride  adorned  for  her  bridegroom."  • 

Both  gazed  in  silence,  spell-bound  by  the 
sight  At  last  Theodore  said— half  raising 
himself  and  leaning  his  cheek  on  his  hand, 
to  gaze  intently  across  the  water  at  the  spires 
and  domes  of  the  stately  Ocean  Queen — 
"  Think,  Lord  Raymond,  all  that  lies  yonder 
— the  glory,  the  splendour,  the  wealth  past 
counting  !  Think  of  San  Marco  alone^from 
gold-encrusted  roof  and  alabaster  wall  to 
pavement  of  priceless  marble— all  beauteous 
with  the  spoils  of  the  East.  Nay,  east,  west, 
north,  and  south  have  brought  tlieir  glory 
into  thee,  fair  Queen  of  the  Adriatic  ! 
Stately  are  thy  palaces,  but  fairer  still  and 
statelier  thy  hundred  churches.  Trophies  Of 
war  are  in  thee,  for  thy  soldiers  are  strong 
of  heart  and  hand ;  trophies  of  peace  yet 
more  precious,  for  thy  merchants  are  the 
honourable  men  of  the  earth,  and  science, 
genius,  art,  have  all  conspired  to  consecrate 
thee."  Then  his  tones  grew  measured,  ear- 
nest, musical,  until  at  last  they  became  half  a 
chant,  as  he  went  on  :  " '  Thou  sealest  up  the 
sum,  full  of  wisdom  and  perfect  in  beauty. 
Thou  hast  been  in  Eden,  the-  garden  of  God  j 
every  precious  stone  was  thy  covering — the 
sardius,  topaz,  and  the  diamond,  the  b'-'ryl, 
the  onyx,  and  the  jasper,  the  sapphire,  the 
emerald,  and  the  carbuncle,  and  gold.  Thou 
art  the  anointed  cherub  that  covereth,  and  I 
have  set  thee  so ;  thou  wast  upon  the  holy 
mountain  of  God.  Thou  hast  walked  up 
and  down  in  the  midst  of  the  stones  of  Sre. 
Thou  wast  perfect  in  thy  ways,  from  the  day 
that  thou  wast  created,  till  iniquity  was  found 
in  thee.  With  thy  wisdom  and  thine  under- 
standing thou  hast  gotten  thee  riches,  and 
hast  gotten  gold  and  silver  into  thy  treasures. 
By  thy  great  wisdom  and  thy  traffic  hast  thou 
increased  thy  riches,  and  thy  heart  is  lifted 

*  Adiplsil  from  "  Lf ttm  d'nn  VoTi^ur."    Gwrfc  Sind. 


Up  because  of  thy  riches.     By  the  multitude 

of  thy  merchandise  tliey  have  filled  the  midst 
of  thee  with  violence,  and  thou  hast  sinned  ; 
therefore  I  will  cast  thee  as  profane  out  of 
the  mountain  of  God,  and  I  will  destroy 
thee,  O  covering  cherub,  from  the  midst  of 
the  stones  of  fire.'  Alas,  alas  I  that  is  true 
of  thee,  fair  Venice,  Spouse  of  the  Sea, 
Queen  of  the  Adriatic" 

"  What  is  it  all  ? "  asked  Raymond,  won- 
dering.   "  Is  it  poetry?" 

"Yes,  from  an  old  poem,  older  than 
Eschylus.  in  the  tongue  of  my  fofefathers. 
— Stali ! " 

This,  to  the  gondolier,  meant  turn  to  the 
right.  They  did  so,  and  then  shot  up  the 
narrow  water  street  that  forms  the  quay  of 
Murano.  A  few  strong,  dexterous  strokes  of 
the  paddle  the  gondolier  uses  for  an  oar 
brought  them  to  the  steps  of  a  one-storied 
but  fair  and  substantial  dwelling,  with  a  front 
of  marble  adorned  with  qiiaint  carvings. 

"  Come  in,"  said  Raymond  ;  "  my  mother 
would  like  to  thank  you." 

"  Not  now.  Good  night,  sir."  And  Theo- 
dore raised  his  small  woollen  cap  with  some 
ceremony  to  his  school- fellow,  who,  as  he 
was  too  proud  to  forget,  was  greatly  his 
superior  in  rank. 

But  Raymond,  with  a  happy  instinct, 
stretched  out  his  hand,  and  said  frankly 
and  warmly,  "  Good  night,  my  dear  Theo- 
dore.    1  am  very  much  obliged  to  you." 

CHAPTER  111.— MOTHER  AND   SON. 

"  You  are  late  to-night,  Raymond,"  said 
the  Lady  Erminia  Chalcondyles,  raising  her 
hdad  as  Raymond  entered.  Had  a  quiet, 
prosperous  life  been  her  portion,  she  might 
still  have  looked  young ;  as  it  was,  her  dark 
hair  was  streaked  with  grey  and  her  features 
were  worti  and  wasted.  She  had  been  a  beaji- 
tiful  girl,  and  was  now  a  matron  of  noble  pre- 
sence, grave  and  stately.  Gifted  with  great 
courage  and  strong  passions,  as  welt  as  with 
intense  afi^ections,  her  heart  and  her  will  had 
survived  the  shipwreck  that  robbed  her  of 
home,  of  kindred,  and  of  friends.  As  the 
mariner  clings  to  the  floating  spar,  his  last 
hope,  so  she  clung  to  the  child  that  had 
been  left  to  her.  In  his  young  life  she 
lived  again ;  for  him  she  w.is  still  enter- 
prising, sanguine,  ambitious ;  and,  if  all  the 
truth  must  be  told,  for  him  she  could  even 
be  worldly  and  selfish,  she  could  plot  and 
manage,  as  well  as  dare  and  suffer. 

"  I  have  had  a  fray  with  some  of  the  Nico- 
loti,"  said  Raymond;  and  he  eagerly  poured 
out  the  whole  story,  making    little  of  the 
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glad 
your 

„  It  be 
"Speii-bonnd,  he  Hood  bcjide  the  couch."  placed  rather   higher   with    advan- 

tage.    At  your   academy  there  aie 


hurts  he  had  received  and  mucli  of  the  help 
rendered  by  his  school-fellow,  with  a  glow- 
ing panegyric  upon  whom  he  wound  up  the 
tale. 


the  Mocenigi,  the  Loredani,  the  two  Foscaii, 

grand-nephews  of  the  Doge " 

"  Who    hold    the    Loredani    in    mortal 

hatred,"    Raymond     interrupted,    laughing. 


The  Grecian  widow  was  not  a  modem  fine  ;  "  A  line  choice  of  friends  you  offer 
lady,  to  shudder  at  hearing  her  boy  had  been  ,  truly  !  But  I  have  fully  made  up  my  mind 
exchanging  blows,  or  to  shrink  from  seeing  a  j  upon  that  subject— no  Loredani  for  me.  I 
crimson  stain  or  two  upon  his  dainty  linen. !  hold  by  the  Doge  and  the  Foscari,  and  I  hate 
She  wished  him  bold  and  brave,  as  apt  at  |  Loredano  and  all  his  set ! " 
play  of  sword  and  buckler  as  at  grammar  j  "Gently,  my  son.  We  are  guests  in 
and  rhetoric.  So  she  only  said,  when  he  had  ^  Venice,  and  guests  should  avert  their  eyes 
finisheJ,  "  I  hold  the  banker  Benedetto  in  '  from  the  quarrels  of  their  hosts,  and  be  very 
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couiteously  blind  and  deaf  to  such  things  as 
in  no  way  concern  them." 

"  Blindness  and  deafness)  when  they  are 
not  bom  with  a  man,  but  learned  in  the  way 
of  business,  have  their  limits,"  said  Raymond 
sharply,  "Giacopo  Foscari  has  been  treated 
ivith    horrible  cruelty  and  injustice,  and  I 


care  not  who  hears  me  say  it  The  wretches 
who  could  torture  a  son  in  his  Other's  pre- 
sence on  the  barest,  idlest  suspicion,  and  then 
banish  him  from  his  country  unconvicted  . 
and  uncondemned,  would  be  capable  of  any 
crime.  In  fact,  mother,"  he  continued,  not 
very  logically,  "  I  am    sure   the    low-bom 


That  was  tnie ;  and  the 
mother,  while  she  forbore 
questions  and  condolences,  was  careful  to 
supply  her  weary  boy  with  strengthening  food 
and  good  wine.  He  did  ample  justice  to 
the  meal,  but  had  scarcely  finished  when  he 
started  up,  exclaiming — 

'■  Mother,  I   have  thought  of  something ; 


a  good,  beautiful  thing.  Say  I  may  do 
it?" 

"  I  will  not  say  you  may  not,  if  I  can  help 
it     What  is  it?" 

"  You  know  that  book  of  my  grandfather's 
in  the  vellum  cover  with  the  go!d  clasp,  let- 
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tered  Beta? — tlie  book  of  medicine,  trans- 
lated from  the  Arabic  ?  May  I  give  it  for  a 
present  to  Theodore  ?  He  is  to  be  a  phy- 
sician." 

"All,  boy,  it  is  easy  to  know  thou  wert  bom 
a  prince !  Are  we  so  rich  that  we  can  give 
away  a  book  worth  a  bag  of  gold  bezants  as 
if  it  were  a  melon  or  a  bunch  of  grapes  ?  " 

"  But  I  love  Theodore ;  I  want  to  give 
him  a  real  costly  gift." 

The  lady  pondered.  "After all,  Raymond, 
I  know  not  if  I  ought  to  forbid  thee.  But 
for  the  care  and  kindness  of  Theodore's  father 
we  might  both  of  us  have  starved.  We  owe 
him  our  daily  bread,  our  comfortable  dwell- 
ing here,  and,  what  I  think  more  of,  the 
opportunity  of  educating  thee.  It  may  be 
well  to  show  our  gratitude  by  a  gift  to  his 
son.  I  will  get  the  book,  and  if  you  like  you 
can  take  it  to  him  to-morrow," 

"No,"  said  Raymond,  "not  to-morrow; 
"  it  would  be  like  paying  him  for  taking  me 
out  of  the  hands  of  those  scoundrels.  I  will 
wait  until  Ascension  Day,  when  everybody 
gives  gifts  to  celebrate  the  marriage  of  the 
Doge  with  the  sea.  But,  mother,  let  me  have 
the  book  in  my  own  keeping  until  then." 

She  went  to  a  massive  carved  oak  chest  at 
one  end  of  the  room,  unlocked  it  with  a  key 
that  hung  from  her  girdle,  and  brought  out 
the  precious  (olume,  wrapped  in  a  covering 
of  purple  silk.  Raymond  drew  off  the  cover 
and  examined  the  book  with  intere:it,  "It 
is  uTitten  by  Maimonides,  the  court  physi- 
cian of  Saladin,"  he  said. 

"  I  know  tliy  grandfather  used  to  hold  il 
in  high  esteem." 

"  Yes  ;  he  said  the  books  were  not  to  be 
sold  if  we  could  help  it ;  but  he  would  not 
have  forbidden  us  to  give  one  away  to  a 
,  valued  friend." 

This  allusion  of  Ra)'mond's  to  his  grand- 
father gave  Lady  Erramia  an  opportunity  of 
asking  her  son  a  question  which  was  ofren  in 
her  thoughts.  At  the  time  he  received  it  the 
child  had  faithfully  repeated  to  his  mother  his 
grandfather's  dying  charge,  but  since  then 
he  had  never  once  alluded  to  the  subject. 
Errainia  did  not  wish  him  to  forget  it;  she 
wished  the  thought  to  remain  in  his  mind 
ready  to  awake  in  due  time,  but  dormant  for 
the  present,  because  at  his  age  much  discre- 
tion could  not  be  expected.  If  he  began  to 
dream  and  brood  over  it  he  might  be  tempted 
to  mention  it  in  confidence  to  one  or  other 
of  his  intimates.  Therefore  she  said  lightly, 
and  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  no  importance, 
"  Dost  remember  what  thy  grandfather  told 
thee  of  the  buried  treasure  at  Vaudelon?" 


"  Surely,  mother,"  the  boy  answered,  flush- 
ing ;  "  I  never  smell  a  rose  I  do  not  think 

of  it ! " 

"And  why,  in  the  name  of  St.  Sophia?" 

"  Why  not,  since  my  ancestor  buried  it  in 
his  lady's  rose  garden  ?  Mother,  I  dreamt  of 
it  on  my  voyage  hither — sucli  a  beautiful 
dream  !  As  I  lay  in  the  palander,  sick,  wearj-, 
and  frightened,  I  dropped  asleep,  and  lo !  it 
was  summer  evening  and  I  was  walking  in 
a  garden  of  roses.  Lovely  ladies,  with  fair 
smiling  faces,  and  clad  in  silken  sheen, 
walked  there  too,  'i'hey  had  all  roses  in 
their  hands ;  and  one,  a  little  one,  no  taller 
than  myself,  but  with  soft  dark  eyes,  and 
hair  like  a  raven's  wing,  promised  to  be  my 
guide,  and  to  drop  a  rose  over  the  spot  where 
the  treasure  lay.     Then  I  woke." 

"  Thou  didst  say  nothing  of  it  to  me  1 " 

"  No." 

"Why  not?" 

"I  cannot  tell."  Children  seldom  can 
tell  why  they  keep  things  secret,  but  they 
have  very  strong  instincts  about  the  matter, 
for  all  that,  "Mother,  where  is  Manuel?" 
he  asked  restlessly,  for  the  aching  of  his 
bruises,  of  which  he  scorned  to  complain, 
together  with  the  excitement  of  his  day's 
adventure,  made  him  irritable  and  perhaps  a 
little  feverish. 

"  I  think  I  hear  voices  in  the  studio,  so  I 
suppose  he  is  talking  with  Giacomo "  (the 
artist  with  whom  they  shared  the  house). 

"  S.iy  quarrelling,  mother.  They  never 
talk  out  to  quarrel.     I  will  go  and  see." 

And  Raymond,  anticipating  some  amuse- 
ment, ran  to  the  studio. 

It  was  a  large  disorderly  room,  bare  of 
furniture,  but  crowded  with  implements  and 
objects  belonging  to  more  arts  than  one. 
The  modem  principle  of  division  of  labour 
did  not  prevail  at  tiiat  time,  and  two  or  three 
different  arts  were  usually  wooed  by  the  same 
votary.  Architecture,  painting,  wood-carv- 
ing, and  sculpture  were  ill  closest  alliance;  in 
fact  the  last-named  art  had  hardly  yet  a 
separate  existence,  it  was  rather — as,  indeed, 
painting  and  carving  were  also  in  a  measure — 
the  handmaid  of  architecture,  that  eldest- 
bom  and  stateliest  of  all,  whose  masterpieces 
still  astonish  and  delight  the  world.  It  was 
to  decorate  the  shrine  or  the  palace  that  the 
painter  contributed  his  frescoes  and  the 
statuary  his  bas-reliefs.  Moreover,  there  was 
yet  another  art — and  really  a  fine  art — 
which  had  at  this  time  its  headquarters  in 
Murano. 

Giacomo  was  a  little  of  all  things;  carvers 
tools,  pieces  of  wood,  and  lumps  of  clay  for 


ON  THE  WINGS  OF  THE  MORNING. 


43 


modelling  strewed  the  floor ;  on  the  rickety 

table  lay  a.  bunch  of  lilies,  with  their  leaves, 
which  he  was  essaying  to  copy  upon  glass  ; 
while  in  the  comer,  carefully  veiled  by  a 
^ed  crimson  curtain,  stood  an  unfinished 
painting,  which  was  to  be  his  eAe/  d'cetnire, 
and  was  already  his  joy  and  pride,  sometimes 
also  his  despair.  He  was  a  grey-liaired  man, 
with  a  mild,  thoughtful,  dreamy  face,  and  clad 
in  a  tunic  of  brown  velvet,  much  frayed  and 
worn,  and  stained  witJi  many  a  spot  of  paint 
and  clay.  Before  him  stood  the  Greek  In 
his  long  mantle,  talking  rapidly  and  with 
much  gesticulation. 

"  Away  with  your  graven  images,  which 
■are  no  better  than  idols  of  Mahommed,  break- 
ing the  holy  commandments  of  God  and  the 
apostolic  canons,"  he  cried  with  a  sweep  of 
his  gaunt  arm.  "  Yon  could  employ  your- 
self much  better,  Signor  Giacomo,  and  in  a 
manner  more  pleasing  to  God,  if  you  would 
make  a  handsome  &ame  for  a  real  saint, 
■a  veritable  holy  picture,  like  this,  which  has 
been  blessed  by  the  patriarch  of  Constanti- 
nople himself;  "  and  he  pointed  to  a  miser- 
able daub  which  lay  upon  the  table,  in  staring 
red  and  blue,  with  a  tinsel  aureole  round  the 
head  of  the  stiff,  ungraceful  figure. 

"7>iiz/aTeal  saint!"  the  Italian  exclaimed^ 
"with  no  more  shape  in  his  body  than  an 
«ll-wand,  and  no  more  expression  in  his  (ace 
than  a  dead  brick  wall !  That  St.  Nicholas 
of  Myra  !  And  you  say  he — he — was  a 
champion  of  the  orthodox  fiiith,  and  gave  the 
hereric  Arlus  a  box  on  the  ear  at  the  Council 
of  Nicssa  ?  If  that  is  at  all  like  him  he  could 
have  had  neither  power  in  his  arm,  nor 
speculation  in  his  eye,  nor  fire  in  his  heart." 

"  At  least  he  had  the  true  Faith  in  his  soul, 
Signor  Giacomo ;  and  he  would  have  laid 
down  his  life  rather  than  deface  the  image  of 


"  And  making  himself  look  like  a  priest  of 
St  Mark's,"  said  Raymond,  who  had  entered 
unobserved,  the  door  being  open. 

Manuel  stopped  in  some  confusion.  To  the 
grief  and  shame  of  his  heart  his  beloved  lady 
had  apostatized  from  the  orthodox  faith,  and 
had  obliged  her  son  (decidedly  against  his 
will)  to  be  confirmed  according  to  the  rights 
of  the  Latin  Church.  Manuel's  loyalty  to  her 
sealed  his  lips  in  Raymond's  presence,  yet 
this  silence  seemed  almost  a  treason  to  his 
faith.  Pitying  his  embarrassment,  of  which 
he  fully  understood  the  cause,  Giacomo  said, 
'■  Chfe,  chfe !  I  will  make  your  saint  a  hand- 
some frame,  Manuel ;  and,"  he  could  not 
help  adding  maliciously,  "  I  will  put  in  each 


comer  the  sweetest  little  child-angel  you  ever 
saw— just  ready  to  cany  the  holy  man  to 
heaven." 

"You  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind,  Signor 
Giacomo ;  my  prayers  are  poor  things  enough 
as  it  is,  without  making  them  worse  by  say- 
ing them  before  graven  images,  accursed  of 
God  and  the  holy  orthodox  Church." 

"  Well,  my  friend,"  the  painter  answered, 
"  we  will  not  quarrel ;  that,  perchance,  would 
do  more  to  hinder  both  thy  prayers  and  mine 
than  a  carved  picture-frame.  And  how  is 
my  young  lord  to-night?" 

"  Well,  thank  you.  Master  Giacomo,"  said 
Raymond  courteously.  "  Come  to  remind 
you  of  your  promise  to  show  me  your  pic- 
Manuel,  to  whom  the  Italian  style  of 
painting  was  as  abhorrent  as  was  that  of  his 
own  picture  to  the  artist  soul  of  Giacomo, 
suddenly  remembered  that  he  had  pressing 
business,  "  I  must  go,"  he  said,  "  and 
attend  to  my  lady's  accounts.  By  care  and 
diligence  I  contrive  that  she  shall  not  pay 
for  anything  more  than  twice  its  value,  other- 
wise your  Venetians,  who  are  born  for  buying 
and  selling,  and  nothing  else  in  the  world, 
would  soon  leave  the  fullest  purse  as  empty 
as  you  left  the  shrine  of  St.  Mark,  at  Alex- 
andria, when  you  stole  the  saint's  body  and 
hid  it  in  a  basket  of  pork." 

This  parting  shaft  did. not  tell  upon  Gia- 
como, who  said  quietly,  "  I  was  not  bom  in 
Venice,"  When  Manuel  was  gone,  he  con- 
tinued, half  to  Raymond  and  half  t  himself, 
"  I  was  not  bom  at  Venice,  but  Venice  suits 
me.  I  should  like  Co  know  in  what  other 
city  of  Christendom  could  yonder  honest 
fellowhave  his  beardedpriest  and  his  leavened 
wafer  to  his  liking ;  and  the  Jew  his  syna- 
gogue ;  and  the  Armenian  his  dark  little  closet 
of  a  church?  God  save  the  Council  of  Ten, 
say  1 1  They  do  not  like  meddlers  and  busy- 
bodies,  and  they  make  criticizing  the  govern- 
ment a  very  dangerous  game — true;  but  then 
they  do  their  own  business,  and  secure  all 
other  honest  folk  freedom  to  do  theirs." 

Raymond,  meanwhile,  was  investigating 
the  contents  of  the  studio,  to  which  he  was  a 
frequent  and  privileged  visitor.  "  May  I  have 
this  lump  of  clay.  Master  Giacomo?"  he 
asked.  "I  saw  to-day  such  a  pretty  httle 
fruit-seller  fast  asleep  on  the  step  of  a  palazzo. 
1  should  hke  to  try  his  figure." 

"You  are  welcome  to  the  clay,  signor. 
But  I  hope  you  will  use  it  better  than  the 
last,  of  which  you  made  me  a  hoise  all  legs 
and  no  body." 

How  should  I  know  ?    One  never  sees  a 
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hoTse  here ;  I  was  but  trying  if  I  could  re 
collect  what  the  creature  looks  hke." 

"Go  and  study  the  horses  of  St.  Mark 
Boy,  those  divine  creatures  are  from  the 
hands  of  our  fathers,  who  were  greater  than 
we — '  There  were  giants  in  the  earth  in  those 
days,' " 

"From  the  hands  of  my  fathers,  master 
painter,"  said  the  young  Greek,  with  a  glow 
of  pride.  "  Can  I  look  at  those  horses  with- 
out sorrow — a  proud  sorrow,  indeed — when 
I  think  how  they  were  Com  from  my  native 
city  by  the  ruthless  Crusaders  ?  We  are  alike 
exiles  and  strangers,  they  and  I. — But  your 
picture,  Master  Giacomo,  your  picture  !  " 

"  You  shall  see  it  as  it  is,  my  young  lord. 
But  it  is  not  finished — not  yet."  He  sighed, 
then  paused  for  a  moment,  almost  reverently, 
before  he  withdrew  the  faded  curtain. 

A  great  poet  has  observed  that  it  is  the 
artist's  impulse  to  find  expression  for  his 
deepest  and  dearest  thought,  not  in  his  own 
art,  but  in  some  other.  When  his  soul  is 
moved  to  the  uttermost,  the  poet  would  fain 
paint  a  picture,  the  painter  write  a  poem. 
Probably  this  is  because  experience  h.os  al- 
ready taught  him  the  insufficiency  of  the 
form  of  utterance  he  can  best  use,  and  he 
vainly  dreams  that  another  might  answer 
his  need  more  adequately.  It  has  been  said 
that  Giacomo  was  a  man  of  many  arts.  It 
was  his  daily  work  to  fashion  elaborate 
friezes  or  delicate  wood-carvings  for  the 
stately  church  which  was  then  rising  in  its 
glory  at  Murano.  But  he  was  also  connected 
with  both  the  things  which  made  the  little 
island  famous,  its  school  of  painting  and  its 
glass  works.  On  the  one  hand,  he  was  the 
intimate  friend  of  the  celebrated  Geniili 
brothers,  whose  genius  rendered  the  school 
illustrious ;  on  the  other,  he  often  painted 
dainty  and  delicate  designs  on  the  pure  white 
inltiino,-&  rare  glass  resembling  porcelain, 
which  was  one  of  the  specialities  of  the  place. 
Yet  neither  to  marble,  nor  to  wood,  nor  to 
precious  tinted  crystal  would  he  trust  what 
he  tried  to  tell  the  canvas  upon  which  Ray- 
mond now  stood  gazing. 

The  picture  was  fully  sketched,  and  partly 
painted.  It  had  much  of  the  richness,  depth, 
and  purity  of  colouring  said  to  be  the  grand 
characteristic  of  the  Venetian  school,  then  in 
its  infancy.  The  arrangement  was  stiff,  and 
the  grouping  of  the  figures  conventional ;  but 
the  bright  hues  of  the  dresses— the  sky— the 
grass — the  trees — were  put  in  with  a  loving 
appreciativeness,  and  graduated  with  an  ex- 
quisite skill,  which  showed  that,  for  the  artist, 
the  mystic  chords  of  colour  vibrated  with 


thrilling  harmony,  and  yielded,  in  asd  foi 
themselves,  that  joy  with  which  a  stranger 
cannot  intermeddle. 

Raymond  saw  how  beautiful  it  was,  and 
looked  on  it  with  real  delight.  "  But  what 
does  it  mean  ? "  he  asked  at  last 

In  the  background  were  houses,  indicating 
a  city  or  town.  A  company  of  men — in 
number  about  a  dozen — seemed  to  be  com- 
ing from  it  into  the  country,  which  was  merely 
a  green  place  with  trees.  Three  or  four  were 
depicted  with  much  care,  and  near  the  spec- 
tator ;  Raymond  knew  by  the  dress  of  one 
of  them,  and  the  symbols  he  carried,  that  he 
was  intended  for  St.  Mark,  the  patron  of 
Venice,  though  his  introduction  there  was  an 
anachronism.  Two  figures  formed  the  fore- 
ground ;  one,  fully  finished,  was  pathetic  in 
its  air  of  helplessness  and  trust.  It  was  that 
of  a  blmd  man,  the  sightless  face — sad,  wist- 
ful, full  of  pain  and  longing — turned  hopefully 
to  Him  who  was  leading  him.  One  hanil 
was  stretched  out,  as  if  from  the  habit  of 
feeling  his  way,  but  the  fingers,  which  were 
bent  inwards,  told  that  he  checked  himself 
in  the  act,  knowing  he  might  safely  leave  all 
to  his  guide.  That  guide  held  his  other  hand 
in  his,  and  into  those  two  clasped  hands,  the 
one  holding,  the  other  clinging,  the  painter 
had  thrown  all  the  expression  of  which  he 
was  master.  Not  death  itself,  it  seemed, 
could  unloose  that  clasp.  The  figure  of  the 
guide  was  majestic,  even  the  very  folds  of  his 
robe  had  a  calm  and  massy  grandeur.  But 
the  face  was  only  sketched. 

"What  does  it  mean?"  Raymond  asked 
again. 

"Do  you  not  know?  Our  blessed  Lord 
about  to  heal  a  blind  man.  The  Gospel 
words  are,  '  He  took  him  by  the  hand,  and 
led  him  out  of  the  city.'" 

"  Why  have  you  left  His  face  to  the  last, 
Giacomo  ?    I  would  have  begun  with  it." 

"  Because  I  cannot  paint  it  as  I  wish. 
Again  and  again  I  have  tried,  and  failed." 
The  old  man's  own  face  grew  sorrowful.  "  It 
may  be  I  am  not  worthy,"  he  said  in  a  lower 
voice,  speaking  to  himself,  not  to  Raymond. 

"Oh,  nonsense!  I  know  you  can  do  it. 
Try  again  to-morrow.  You  have  only  to 
make  a  grand  face,  stem  and  majestic,  such 
as  will  suit  the  Judge  of  quick  ana  dead — an 
awful  face." 

Giacomo  shook  his  head.  "No,  rry  young 
lord.  You  are  wise  and  learned  beyond  your 
years,  yet  this  is  a  matter  of  which  you  know 
not  anything.  The  Face  those  opened  eyes 
first  looked  upon  was  not  stem,  nor  awful." 
Then  what  was  it  like?''»..v'\.i  iv 
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"I  cannot  tell.  I  cannot  see  it.  Long 
and  ©rten  have  I  sought  for  it.  I  sometimes 
fear "  He  stopped  abruptly,  remember- 
ing the  youth  of  his  listener,  and  turning 
away,  began  to  busy  himself  in  finding  Ray- 
mond a  suitable  bit  of  clay.  He  gave  him  a 
ievf  directions  as  to  its  use  ;  but  Raymond's 
energies  were  now  beginning  to  flag,  and  his 
fatigue  was  making  itself  felt  more  sensibly. 
So  he  thanked  the  painter,  bade  him  a  laugh- 
ing good  night,  and  took  his  departure. 

Left  alone,  Giacomo  stood  gazing  sadly 
and  wistfully  on  his  unfinished  picture.     At 


I  last  he  murniuted,  "  Shall  I  ever  sec  that 
i  Face  ?  Oh,  that  I  knew  where  I  might  find 
I  Him  i  One  look — only  one — were  worth 
dying  for.  Nay,  I  think  I  should  die,  broken- 
hearted with  the  joy  of  that  one  look.  But 
I  cannot  see  Him — I  am  blind.  Jesus, 
Son  of  David,  have  mercy  upon  me."  Then 
after  a  pause,  "But  He  took  the  blind 
man  by  the  hand,  and  led  him.  That  was 
befort  his  eyes  were  opened.  Has  He  my 
hand  in  his  ?  Is  He  leading  me  ?  Then 
somehow,  somewhere,  sometime,  I  shall  see 
His  Face." 


A  CONTRAST. 

Br  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "Jokk  Halifax,  Gestleuak." 


A /J  Y  little  lady,  all  in  white, 

^  *      Do  you  want  to  know,  do  you  want 

to  know 
^Vhy  I  sit  at  this  tree-foot  out  of  the  light. 
My  crutches  by  me — a  pleasant  sight  ? 
Are  you  sorry  for  me  ?    God  made  me  so. 
My  grand  little  lady. 

Are  you  grieved   that  you  can  jump  and 
run. 
In    your    pretty  frock   and   your   d.iinty 
shoes. 
Just  where  you  like,  in  or  out  of  the  sun. 
With  lightsome  feet  and  heart  full  of  fun, 
While  I  sit  still,  as  I  cannot  choose 
Eut  sit  still,  my  lady  ? 

My  old  black  frock  bums  hot  on  my  back — 
My  shabby  frock  ;  for  it's  long  ago 

Since  mother  died,  and  trade  is  slack. 

But  I'd  rather  dress  in  any  old  sack 
Than  stint  the  children.     Do  you  know 
What  hunger  is,  lady  ? 

Ah,  I  beg  your  pardon.    Those  gentle  eyes 
Are    filling  with   tears — fast  filling   with 
tears. 
You  have  left  your  swans  unfed ;  surprise 
Is  melting  to  pity.    You're  not  too  wise, 
But  you'll  be  wiser  when  at  my  years ; 
And  you're  kind,  my  lady. 

Yes,  I'm  an  old  girl,  and  a  poor  girl  too  I 
Ah,  I've  had  my  share,  I've  had  my  sliare 


Of  things  unknown  to  the  like  of  you  I 

God  sees  us  both :  what  He  bids  me  do 

r  try  to  do ;  what  He  bids  me  bear 

I  bear,  my  lady. 

It's  hard  sometimes — the  hunger,  the  pain, 
And  the  little  ones'  crying— that's  worst 
of  all! 
But  I  do  my  best,  and  I  won't  complain. 
There — it's  pleasant  to  see  you  smile  again. 
Give  me  my  crutches.     No — I'll  not  fall: 
Still — thank  you,  my  lady  1 

And  though  I  sit  at  the  foot  of  the  tree. 

And  you  o'er  the  meadows  run  and  shout. 
There's  the  same  warm  sun  for  you  and  me, 
The  same  spring  birds  singing  merrily. 
It  is  good  to  watch  you  dancing  about, 
My  bright  little  lady. 

'Twould  not  make  me  happy  to  make  you 
sad  ; 
And  1  don't  like  pity;  and  God  is  kind. 
If  I  your  park  and  your  castle  had, 
With  no  little  sisters  to  make  me  glad, 
No  father  to  love  me — to  my  mind 
'Twould  be  dull,  my  lady. 

So  let  each  of  us  go  our  appointed  way 

Safe  to  the  end,  safe  to  the  end ; 
Good  at  our  work  and  good  at  our  play. 
Should  you  pass  my  door  again  some  day, 
I'll  be  glad  to  see  you,  my  grand  young 
friend — 

My  sweet  little  lady. 

LMj    z,.t;:V,v'v._-ii^_ 
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HIS  WAYS  IN  THE  WILDERNESS. 

Jt  ^tttiftiition  tot  «  gitto  Star, 
Br  THE  LATE  Rev.  WILLIAM  ROBERTSON. 


'linn  a  Hate  her  and  brine  Ii(T  into  the  witdcnci 

IT  is  a  well-lcDOwn  thought  that,  if  a  man 
had  disclosed  to  him  his  future  of  a  few 
veeka  or  years  forward,  he  could  not,  in 
manj'  cases,  loolc  into  it  and  live.  The 
<lisasteis  of  the  path — ^clcness,  bereavement, 
loss  of  means,  sudden  death  of  himself  in 
the  midst  of  hopes  and  manhood, — these 
and  suchlike  discoveries,  into  which  his  feet 
advance,  would  utterly  overwhelm  him,  and 
bring  the  prayer  to  his  lips,  "  O  God,  spare 
me  that  way  of  the  wilderness  and  the  flood ! " 
And  yet,  strangely,  it  is  not  less  true  that, 
after  a  man  has  passed  through  some  space 
of  such  a  desert  path,  encountered  manifold 
trials,  like  his  blessed  Master  has  been 
"stricken,  smitten  of  God,  and  afflicted,"  he 
not  only  comes  to  endure  the  hardness  pa-  j 
tiently  and  well,  but  looking  back  from  point 
to  point  as  he  goes  on,  and  specially  from 
the  last  height  of  ail,  when,  in  his  soul, 
patience  has  had  its  perfect  work,  he  sees  the 
iray  he  could  not  in  prospect  have  borne,  in 
rttrospeci  a  very  path  of  light,  goodness  and 
mercy  marking  it  with  their  golden  foot- 
prints, and  such  blessing  gathered  from  it  as 
he  never  could  have  reaped  had  his  path 
been  that  of  mere  earthly  sunniness  and 
peace.  He  therefore  thanks  God  fervently, 
at  last,  for  the  thing  that  would  have  scared 
him,  had  God  beforehand,  like  the  prophet's 
scroll,  unloosed  the  tale. 

Moses  was  an  eminent  illustration  of  what 
I  say.  How  could  he  have  stood  the  sight 
of  the  one  hundredth  part  of  those  trials  and 
sorrows  which  darkened  his  leadership  of 
Israel  through  the  desert — the  forty  years 
long  of  the  fire  and  burden  of  a  whole  nation 
borne  on  his  heart — the  miseries,  and  failures, 
and  deaths,  that  strewed  the  awful  line  of 
march?  Had  that  future,  even  in  a  few  of 
its  scenes,  been  unveiled  to  him,  his  heart 
would  have  died  within  him.  But  God  led  him 
on,  so  to  speak,  blindfold,  till,  from  height  to 
height,  he  began  to  realise  in  his  courageous 
soul  the  high  argument  whereby  the  Mighty 
One  was  dealing  with  him ;  and,  on  the 
crowning  ridge  of  Pisgah,  in  the  end,  not 
only  do  we  conceive  of  Moses  as  casting  his 
gaze  forward  into  the  Canaan  he  was  not  to 
enter,  but  equally  as  looking  back  upon  the 
windings  of  the  far  desert  road  he  and  the 
hosts  he  led  had  come,  beholding  the  .track 


,  and  speaL  comfortablj  nntD  ter," — KosAi  iL  14. 

that,  at  his  start  from  Egypt,  would  have 
seemed  so  dark  and  terrible,  literally  shining 
and  blessed  with  the  footsteps  of  God,  Tra- 
vellers tell  us  there  is  a  faint  shadow  of  this 
spiritual  reality  in  nature,  when,  on  their 
climbing  upward  the  steep  mountain  path, 
they  find  the  way  rough,  and  frowning,  and 
perilous,  but,  when  again  they  look  back  on 
it  from  the  plain,  they  see  it  wind  in  and 
out  among  the  cliffs  like  a  ihread  of  silver. 
So  Moses,  on  Pisgah,  got  the  clue  of  silver 
in  his  hand,  and  ran  the  eye  back  with 
amazement  along  its  beauteous  stream.  Could 
God  otherwise  have  spoken,  or  done,  or 
blessed,  as  He  had  in  ihat  Desert  Pathway? 
Were  its  lessons  not  more  strange  and  pre- 
cious even  than  the  rest  of  the  promised  land, 
immediately  after  the  Red  Sea,  would  have 
been  ?  Did  the  man  of  God  not  give  thanks 
now — did  he  not  rejoice  in  all  his  tribula- 
tion— did  he  not  extol  God's  way  as  the 
"right  way" — and  did  he  not,  like  Simeon 
in  ages  after,  breathe  out  the  contentment 
both  of  his  life  and  his  death,  and  say, 
"  Lord,  now  Ictlest  Thou  Thy  servant  depart 
in  peace,  for  mine  eyes  have  seen  Thy  salv.i- 
tion"? 

Now,  it  is  quite  plain,  my  reader — if  yoii 
once  admit  the  thought  of  this,  the  manner 
of  God's  dealing— it  becomes  quite  plain 
why  He  not  only  leads,  but  "allures"  His 
people  into  the  wilderness.  It  is  that  He 
may  speak  comfortably  to  them,  or  rather — 
for  that  is  the  literal  reading — "speak  on 
their  heart."  It  is  that,  isolating  them  in 
silence  and  solitariness.  He  may  drop  His 
deepest  and  tenderest  voice,  slowly  and  for 
ever,  on  their  heart.  For  it  needs  one  to  be 
drawn  into  the  cold,  hard,  and  hidden  rock, 
ere  he  can  find  the  sweetest  of  the  honey  ;  it 
needs  one  to  be  drawn  into  the  wilderness, 
and  to  be  alone  and  in  its  silence,  ere  he  can 
hear  the  sweet  thrilling  whispers  of  his  blessed 
Lord  spoken  in  the  ear  of  his  soul.  That 
was  signally  the  case  with  Israel,  when  God 
allured  them  and  brought  them  out  of  Egypt, 
In  the  grossness  and  weariness  of  their  bond- 
age, in  the  din  of  Egyptian  cities,  in  the  blind 
swarm  with  which  they  hurried  every  day, 
absorbed,  to  do  their  task,  then  to  eat,  drink, 
and  again  to  lay  themselves  down  to  sleep, 
had  God  come  to  them  with  His  message 


48 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


there,  they  could  have  heard,  it  is  true,  but 
never  understood — they  might  have  gazed 
up  with  dull  eye,  but  only  to  drop  to  their 
material  life  again.  And  had  they  been 
transferred  at  a  single  step,  so  tc  speak,  into 
the  good  land,  slaves  of  Egypt  to-day,  con- 
querors of  Canaan  to-morrow,  the  sudden 
leap  into  such  a  change  of  life  would  have  so 
besotted  them  with  luxury  and  pride  that, 
had  God  spoken  to  them  there  again.  His 
accents  would  have  been  drowned.  But  the 
intermediate  desert-journey  met  God's  great 
condition.  He  held  them  there,  surrounded 
with  awfuiness,  and  so  utterly  dependent  on 
Him  that  He  could  draw  near  and  speak  to 
their  heart ;  He  could  wean  them  into  spiri- 
tual understanding ;  He  could  touch  chords 
within  them  that  never  else  would  have 
vibrated ;  He  could  speak  to  them  "  Alone 
with  them  alone."  And  was  it  not  so  in  all 
the  olden  time,  when  God  was  wont  to  throw 
His  shadow  palpably  on  human  paths— with 
Noah,  Abraham,  Isaac,  Jacob,  Moses,  Samuel, 
David,  and  all  the  prophets?  His  chosen 
spots  were  in  desert  silence.  He  allured 
them  apart,  that  there,  the  veil  being  rent. 
He  might  speak  to  ihera  heart  to  heart.  Was 
it  not  so  in  the  touching  appeal  of  Jesus 
once,  when,  with  all  the  coming  and  going, 
His  disciples  were  distracted,  and  He  said, 
"  Come  ye  )'ourseIves  apart  into  this  desert 
place,  and  rest  a  while  "  ?  as  if,  in  that  quiet, 
ihey  would  feel  dropped  into  their  souls  His 
deep  words,  as  the  silverj'  pebble  is  seen 
dropping  to  the  depth,  not  of  the  disturbed, 
but  the  clear  and  silent  pool.  Has  it  not 
been  so  with  the  Church  of  Christ  in  her 
noblest  seasons,  when  she  has  put  forth  her 
most  heavenly  virtues — in  persecution  or 
peril?  She  has  been  made  to  "forget  her 
own  people  and  her  father's  house  ; "  she  has 
been  allured,  that  is,  and  brought  into  the 
wilderness;  and  so  "her  Lord  has  greatly 
desired  her  beauty."  He  has  spoken  in  the 
thrill  of  His  love  to  her  heart.  Is  it  not  so 
with  each  Christian  life  now,  whom  God 
tempers  in  His  fiery  way?  The  stir  and 
noises  of  the  world  hinder  us,  so  that  in  the 


manifold  sound  of  outer  things,  when  all  is 
well,  we  lose  the  hearing  of  the  heavenly 
voice  altogether;  but  God  mercifully  with- 
draws us  where  we  must  hear — through  death, 
sorrow,  suffering.  He  makes  solitude  about 
the  soul ;  lover  and  friend  He  puts  far  from 
us  into  darkness ;  He  makes  us  feel  alone ; 
and  then,  in  that  awful  condition,  when  there 
("/  silence,  and  the  way  is  dark,  and  the  bur- 
den of  the  solitary  life  is  very  heavy,  He 
draws  nigh.  He  stoops  down  close  upon  us, 
as  if  coals  of  fire  were  on  His  lips  He  speaks 
to  the  very  heart  "  Did  not  our  hearts  burn 
within  us,"  cried  one  of  the  disciples,  after 
they  had  journeyed  with  the  unknown  Lord 
to  Emmaus — "  did  not  our  hearts  burn  within 
us,  as  He  talked  with  us  in  the  way?"  So 
the  hearts  burn  whom  God  leads  apart  and 
speaks  to  in  the  desert  road,  .They  awake 
to  God  as  never  otherwise  they  could  have 
done.  They  exclaim,  as  Jacob  did,  "  Surely 
the  Lord  is  in  this  place,  and  I  knew  it  not." 
And  again,  the  desert  awfuiness  and  beauty 
breaking  on  them,  as  on  him, "  How  dreadful 
is  this  place  !  This  is  none  other  but  the  house 
of  God,  and  this  is  the  gate  of  heaven  ! " 

I  mean,  then,  in  the  chapters  following,  to 
retrace  some  of  the  meiHorable  feoiprints  made 
in  the  old  Desert  Pathway  along  which  God 
led  His  people  Israel  by  the  hands  of  Moses 
and  Aaron — to  see  how,  in  each,  there  stands 
up  some  symbol  of  His  dealing  with  the 
great  multitude  He  has  led  spiritually  through 
the  wilderness  since — to  note  how  these  les- 
sons gieani  back  on  us,  full  of  fresh  and 
solemn  application  yet— and  to  gather  this, 
above  all,  that,  if  we  are  being  "  led  of  the 
Spirit  into  the  wilderness,"  we  have  at  each 
step  the  Saviour's  voice,  "  Fear  not,  I  am  with 
thee:  be  not  dismayed,  I  am  thy  God." 
He  will  ever  exhibit  to  the  fainting  pilgrim 
discoveries  of  the  grace  of  God  reserved  for 
hira  alone— to  cheer  him  with  new  light 
streaming  down  to  us  from  an  old,  old  story, 
and  to  show  him,  as  we  travel  in  the  ruins 
of  the  past,  tliat  "the  wilderness  and  the 
solitary  place  is  glad,  that  the  desert  dots 
rejoice,  and  blossom  as  tlie  rose." 
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I  gather  and  grow,  while  the  waves  awake, 
Surging  and  seething  I  crest  and  break. 
For  the  growing  gust  that  mortals  dread 
Is  the  spirit  that  wakes  us  from  tlie  dead. 

A  last  gleam  glows  in  the  fiery  west, 
'I'o  gild  the  curve  of  my  curling  crest ; 
Eut  the  night  is  nearing,  when  I  may  work 
The  dread  designs  that  in  me  lurk. 
Aha  !  and  a  shimmer  of  shining  spray 
I  scatter  around  on  my  rapid  way  ! 
'Tis  a  last,  light  laugh,  and  on  the  shore 
Crashing  I  dash  in  a  wild  uproar. 

Back  and  away  o'er  the  cresting  waves  I 
High  is  the  beach  my  white  foam  laves. 


Backwards  again,  in  a  glorious  whole. 
To  mingle  myself  in  the  ocean's  soul ; 
To  crash  again  on  the  shuddering  shore. 
To  hush,  the  world  with  the  mad  uproar, 
To  crest  at  last  in  triumphant  death. 
To  die  in  spray  on  the  south  wind's  breath. 

To  die — for  greater  is  man  than  we. 
In  heav'n,  'tis  said,  there  shall  be  no  sea. 
No  storms,  no  waves  to  ^age.     Alas  ! 
Man  will  abide ;  but  we  shall  pass. 
Then  reek  your  rage  with  me,  O  waves  1 
If  man  is  immortal,  the  ocean  has  graves  ! 
We'll  use  our  strength  while  still  we  can. 
For  here  we  are  mightier  yet  than  man  ! 

H.    J,   OJIEEOD. 


BOY    BRIGADES. 

By  Uks.   CHARLES    GARNETT. 

NO.   I. — STREET  ORPERLIES. 


\  X  7HAT  a  wonderful  city  London  is  !  To 
»  *  the  mind  of  one  who  but  seldom 
visits  the  mighty  metropolis  of  the  world,  its 
name  raises  a  crowd  of  ideas,  a  sense  of 
overwhelming  confusion,  something  like  that 
produced  upon  a  sensitive  child  suddenly 
admitted  into  a  great  engine-house.  The 
child  stands  gazing  in  wonder  at  the  regular 
rise  and  fall  of  the  enormous  pistons,  the 
dazzling  rapidity  with  which  the  large  wheels 
fly  round,  and,  deafened  by  the  thunder  of 
the  engines,  he  comes  out  into  the  still  after- 
noon air,  and  gazes — half-dazed  and  wholly 
uncomprehending  the  wonders  of  power  and 
use  which  he  has  left  behind  him  in  tlie  time- 
blackened  building— upon  thefamiliar  beauties 
of  the  hedgerows  and  the  clouds,  and  is  glad 
to  have  escaped  into  sweet,  familiar  nature. 
Then  others  there  are  who  visit  London  for 
their  pleasure,  and  at  least  once  a  year  spend 
some  weeks  there.  The  name  of  "  London  " 
reminds  them  of  parks  with  noble  trees, 
sheets  of  gleaming  water  where  children  sail 
boats,  drives  crowded  with  ten  thousand 
carriages,  long  lines  of  palaces,  streets  whose 
shops  gleam  with  the  collected  riches  and 
luxuries  of  the  whole  earth  ; 

Of  night  turned  into  day  in  theatres,  operas 
where  divinest  music  trembles  in  the  air,  ball- 
rooms, and  a  hundred  other  forms  and  resorts 
of  pleasure; 

Of  battles  fought  and  victories  won  at  Hen- 
ley, Wimbledon,  or  Lord's,  and  of  yet  greater 
and  more  serious  ones  where  older  players 
enter  the  field  at  Westminster,  with,  not  a  na- 
tion, fcwt  the  whole  world,  watching  the  game ! 


Such  is  London  to  those  who  know  bul 
little  of  it;  and  then  leaving  it  jaded  and 
disappointed,  they  wonder  at  its  rapid  growth, 
and  how  any  one  can  always  live  there. 
They  wonder  that  Blackheatb,  Clapham, 
Putney,  and  Highgate  are  no  longer  in  the 
country,  and  ask.  When  will  it  stop?  what  will 
it  become  ? 

Ah  !  what  indeed  ! 

The  magnetism  of  London  is  its  over- 
whelming vitality,  its  intense  humanity;  it 
grows  by  absorbing— it  absorbs  because  it 
grows.  This  is  the  unsuspected  secret — the 
attractive  force  of  masses — which  naakes  a 
Londoner  out  of  his  element  if  he  leaves  his 
even  poor  East-end  home  ;  and  which  draws 
towards  itself  much  of  the  keenest  intellect 
and  the  fullest  vigour  of  the  provinces. 

And  the  heart  of  London  is  the  City. 

Through  the  great  body  corporate  the 
warm  life-blood  pulsates,  flowing  backwards 
and  forwards  through  the  City,  giving  life 
equally  to  the  beautiful  crowned  head  and 
the  mud-bespattered  feet  London  tries  to 
hide  away.  So  we  ask  you  to  come  to-day 
with  us  into  the  City,  and  to  look  with  us  at 
some  noble  work  which  has  been  and  is 
being  done  there  —  the  noblest  work  to 
which  human  creatures  can  put  their  hands, 
for  it  is  divine— work  for  Christ! 

It  has  somewhat  been  the  fashion  to  sneer 
at  our  grand  metropolis,  and  compare  it  un- 
favourably with  the  capitals  of  other  coun- 
tries. Why  cannot  Englishmen  be  just? 
Honestly,  is  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  to  be 
compared  to  Kensington  Gardens  ?  Is  there  a 
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more  picturesque  street  in  the  world  than 
Piccadilly,  as  you  turn  your  horses'  heads 
and  slowly  drive  homewards  from  Bond 
Street  to  Queen's  Gate  ?  Look  at  that  belt 
of  yellow  light  beyond  the  distant  trees  of 
Hyde  Park ;  see  the  long,  undulating,  twink- 
ling line  of  gas-lamps,  the  varied  facades  of 
the  palace  mansions  on  the  one  hand,  the 
tender  varied  greens  of  the  trees  and  g^ass 
on  the  other !  Surely  Turner  and  Clara 
Montalba  have  seen,  if  we  cannot  own  it, 
that  the  Thames  is  beautiful  I  And  if  our 
public  buildings  could  be  suddenly  spirited 
into  foreign  cities,  and  pitched  down  in  some 
evil-smelling,  undrained  street,  where  their 
beauties  could  be  pointed  out  to  us  by  un- 
washed cicerones,  should  we  not  rush  off  in 
.1  crowd  to  admire  them?  Bul^but  then 
these  and  a  thousand  other  good  things  are 
— only  in  London. 

Yes ;  and  only  in  Loudon  (or  in  other 
towns  in  our  own  land,  and  then  but  as  off- 
shoots) can  Boy  Brigades  be  found ;  and  it 
is  on  a  visit  to  one  of  these  Boy  Brigades 
that  we  ask  you  to  come  with  us  to-day. 

Boy  Brigades  are  not  charities  in  the  sense 
of  giving  alms.  They  do  not  pick  children 
from  the  gutter,  keep  them  in  comfort  for  a 
few  years,  and  then  throw  thera  back  on 
society  to  stand  or  fall  as  they  are  able,  or 
as  a  half-learat  trade  may  help  thera  to  do. 

But  they  are  cliarities,  and  noble  ones,  in 
the  sense  of  opening  a  door  of  industry, 
honesty,  and  independence,  to  boys  who, 
without  such  an  opportunity,  would  by  the 
very  force  of  the  circumstances  of  their  lives, 
grow  up  idle,  dishonest,  vicious,  and  end 
finally  as  paupers  or  thieves. 

Perhaps  the  least  known  of  these  Boy 
Brigades  is  that  of  the  Street  Orderly  Boys, 
employed  by  the  Commissioners  of  the  City 
of  London. 

For  in  spite  of  all  the  grumbles  one  hears 
of  the  dirt  of  London,  few  cities  are  so  well 
or  so  constantly  cleaned  as  it  is. 

Passing  up  Ludgate  Hill  or  along  Cheap- 
side,  slowly  making  your  way  through  the 
crowd  on  the  footway,  you  will  notice,  dart- 
ing in  and  out  amongst  the  cabs  and  behind 
the  omnibuses,  many  bright,  quick  boys, 
each  one  of  whom  is  armed  with  a  tin  dust- 
pan (like  a  housemaid's,  only  with  a  strap 
instead  of  a  wooden  handle)  and  a  brush. 
Wherever  any  dirt  falls  the  young  cJeaner 
quickly  sweeps  it  up,  and  deposits  it  in  one 
of  the  bins  on  the  foot-path  ;  and  every  now 
and  then  these  receptacles  are  cleared  out  by 
the  dustmen, and  their  contents  taken  away  in 
the  dust-carts  belonging  to  the  Corporation. 


The  men  who  do  this,  and  the  boys  whose 
employment  we  have  described,  are  members 
of  the  Street  Orderlies,  and  each  of  these 
lads  is  earning  an  honest  livelihood  as  an 
employ^  of  the  Worshipful  the  Lord  Mayor. 

As  the  boys  rush  about  in  the  busy  street, 
we  wonder  as  we  watch  them  that  some 
serious  accident  does  not  occur. 

"  Do  you  never  get  knocked  down,  my 
boy  ? "  we  asked  one  venturesome  young 
person,  who,  with  a  red  face,  is  just  now 
standing  near  us. 

"  Not  orften.  You  see  us  keeps  to  the 
line  of  traffic.  My  side's  up  ;  my  mate  over 
yonder's  down;  only  sometimes  one  of  them 
'ansoms  cuts  out  of  'is  line  across.  Bill, 
there,  got  runned  down  that  way  last  week," 
pointing  with  his  brush  to  his  friend,  who, 
upon  all  fours,  was  executing  a  rapid 
scrambling  sweep-up,  with  an  omnibus  and 
two  cabs  bearing  down  upon  him. 

"  It  looks  very  dangerous,"  we  say  doubt- 
fully. 

"  Not  so  werry ;  only  a  chap  can't  'ave  eyes- 
at  the  back  of  'is  'ead  as  well  as  in  'is  face." 

"  Now  then,  hout  of  the  way,  young  gaol- 
bird," cried  a  voice  up  above  in  the  air,  and 
the  crack  of  a  whip  followed. 

The  boy  whose  conversation  we  were  en- 
joying in  gasps  had  disappeared  in  the 
middle  of  the  roadway,  but  we  recognised 
the  tones  of  his  shrill  voice — 

"  Keep  to  yer  line,  if  yer  can  'old  yer 
broken-kneed  hup,  stupid  !  " 

Another  instant  he  was  by  our  side  again, 
for  we  had  moved  a  short  distance  up  the 
hill.  A  very  tall  gentleman  stood  near  us 
now,  with  a  kind  face,  grey  hair,  and  light 
overcoat.  Our  street-sweeper  grinned  and 
touched  his  cap  as  he  saw  him. 

"You  should  not  be  saucy,  Jim.  Re- 
member what  I  saw  you  do  the  other  day." 
The  boy  hung  his  head. 

"  I  wanted  to  be  quick,  sir,  and  him  was 
out  of 'is  line." 

"Yes,  yes;  I  have  been  watching  you. 
You're  doing  nicely,"  and  the  gentleman's 
hand  went  into  his  overcoat  pocket,  and 
placing  a  new  penny  in  the  boy's  palm,  he 
turned  the  corner  and  walked  across  St. 
Paul's  Churchyard. 

"  Well,  Jim,  what  is  it?"  we  asked;  "and 
who  was  that  ?  " 

"  Why,  our  Mr.  Swale ;  he's  our  guv'nor. 
He  gives  us  these  new  brownies  when  he's 
pleased  with  us.  I  keeps  mine  carelul.  I've 
got  four.  Mother  made  me  a  bag  lor  'em, 
and  I  rubs  'em  on  a  Sunday  a  bit." 

"What  did  he  say  he'd  seen  you^do  ?"    [^> 
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The  boy  turned  red. 

"  Well,  you  see,  one  day  by  the  Mansion 
'ouse,  that  same  chap  sauced  me,  and  I  u[)s 
and  threw  niy  brush  at  'is  'ead,  and  he 
bobbed,  and  it  went  within  'alf  a  hinch  of  Sir 
Robert  Garden's — did  !  as  sure  as  I'se  here.' 

His  eyes  were  round  as  he  stared  up  into 
our  face  to  see  the  effect  of  the  dreadful 
narrative,  but  we  could  only  laugh,  in  which 
he  joined  as,  placing  a  threepenny  bit  in  his 
hand,  we  followed  his  friend  Mr.  Swale.  The 
very  person  we  were  wishful  to  meet.  Easy 
to  follow,  for,  Uke  King  Saul,  the  good  m 
head  rose  above  the  people,  but  not  easy  to 
overtake  was  Mr.  Swale.  However,  we  held  in 
our  hand  a  slip  of  paper  with  the  needed 
address,  56,  Londoa  Wall,  upon  it. 

No.  57,  London  Wall,  is  a  dull  building 
with  grated  windows  ;  No.  55,  a  dram  shop 
but  where  is  56  ?  Well,  we  are  informed  "  it'i 
down  there,"  and  passing  through  a  barn-like 
door,  which  crosses  an  archway,  we  find  our- 
selves in  a  sort  of  mews. 

At  the  end  of  this  yard  is  a  shed  with 
four  rows  of  boards  fixed  flat  against  the 
wall.  These  are  where  the  boys'  orderly 
hangs  up  the  tin  pan  and  brush  which  each 
street-cleaner  presently  will  bring  in.  We 
look  round  and  see  a  small  place  dignified 
by  the  name  of  office;  in  it  we  find  two 
clerks  willing  to  give  us  information,  and 
Mr.  Bellerby,  the  foreman,  full  of  kindly 
interest  in  his  work — he  it  is  who  engages 
and  discharges  all  the  boys,  but  of  course 
with  the  ultimate  reference  to  the  "  guv'nor." 

A  door  from  the  office  opens  into  a  long 
and  dark  room.  Its  windows  look  on  the 
shed  wall,  and  rows  of  tables  and  benches 
cross  it  A  ladder  leads  to  a  loft  overhead, 
where  are  kept  brushes,  rakes,  lanterns,  boots, 
and  other  properties  appertaining  to  the  Lord 
Mayor,  or  rather  to  th,e  Commissioners  of 
the  Street  Orderlies. 

The  long  room  is  empty  just  now  save  for 
the  presence  of  a  loosely  put  together  young 
man  who  is  eating  his  dinner  out  of  a  basin, 
and  another  younger  one  who  stands  list- 
lessly with  his  back  against  the  wall  waiting. 
Our  foreman  points  to  him. 

"  Now,  ma'am,  there's  a  shameful  case. 
That  boy's  just  out  of  prison." 

"  What  lias  he  been  doing  ?  " 

"  Only  sleeping  out  of  doors  because  he'd 
no  money.  We  don't  pay  until  Friday  after- 
noon— if  you  wait  till  five  o'clock  you'll  see 
all  the  lads.  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  that  boy 
is  a  clever  fellow,  and  we  have  7s.  rod.  in 
our  books  to  his  credit." 

"  I  should  like  to  speak  to  him.     So,  my 


boy,  you've  been  in  prison.  When  did  you 
come  out  ? " 

"  Three  hours  ago,  mum." 

"  \Vhy  were  you  taken  up  ?  " 

Then  in  broken  sentences  came  out  piece- 
meal a  pathetic  little  history.  This  boy  had 
been  in  the  Cleaning  Brigade  before,  but  had 
tried  to  "better  himself"  by  following  Pick- 
ford's  vans,  had  failed,  had  obtained  a  job 
at  the  wharfs,  said  job  completed,  had  no 
other  course  but  to  come  back  to  his  old 
work,  was  kindly  received  by  our  foreman, 
and  placed  on  a  station.  He  worked  at  it 
steadily  up  to  Thursday  afternoon,  slept  on 
Thursday  night,  as  he  had  done  three  pre- 
vious nights,  in  an  empty  waggon  under  a  rail- 
way arch,  but  was  found  by  a  policeman  and 
sent  by  the  magistrates  to  prison  for  a  fort- 
night. "  Would  have  been  in  all  the  time 
but  '  our  guv'nor  '  had  taken  a  deal  o'  trouble, 
and  seen  about  it.  So  they'd  mended  his 
shoes  in  prison,  and  let  him  out  to-day." 

"  But  why  did  you  not  go  home  to  sleep?'' 

He  hung  his  head  as  he  had  done  when 
he  told  us  he  was  just  out  of  gaol,  but  in  a 
different  way,  and  mumbled,  "  Mother's  a 
widow,  there  is  a  lot  of  little  kids,  and  I'd 
nothing  to  take  her;  meant  to  go  home  on 
Friday,  after  pay." 

"  Then  how  did  you  get  your  food  all  the 
week  ?  " 

"  The  other  boys  gave  me  a  few  coppers ! " 

Was  not  this  true  charity  ?  We  learn  by 
inquiry  from  the  superintendent  that  this 
kindness  to  each  other  is  common  among 
the  lads,  and  their  kind  generosity  is  never 
misplaced.  Poor  as  they  are,  out  of  their 
poverty  they  readily  find  something  to  spare 
for  a  struggling  "mate."  Do  we  who  are 
blessed  with  so  many  advantages  of  position, 
education,  and  property,  so  superior  to  any- 
thing they  possess,  do  as  well  ? 

It  is  a  serious  consideration,  and  one  which 
ought  not  to  be  shirked.  What  does  society 
as  such  do  for  these  boys,  and  others  like 
these  ?  Is  real  help  offered  them  when  they 
need  it  ?  or  is  it  not  rather  the  fact  that  the 
choice  offered  to  them  in  their  bitter  struggle 
for  livelihood  is  only  too  frequently  one 
between  pauperism  and  crime  ? 

Is  it  not  a  disgraceful  shame  that  the  laws 
of  the  most  Christian  and  civilised  country 
in  the  world,  laws  which  are  framed  for  the 
very  purpose  of  defending  the  weak  and  put- 
ting right  above  might,  should,  as  we  all  know 
they  too  often  do,  bear  with  a  crushing  weight 
of  oppression  and  wrong  on  the  two  weakest 
sections  of  our  population — the  women  and 
the   children  ?    Just  those  who^  h^Yipg  ^o 
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power  to  defend  themselves,  should  be  de- 
fended by  legal  protection,  are  those  whom 
our  laws  ignore.  Had  women  and  children 
no  need  of  protection,  had  they  the  power 
legally  or  physically  of  looking  after  their  own 
interests,  would  those  interests  remain  as 
they  now  stand  ?  As  our  just  laws  now  act, 
any  day  we  can  see  a  heavier  penalty  in- 
flicted on  a  thief  who  has  stolen  five  shillings 
than  on  a  man  who  has  tortured  his  miserable 
and  helpless  wife  and  children  for  years, 
making  theii  very  existence  a  curse  to  them. 
We  can  see  the  shame-brand  of  the  gaol 
stamped  on  a  child  who  has  in  truth  done  no 
wrong  toany  one,  and  whose  destitution  surely 
should  entitle  him  to  some  shelter  more  fitting 
to  bis  childhood  than  a  prison  cell.  Police- 
men have  far  too  much  power,  our  servants 
are  becoming  our  masters,  and  a  very  serious 
evil  their  officiousness  has  become. 

We  had  not  lef^  the  walls  of  the  City 
Scavengers'  Dep6t  without  coming  across 
another  case  of  legal  "  mistake." 

A  boy  who  was  rescued  and  "  brought  up  " 
in  the  Street-Cleaning  Brigade,  and  had  be- 
come a  dustman,  with  earnings  of  about  30s. 
a  week,  went  one  bank  holiday  off  with  his 
wife  to  Dartford  for  a  day's  out.  And  there  a 
policeman,  more  energetic  than  wise,  pounced 
upon  him  as  an  apple-stealer,  and  forthwith 
marched  him  off  to  prison.  Imagine  the  as- 
tonishment as  well  as  indignation  of  his  kind 
friend  Mr.  Swale,  who  had  known  the  young 
man  for  twelve  years,  and  had  always  found 
him  honest,  both  as  a  lad  and  as  a  man, 
to  hear  this.  He  went  down  to  Dartford, 
bad  the  case  thoroughly  investi^ted,  con- 
vinced the  magistrate  of  the  prisoner's 
thorough  innocence,  and  saw  him  set  at 
liberty  and  allowed  to  return  to  his  work, 
receiving  all  the  comfort  and  compensation 
he  could  get  for  live  days'  imprisonment  out 
of  the  assurance,  "it  had  been  a  mistake." 

Speaking  of  the  men,  we  may  here  remark 
that  about  one  hundred  and  fifty  of  them  are 
employed  by  the  Commissioners,  and  the 
best  of  these  are  those  who  have  risen  from 
the  Boys'  Brigade.  This  is  easily  to  be  ac- 
counted for  by  the  training  they  there  receive. 
Twelve  years  ago,  when  Mr.  Swale  took  the 
management,  the  Brigade  did  not  exist ;  and 
now,  to  quote  the  words  he  so  earnestly  said 
to  us,  "  We  have  from  fifty  to  one  hundred 
men  in  our  employ,  who  have  grown  from 
boys  to  men  with  us,  who  are  an  honour  to 
the  working  class  of  London  ;  and,  with  all 
their  faults,  I  should  be  soiry  if  anything 
arose  to  part  us.  But,  whenever  any  one  of 
them  wi^es   to  improve  his   position,   he 


cornea  at  once  for  my  counsel  and  aid.' 
What  words  could  more  truly  tell  of  useful. 
ness! 

The  word  "  scavenger,"  although  a  proper 
word  for  the  employment  of  the  men,  has 
been  associated  in  the  minds  of  the  people 
with  thieves  and  paupers;  therefore, yeara ago 
there  was  much  difficulty  in  getting  respect- 
able men  to  undertake  it  —  a  difficulty  ob- 
viated now  by  the  Brigade  Boys  as  the  lads 
grow  up. 

Understanding  that  honest  labour  must  be 
respected,  and  that  the  pay  is  equal,  if  not 
somewhat  in  excess,  of  most  unskilled  work 
in  the  country,  they  are  content  when  they 
become  men  to  continue  in  the  employment. 
.\s  boys  they  learn  in  the  Brigade  to  be  quick 
and  industrious,  and  so  make  smart  men. 
But  all  this  is  of  comparatively  late  date. 

jn  the  year  1S68  the  Brigade  did  not  exist. 
It  is  true  that  already  the  necessity  of  keep- 
ing the  crowded  roadways  of  the  City  clean 
had  been  discovered,  and  scavengers  were 
already  at  work.  Though  then  neither  so 
many  men,  nor  the  eighty  horses  now  needed, 
were  required,  for  the  work  was  not  so 
thoroughly  done.  It  is  a  mistake  Co  suppose 
that  sand  or  gravel  laid  on  the  roads  helps 
the  horses  up  the  rise  of  Fleet  Street  or  Lud- 
gate  Hill,  for  under  their  innumerable  hoofs 
it  is  quickly  crushed  to  powder,  making  in 
winter  the  aspbalte  pavement  (in  particular) 
very  greasy,  while  in  summer  the  water  carts 
convert  it  quickly  into  just  as  slippery  mud ; 
but  kind-hearted  (though  mistaken)  rate- 
payers are  convinced  that  gravel  is  the  right 
thing,  and,  therefore,  gravel  must  be  laid, 
and  is.  The  real  preventive  for  dust  in  dry 
weather,  and  mud  in  wet,  however,  is  cleanli- 
ness. If  the  litter  is  left,  it  gets  rolled  over 
so  much  that  it  cannot  be  removed,  as  now  is 
to  be  seen  at  Shoreditch,  and  then  nothing 
save  heavy  rain  can  cleanse  the  streets. 

So  even  twelve  years  ago  a  few  boys  were 
employed  to  sweep  where  the  men  could  not 
go,  and  an  overlooker,  armed  with  a  whip, 
kept  them  in  order — or  was  supposed  to  do 
so — at  the  Depot.  Of  course,  the  youngsters 
did  as  little  as  they  could,  and  dodged  as 
much  as  possible.  The  new  governor — a 
Sunday-school  teacher  from  his  boyhood — 
brought  a  wiser  head  and  a  warmer  heart  to 
the  work.  He  loves  the  Brigade  Boys,  and 
cares  for  them  in  a  practical,  sensible  way- 
He  has  the  honour  (for  what  distinction  can 
be  so  high  ?}  of  fellowship  in  the  Divine 
Master's  life,  and  the  result  has  been  t' 
success  which  true  following  of  Christ  e 
brings.     The   outcome   has  been  a  two* 
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benefit-  one    to   the   City  df  London,   the 
other  to  the  boys  themselves. 

The  City  profits,  firstly,  by  having  its 
crowded  streets  kept  wonderfully  dean  at  a 
cheap  outlay;  secondly,  by  training,  as  we 
have  shown,  in  the  ranks  of  the  Street-clean- 
ing Brigade  a  number  of  excellent  and  reliable 
scavengers,  thoroughly  up  to  their  work; 
■and,  thirdly,  by  saving  the  cost  which  a 
number  of  thieves  or  paupers  would  entail 
upoii  the  community. 

Jhe  benefit  to  the  boys  themselves  will 
best  be  shown  by  stating  what  is  done  for 
them,  and  what  they  are  required  to  do- 
No  boy  is  received  into  the  Brigade  under 
the  age  of  twelve  years,  that  is,  they  must  be 
"  clear  of  the  School  Board,"  having  passed 
the  required  standard.  A  few  are  the  chil- 
dren of  ixior  though  respectable  parents,  but 
the  larger  number  are  from  the  very  lowest 
strata  of  society.  Boys  come  with  the  imbued 
stamp  of  thief  branded  on  their  young  faces, 
with  weak  frames,  and  sharp,  quick-glancing 
eyes,  with  but  little  strength,  but  possessing 
much  mental  acuteness.  They  enter  upon  a 
healthy,  active  life,  where  all  that  is  best  in 
them  is  brought  forward  and  kindly  encou- 
raged. Three  overlookers  are  specially  ap- 
pointed to  look  after  them,  and  perambulate 
the  streets,  keeping  a  very  keen  eye  upon  the 
various  stations.  The  whip  was  banished  when 
the  Brigade  was  formed,  but  with  a  smile  Mr. 
Swale  tells  us  he  leaves  the  scoldings  to 
these  inspectors.  Seldom  any  serious  com- 
plaints have  to  be  preferral  against  the 
lads ;  their  faults  are  the  faults  of  all  lads  ; 
playing  truant  and  "  latkishness "  are  their 
sins.  They  are  honest  in  a  remarkable 
degree,  considering  their  antecedents.  At 
first  they  tell  lies,  but  this  is  no  cause  for 
dismissal,  but  for  patience  and  disbelief;  and 
presently  they  learn  that  facts  speak  louder 
than  words,  and  that  if  their  work  is  neglected, 
or  they  are  not  on  their  stations  when  the 
inspector  comes  on  his  uncertain  round,  the 
most  cleverly  invented  tale  will  not  ward  off 
the  merited  fine  sure  to  be  inflicted  next 
Friday.  And  so  in  time  they  give  it  up  as  a 
bad  job,  and  become  truthful  unconsciously. 
Then  after  a  time  they  feel  put  on  their 
honour,  and  become  ambitious  of  the 
governor's  approving  smile  and  word,  and  of 
later  on  a  rise  in  life.  So  ihey  are  rescued. 
Boys  who  once  "could  hardly  hang  to- 
gether," are  now  respectable  and  useful  men. 
Their  wages  depend  upon  their  quickness  and 
industry.  At  first  they  earn  6s.  a  week ; 
then  from  8s.  to  9s.  If  a  boy  runs  away 
from  his  station,  2d.  or  3d,  is  knocked  off 


his  day's  wages ;  if,  on  the  other  hand,  he 

works  part  of  a  vacant  station  as  well  as  his 
own,  he  gets  an  extra  ad.  or  3d.  Thus,  seven 
boys  work  Cheapside;  supposing  the  in- 
spector finds  one  of  these,  say  number  three, 
idling,  he  will  send  him  away  for  the  day  as  a 
punishment ;  on  the  Friday  following  that  boy 
will  lose  one  day's  pay,  but  numbers  two  and 
four  will  have  earned  something  extm.  Then 
too  there  are  other  rewards  of  merit.  Many 
of  these  poor  children  come  terribly  ragged. 
We  were  shown  a  store  of  excellent  corded 
trousers,  lined  throughout  warmly  ;  of  strong 
holiand  jackets  for  summer  wear,  and  thick 
blue  woollen  blouses  for  cold  winter  weather. 
A  boy  who  does  well  is  permitted  to  buy  a 
pair  of  6s.  trousers  for  4s.,  a  as.  3d.  jacket 
tor  IS.  6d.,  a  guernsey  or  blouse,  whose  cost 
is  4s.,  for  IS. 

All  the  boys  have  to  be  on  their  stations 
at  eight  o'clock ;  if  a  boy,  however,  is 
required  to  go  earlier,  as  a  few  are,  then 
they  receive  some  additional  pence;  also, 
if  a  stormy  day  renders  it  impossible  for 
the  boys  to  remain  out  of  doors,  then  they 
are  sent  home,  but  their  wages  are  paid. 
If  an  improvement  in  the  system  which  has 
done  so  much  for  these  poor  boys  might  be 
suggested  by  an  outsider,  it  would  be  that  a 
reading  and  amusement  room  should  be  pro- 
vided for  them,  to  which  they  m^t  resort 
on  wet  days  and  in  the  evening ;  for  what 
sad  backgrounds  to  their  new  lives  the  old 
homes — if  they  can  be  called  such — are  ? 
Fathers  come  bringing  a  third  child,  having 
felt  the  advantage  of  the  wages  received  by 
two  elder  ones,  and  tell  lies  before  their  boys 
about  the  third  one's  age.  Drunken  mothers 
waylay  the  lads  to  take  their  wages  from  them. 
And  the  poor  boys  used  to  come  so  constantly 
hungry  in  the  mornings  to  their  day's  work, 
that  the  Commissioners  have  ordered  that  a 
pint  of  hot  coffee  shall  be  given  to  each  one 
before  he  goes  to  his  station.  The  coat  is 
not  much,  and  great  misery  is  saved. 

It  is  wonderful,  as  Mr.  Swale  quietly  re- 
marked, to  look  back  up)on  the  past  twelve 
years,  and  to  notice  how  God's  care  has  been 
shielding  these  lads  in  their  dangerous  occu- 
pation. During  all  that  time  only  one  fatal 
accident  has  occurred,  and  not  one  limb  has 
been  lost.  When  an  accident  ^'nfy  happen,  it 
is  seldom  the  boy's  fault,  for  they  are  so  used 
to  going  wi/h  the  traffic,  that  it  is  only  when 
a  hansom  driver  crosses  out  of  his  proper 
track  that  they  are  taken  unawares  and 
knocked  down;  even  when  this  is  the  case, 
they  have  remarkable  escapes.  The  other 
day  a  lad  rolled  under  a  cart,  which  went 
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over  his  body,  and  yet  he  was  able  to  come 
to  his  work  next  morning!  Of  course,  the 
most  experienced  boys  are  put  in  the  worst 
places.  .Tiiey  have  a  good  deal  to  suffer 
Irom  thoughtless  or  unkind  drivers ;  many 
an  unnecessary  cut  of  the  whip,  and  many  a 
cruel  word  is  given  them,  then  the  boys 
retort,  and  fare  still  worse  in  consequence. 
Yet,  Ijowever  sharp  their  tongues  to  cab- 
drivers,  in  all  his  long  experience  Mr.  Swale 
has  never  received  one  rude  word. 

But  now  our  pleasant  talk  with  the  super- 
intendent and  inspectors  must  end,  for  five 
o'clock  draws  near,  and  the  men  and  boys 
are  crowding  into  the  long,  dark  room  beyond 
the  pay-office. 

We  were  shown  the  books.  The  vagrant 
element  shows  itself  here  and  there,  for  even 
the  best  names  have  an  occasional  blank  day. 
Against  one  or  two  a  week's  absence  or  more 
is  recorded.  "Hopping,"  explains  the  in- 
spector, "We  allow  that;  it  does  them  good," 
Another,  who  by  regularity  had  earned  the 
merit  reward  of  2s,  on  a  new  pair  of  trousers, 
had  lost  it  by  two  days'  truant  at  the  end. 

"  Why  do  you  pay  them  on  Friday  instead 
of  Saturday  ?  "  we  ask  Mr.  Bellerby. 

"Because  we  count  from  Thursday  to 
Thursday,  so  that  we  have  two  days  towards 
the  next  week  in  hand.  If  we  paid  from 
Saturday  to  Saturday  we  should  never  get 
half  of  them  back  again.  Now  they  come,  for 
they  feel  they  have  already  done  two  days  of 
their  coming  week.  It  is  bad  enough  as  it  is! 
On  a  fine  day  or  a  special  holiday  we  often 
have  from  twenty  to  thirty  playing  truant." 

The  pay-window  is  opened.  The  men  are 
paid,  and  now  the  boys'  turn  comes.  They 
take  their  money  with  a  business-like  air  and 
go  away  carefully  counting  its  little  piles. 
Some  seem  highly  satisfied  ;  then — 

"  I  want  more  money,  sir,  Haifa  station 
on  Monday." 

"  Ix)st  it ;  not  here  on  Wednesday." 

"  I  came  in  the  afternoon,  and  he  {t.e.  the 
overlooker)  would  not  put  me  on." 

"  Don't  pay  for  pieces  of  days."  {Explana- 
tory to  us, "  There  would  be  no  end  of  'em.") 

All  goes  quietly  for  a  dozen  more  boys. 
Then— 

"  I'm  short,  sir;  been  at  my  work  every 
day." 

A  quick  look  at  the  boot,  and  then — 

"  What  about  Monday  P" 

"  I  was  sent  away  ;  wasn't  my  fault ;  will- 
ing to  stay,  I'm  sure." 

"  Can't  keep  boys  to  be  idle,"  rejoins  Mr. 
Bellerby  ;  "  you  must  learn  to  stick  to  it,  or 
you  won't  do  for  us." 


So  away  the  boy  skulks,  and  we  laugh  ; 
'ith  yoi 


"  You  must  be  from  the  North,  i 
'  stick  to  it.' " 

"  So  I  am,  and  so  is  our  guv'nor."  And 
very  glad  we  are  to  hear  it. 

Then  we  listen  to  a  touching  tale. 

Eleven  years  ago  a  boy  joined  the  Brigade. 
His  father  was  dead.  His  mother  married 
again,  and  brought  herself  and  her  three 
children — for  she  had  also  two  little  girls — 
into  the  power  of  a  drunkard.  A  miserable 
time  followed,  and  she,  poor  woman,  soon 
sank  imder  it  and  died  ;  the  girls  went  away 
to  service,  and  no  one  but  our  Brigade  boy 
remained  with  the  drunken  step-father.  To 
the  wretched  man  the  toiling  lad  was  a 
guardian  angel.  Never  would  he  be  per- 
suaded to  remain  from  home  for  a  single 
night.  He  cared  for  and  watched  over — yes, 
and  provided  for — the  man  till  his  death. 

One  day  a  messenger  came  hastily  to  the 
Depot,  to  tell  him  the  father  bad  been  found 
dead  in  bed.  The  poor  lad  came  crying  to 
M^,  Swale  to  ask  for  a  loan  of  money  for  the 
funeral,  saying — 

"  I  don't  like  the  parish  to  bury  him," 

And  faithfully  he  repaid  his  debt.  He 
is  grown  up  now  and  is  earning  £2  a  week. 

"  Yes,"  said  his  kind  friend,  "  his  honesty 
and  genera!  character  is  equal  to  any  noble- 
man of  the  land,  I  have  seen  more  of  the 
lad  than  most,  and  he  is  to  me  a  model  man 
in  every  sense." 

We  pass  through  the  crowd  of  boys  as  we 
leave  the  Depot,  and  so  out  into  London 
Wall. 

The  week's  work  is  over.  We  say  good- 
bye to  the  Boys'  Cleaning  Brigade,  but  linger 
in  the  dull  street  yet  a  little — for  oh,  boys, 
boys  I  you  are  all  alike,  whether  the  sons  of  ' 
peers  in  "  tuck  shops  "  at  Winchester,  or  the 
members  of  the  Street-cleaning  Brigade  let 
loose  in  London  Wall— how  fond  you  are  of 
tarts  and  cakes  and  sticky  stuff  I  Men  are 
there  with  trays,  women  with  baskets,  lying 
in  wait  for  the  merit  pennies  so  dangerously 
earned,  so  quickly  spent.  Like  flies  the 
young  folks  crowd  about  the  far  from  tempt- 
ing looking  viands.  It  is  pleasant  to  watch 
thefn — pleasanter  still  to  see  more  than  one 
kind  little  man  share  his  fat  Eccles  cake  or 
solid  turnover  with  a  friend  less  fortunate 
than  himself. 

"  God  bless  the  lads,"  as  Isaac  said  of  old, 
and  may  we  humbly  add,  "  God  doubly  bless 
their  kind  friend,  Mr.  Swale,"  who,  by  His 
grace,  out  of  such  material  is  building  up 
honest  men  to  His  glory  ^iid  th«r  good. 
-  -    '•■  t^ 
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THE  TRUE  PRINCESS. 

Jt  ^torp  at  th(  Qon^iust  at  a  Sastlc. 
Bv  S.  A.  WHITEHOUSE. 


"  ^[^^'  ^'^  May,  I'm  going  to  iron  your 

■1- 'I  white  dress  for  to-night,  and  goffer 
your  tuckers,  so  I  can't  take  you  for  a  walk. 
You  must  just  get  your  hat  and  your  book, 
and  go  into  the  garden.  Don't  run  about 
and  get  hot,  and,  above  all,  don't  pick 
flowers  and  scratch  your  hands  and  arms, 
for  I  do  want  you  to  look  presentable  this 
time  ; "  and  wilh  these  words  nurse  dismissed 
her  litlle  charge  and  went  into  the  kitchen. 

May  was  not  at  all  unwilling  to  avail  her- 
self of  this  permission,  and,  running  up-stairs, 
she  had  soon  tied  on  her  broad-biimmed  hat 
and  picked  up  a  book  which  hy  open  on  the 
window-seat,  and  skipped  across  the  lawn  to 
her  favourite  nook  in  the  garden.  Here  the 
ground  sloped  up  towards  the  low  wall, 
which  separated  it  from  a  shady  lane,  and 
two  fine  beeches  stretched  their  leafy  arms 
across  it  May  loved  to  sit  here  on  the 
soft,  velvety  moss,  leaning  against  one  of  the 
beautiful  smooth  trunks,  especially  as  from 
this  comer  she  couid  watch  what  was  passing 
in  the  lane.  But  to-day  she  was  too  much 
interested  in  her  book  to  care  for  anything 
outside  it,  and  for  more  than  an  hour  she  sat 
absorbed  in  the  chivalrous  deeds  of  olden 
time — of  brave  knights  who  rescued  fair 
ladies,  and  of  princesses  who  overcame  evil 
by  the  power  of  their  goodness  and  beauty. 

At  last  the  story  was  finished,  and  May, 
with  a  little  sigh,  put  it  down  ;  and  getting 
up,  went  to  the  wall,  and  leaning  over  it, 
looked  down  the  lane.  On  the  opposite 
side  there  was  a  high  hedge,  now  lovely  with 
wild  roses,  and  with  the  promise  of  a  rich 
harvest  of  blackberries  in  the  autumn. 
Brambles  and  rose-sprays  hung  over  a  broad 
ditch,  in  winter  full  of  water,  but  now  with 
liquid  green  mud,  in  which  rushes  and  all 
kinds  of  water  plants  were  flourishing.  May 
looked  on  this  ditch  with  some  awe,  for 
nurse  reported  it  to  be  full  of  frogs  and 
newts,  and  she  had  no  liking  for  such  cold- 
blooded creatures.  But  a  family  of  ducks 
did  not  share  her  apprehension,  for  they 
were  busy  in  the  ditch  searching  for  some- 
thing eatable. 

May  did  not  care  to-day  to  watch  the 
ducks,  for  she  was  still  thinking  of  the  story 
which  she  had  just  finished,  and  wishing 
that  she  had  lived  in  such  stirring  times. 


"Ah!"  she  sighed,  "I  wish  I  could  be  a 
heroine,  and  do  something  grand  and  brave 
like  Lady  Elgiva,  when  she  saved  Wilfred 
from  the  robbers ;  but  there  are  not  any 
robbers  or  castles  now."  Just  then  her 
meditations  were 'interrupted  by  the  sound 
of  blows  and  shouts,  and  presently  a  tough 
boy  emerged  from  the  bend  of  the  road  with 
a  miserable,  half-starved  donkey  with  a  bag 
of  soot  on  its  bacL  The  poor  animal,  with 
the  perversity  that  ill-treated  creatures  often 
show,  would  walk  along  the  edge  of  the- 
ditch,  and  the  boy  gave  it  many  a  cruel 
blow  with  a  knotted  stick  which  he  carried. 

It  suddenly  occurred  to  May  that  this  was 
an  opportunity  for  the  display  of  heroism, 
and  for  following  the  example  of  her  beloved 
Lady  Elgiva  by  flying  to  the  rescue  of  the 
distressed,  though  in  this  case  the  oppressed 
was  only  a  sooty  old  donkey,  and  the  per- 
secutor a  rough,  cruel  lad.  Almost  before 
the  thought  had  passed  through  her  mind 
May  was  out  of  the  little  gate,  across  the 
road,  and  had  seized  the  bridle  of  the 
donkey.  "  Rob  Lewis,"  she  cried,  "  how  caii 
you  be  so  cruel !  Leave  off  beating  the 
donkey  this  moment." 

"  Shan't,"  said  the  boy ;  "  'tain't  your 
business  if  I  chooses  to  wallop  my  donkey." 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  said  May,  "  and  you  shjui't 
hurt  the  poor  thing." 

But  another  heavy  blow  made  the  donkey 
start  forward,  and  May  was  pushed  on  one 
side,  and,  losing  her  balance,  fell  into  the 
ditch,  creating  a  panic  among  the  ducks, 
who  quickly  dispersed,  quacking  their  asto- 
nishment". Meanwhile  Rob  and  his  donkey 
had  disappeared  down  the  lane. 

May  scrambled  out  of  the  ditch  as  fast  as 
possible,  urged  on  by  the  thought  of  the 
frogs  and  newts  which  made  it  their  habita- 
tion. When  she  reached  the  road  and 
looked  down  at  her  dress,  she  was  in  a  woe> 
ful  plight.  Her  hat  had  fallen  off  and  still 
lay  in  the  ditch ;  the  strap  of  one  little  shoe 
had  broken,  and  that  too  was  missing.  Her 
face  and  arms  smarted  with  some  long,  deep 
scratches  which  the  brambles  had  given  her, 
and  her  dress  and  stockings  were  covered 
with  duckweed  and  mud. 

Poor  May  !  she  did  not  think  what  Lady 
Elgiva  would  have  done,  if  the  robbers  had 
pushed  her  into  the  ditch ;  she  only  thought 
how  angry  nurse  would  be,  and  that  she 
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and  don't  mind  scratches."  May  brightened, 
and  lier  eyes  were  soon  dried,  her  hat  and 
shoe  rescued  from  the  ditch,  and  some  of 
the  mud  wiped  off  her  dress  with  dry  grass  ; 
and  then  she  and  her  kind  old  friend  went 
in  at  the  Htile  gate  and  through  the  pretty 
old-fashioned  garden  to  find  nurse. 

They  met  her  coming  to  call  in  her  little 
charge,  and  found  no  difficulty  in  appeasing 
her  anger ;  for  slie  dearly  loved  May,  anti 
was  sorely  distressed  to  see  the  painful 
scratches  on  her  face  and  arms.  Miss  Mer- 
ton,  May's  aunt,  gave  full  consent  to  her 
going  in  to  Mr.  Forrester's  to  tea;  and  when 
the  good  old  gentleman  said  good-bye,  he 
left  May  with  a  very  bright  face. 

And  now,  while  May  is  having  her  clothes 
changed  and  the  scratches  gently  washed,  wc 
will  see  who  she  is. 

May  Merton  was  an  orphan.  Her  parents 
had  died  about  three  years  before  the  time  of 
which  we  are  speaking.  At  first  she  had  lived 
with  an  old  uncle,  but  he  had  found  that  the 
little  girl  was  lonely  and  reeded  fresh  country 
air,  so  she  was  sent  down  to  live  with  an 
eider  sister  of  her  father,  who  had  lately 
taken  a  house  in  the  country.  There  the 
roses  soon  caine  back  to  her  cheeks,  and 
she  grew  strong  and  tall.  She  was  full  of 
life,  which  often  led  her  into  mischief;  but 
her  aunt  soon  forgave  her,  for  May  was  a 
loving,  truthful  child,  and  always  was  sorry 
for  faults  which  grieved  her  aunt  and  nurse. 
Miss  Merton  became  so  fond  of  the  child 
that  her  stay,  which  at  first  was  only  for  a 
time,  was  prolonged,  and  it  was  at  last  de- 
cided that  Westwood  should  be  her  settled 
home. 

CHAPTER  11. 

Mr,  Forrester  had  asked  that  May  might 
be  allowed  to  come  in  early  in  the  afternoon, 
so  it  was  ahout  three  o'clock  when  she  walked 
into  his  trim  garden.  There  she  found  the 
old  gentleman  busy  gardening,  for  he  was 
very  fond  of  flowers.  He  took  May  round 
the  gay  walks  and  showed  her  many  rare  and 
beautiful  plants,  and  let  her  pick  fruit  and 
flowers  for  herself.  They  visited  the  poultry- 
yard,  and  May  fed  the  pretty  hens  which 
came  crowding  round  them.  There  were 
rabbits  and  pigeons  too,  for  Mr,  Forrester 
had  a  large  heart  and  loved  every  living 
creature.  May  was  enchanted,  and  began 
to  think  that  her  morning's  adventure  was  a 
(ortunate  one,  as  this  was  much  pleasanter 
than  even  Mrs,  Vernon's  party  could  have 
been. 
At  last  the  maid  came  to  call  them  to  tea: 


and  in  the  dining-room  tJiey  found  Miss 
Janet,  Mr.  Forrester's  sister.  "  Poor  Miss 
Janet,"  many  called  her,  for  she  was  nevei 
able  to  leave  her  couch,  and  often  suffered 
great  pain  from  the  results  of  an  accident, 
which  had  happened  to  her  when  a  child. 
But  no  one  who  knew  Miss  Janet  called  hei 
poor,  for  her  face  was  full  of  peace  and  hap 
piness  ;  and  she  was  always  so  busy  in  thinfc. 
ing  for  others,  that  she  had  no  time  to  grieve 
over  her  own  troubles.  While  lying  on  her 
sofa  she  read  much,  so  that  it  was  a  pleasure 
to  talk  to  her,  while  her  pain  had  taught  her 
to  fee!  deeply  for  the  sorrows  of  others. 
Every  one  in  (rouble  came  to  Miss  Janet, 
and  went  away  more  full  of  hope  and  with 
many  beautiful  thoughts  of  comfort  and  trust 
in  God.  Those  in  joy  came  to  her  too,  and 
found  their  happiness  increased  by  her  bright 
face  and  kind  words. 

Miss  Janet  received  May  very  kindly,  and, 
after  she  had  taken  off  her  hat,  they  sat  down 
to  tea.  What  a  cozy,  happy  meal  it  was ! 
The  open  French  windows  looked  on  to  the 
pretty  lawn  and  flower-beds,  while  roses 
peeped  in  at  them  and  filled  the  room  with 
their  fragrance.  Then  old  Phoebe,  the  cook, 
had  made  some  specially  nice  cakes  for  the 
little  visitor ;  and,  to  crown  the  delights, 
Miss  Janet  asked  May  to  pour  out  tea,  and 
said  that  her  cup  was 'delicious.  Shag,  the 
Skye-teirier,  went  through  all  his  tricks  for 
May's  benefit,  while  Miss  Janet's  pet  canary 
hopped  about  the  table,  picking  up  crumbs 
of  cake,  and  even  perched  on  the  head  of 
Muft,  the  Persian  cat,  who  sat  bunched  up 
on  the  sofa  ;  for  there  was  quite  a  "happy 
family  "  in  this  household. 

Tea  was  a  long  and  delightful  meal ;  and 
when  it  was  over  there  were  fresh  pleasures 
for  the  little  girl,  for  Mr.  Forrester  brought 
out  his  stereoscope,  and  showed  her  many 
beautiful  photographs  of  places  which  he  had 
visited.  Some  were  of  fine  ruins  of  abbeys 
and  castles,  and  the  sight  of  them  led  May 
to  speak  of  the  book  she  had  been  reading, 
and  of  her  sorrow  that  the  days  of  cliivalry 
and  heroism  were  over. 

"  So  you  think  there  are  no  heroes  nowa- 
days ?  "  said  Mr.  Fortester,  smiling. 

"  I  don't  see  how  there  can  be  any,"  said 
May,  "  Things  don't  happen  as  they  used 
to  do ;  we  never  hear  now  of  fights,  and 
castles  being  taken,  and  ladies  rescued,  and 
knights  riding  about — at  least,  not  in  Eng- 
land." And  May  ended  with  a  sigh  at  the 
thought  of  the  good  things  that  ware  past. 

"Then  you  think  there  are  no  heroes  now, 
because  those  days  are  gone  ?  " 
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"  Weli,  Idon't  knowany  ;  do  you?"  asked 
May. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  smiling  at 
her  eager  face,     "  I  think  I  know  several." 

"  Oh,  Mr,  Forrester,"  cried  May,  "  do  tell 
me  who  they  are,  and  if  you  could  show  them 
to  me ;  and  do  teil  me  what  they  have 
done." 

"  You  know  one  of  whom  I  am  thinking," 
said  Mr.  Forrester  ;  "  but  perhaps  you  would 
not  call  him  a.  hero.  You  know  Mr.  Sin- 
clair?" 

'■  What  I  that  gentleman  who  is "  and 

May  stopped,  for  she  had  been  too  well 
trained  to  like  to  speak  of  the  infirmities  of 
others. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Forrester  quietly,  "  that 
geatleman  who  is  so  sadly  deformed.  I  will 
tell  you  about  him.  Till  he  was  eighteen, 
be  vas  strong,  and  straight,  and  well,  and 
full  of  life  and  fiin,  and  the  head  of  all  out- 
door games  and  pastimes.  But  one  day, 
while  riding,  he  was  thrown  from  his  horse, 
and  fell  down  the  side  of  a  steep  bank,  and 
iras  so  twisted  and  wrenched  in  his  fall  that 
it  seemed  as  if  all  his  bones  must  be  broken. 
No  one  thought  he  could  recover,  but  after 
months  of  intense  pain,  he  was  able  to  leave 
bis  bed — not  to  walk  except  with  crutches- 
ami  for  the  rest  of  his  life  to  carry  about  that 
twisted,  deformed  body.  Atfirst  he  avoided 
seeing  any  one,  except  his  own  family.  He 
shrank  from  their  pitying  looks,  and  dreaded 
the  remarks  that  strangers  would  make.'  His 
chief  comfort  was  in  music,  in  which  he  ex- 
celled ;  and  before  his  accident,  he  had 
always  helped  at  a  little  concert  given  every 
week,  in  connection  with  a  coffee-room  that 
had  been  opened  in  the  village.  Since  his 
ilbess  he  had  given  this  up,  for  he  could  not 
bring  himself  to  mount  the  platform,  and 
expose  himself  to  the  gaze  of  the  audience. 
But  one  day  he  heard  that  the  young  man 
who  had  taken  his  place  in  accompanying 
songs  and  playing  solos,  was  such  a  poor 
musician  that  the  concerts  were  a  failure,  and 
the  men  were  beginning  to  desert  the  coffee- 
room,  and  were  returning  to  the  public-house 
near  by.  That  day  Mr.  Sinclair  had  a  hard 
fight  with  himself — a  much  harder  struggle, 
my  child,  than  round  any  castle,  for  to  con- 
quer one's  self  needs  the  hardest  fight.  He 
did  conquer,  however,  and,  though  he  knew 
in  what  a  prominent  place  the  piano  stood, 
he  wrote  offering  to  take  up  his  old  work, 
^Vhen  the  evening  came,  he  went  with  much 
dread,  but  his  friends  had  moved  the  piano 
and  had  screened  it  by  a  curtain. 

"  Later  on,  when  there  was  a  great  need 


of  teachers  in  the  ragged  school,  he  offeied 
to  go  twice  a  week.  It  was  very  hard  to 
drag  his  mis-shapen  tody  up  the  room  amid 
the  titters  and  rude  remarks  of  the  rough 
boys  ;  but  he  forgot  himself  again,  and  soon 
made  the  boys  forget  his  odd  appearance,  for 
he  talked  so  kindly  to  them,  and  made  the 
lessons  so  interesting,  that  his  class  was  the 
most  popular  and  well-behaved  in  the  school. 
His  boys  always  walk  home  with  him,  and  I 
believe  would  knock  any  one  down  who 
dared  to  make  any  remarks  on  their  teacher. 
Ah,  May  I  Mr.  Sinclair  is  one  of  God's 
heroes,  for  he  is  copying  our  great  Example 
and  Hero,  and  'pleasing  rot  himself.'  It  is 
much  better  to  be  such  a  hero,  blessing  all 
around,  than  to  gain  a  great  name  by  cap- 
turing castles  and  slaying  men." 

"  Yes,  indeed  it  is,"  said  May;  "  but  I  never 
thought  of  tAai  way  of  being  a  hero.  But  do 
you  think  I  could  be  a  heroine  ?  I  should  so 
like  to  do  something  good  and  great !  " 

"Dear  May,"  said  Miss  Janet  gently,  "I 
think  it  is  best  that  we  should  not  think  oi 
ourselves ;  that  we  should  wish  to  do  what 
is  good  and  great,  not  that  we  may  be  heroes 
or  heroines,  but  because  we  wish  to  please 
God  and  help  others.  If  we  think  of  our- 
selves, we  are  apt  to  do  right  because  it  is 
seen,  and  not  because  it  is  God's  wilL  Do 
you  understand  me,  my  child?" 

"Yes,  I  think  so,"  said  May  gravely. 
"  You  mean  that  we  may  be  kind  and  good, 
because  we  think  that  other  people  will 
notice  us  and  praise  us,  while  we  ought  to  be 
so  because  it  is  right," 

"  Yes,  my  darling.  Be  a  little  servant  of 
Jesus  Christ,  and  you  mil  find  that  every 
day  brings  some  opportunity  of  pleasing 
Him,  for  no  service  is  too  small  for  His 
notice,  and  none  but  those  who  work  for 
Him  know  the  joy  of  serving  Him." 

"  And  now,"  said  Mr.  Forrester,  "  here 
comes  nurse,  so  we  must  say  good-bye." 
And  May  went  off  with  a  very  happy  face. 

CHAPTER   III. 

May  did  not  soon  forget  Miss  Janet's  kind 

words,  and  as  she  knelt  down  by  her  little 
white  bed  that  night,  she  prayed  earnestly 
that  God  would  let  her  be  His  little  servant, 
and  that  she  might  find  some  way  to  please 
Him;  and  though  at  first  this  seemed  diffi- 
cult to  do,  as  she  fell  asleep  a  text  which  she 
had  learnt  some  weeks  before  came  into  her 
mind — "  He  that  is  faithful  in  the  least,  is 
faithful  also  in  much," 

The  next  morning  it  seemed  very  hard  to 
get  up  when  nurse  came  to  call  her,  but  May 
'■"■'  "■'  ''-'  ^'^'   '^'^ 
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had  not  forgotten  last  night's  good  resolu- 
tions, and  rightly  looked  on  tliis  as  one  way 
of  serving  God.  And  as  days  and  ^¥eeks 
passed  on,  the  little  girl  found  many  ways  of 
giving  up  her  own  will,  and  doing  right  in- 
stead. She  had  many  hard  battles  with  self, 
sloth,  and  ill-humour;  but  each  victory 
gained  made  the  next  easier  to  win. 

One  pleasant  afternoon  late  in  autumn, 
May  was  busy  putting  her  own  tiny  gar- 
den in  order  for  the  winter,  under  the 
direction  of  old  John,  the  gardener,  who 
loved  the  little  girl,  and  liked  to  have  her 
with  him.  At  last,  tired  of  weeding  and 
raking,  May  went  to  the  gate  opening  into 
the  iMie — the  scene  of  her  fall.  She  was 
surprised  to  hear  the  sound  of  heavy  sobs, 
and,  peering  cautiously  through  the  gate,  she 
saw  that  they  came  from  a  dirty,  ragged  boy, 
who  was  lying  on  the  ground  with  his  face 
hidden  in  the  grass.  In  a  few  moments 
May  recc^ised  her  old  acquaintance,  Rob 
Lewis.  What  was  she  to  do?  Why  should 
she  do  anything?  She  had  not  made  him 
cry,  and  she  could  not  help  him ;  besides,  he 
had  been  so  rude  to  her,  and  then  he  was  so 
dirty;  and  May  turned  from  the  gate.  But 
conscience  whispered,  ■  "If  thine  enemy 
hunger,  feed  him ;  if  he  thirst,  give  him 
drink."  And  though  it  did  not  seem  as  if 
it  were  food  or  drink  that  Rob  wanted,  but 
kind  words  and  sympathy,  she  obeyed  the 
spirit  of  the  text,  and  opening  the  gate 
walked  rather  slowly  and  fearfully  to  where 
he  lay. 

Stooping  over  him,  she  said  gently,  "  What 
is  the  matter,  Rob  ?  " 

The  boy  started,  and,  lifting  his  begrimed, 
tear-streaked  face,  he  saw  who  it  was  who 
was  bending  over  him. 

"  Nothink,"  he  said  gniflly,  hiding  his  face 

"  But  why  are  you  crying  ?  "  asked  May, 

"  'Tain't  your  business  if  I  chooses  to  cry," 
replied  the  refractory  Rob. 

"  But  I'm  sorry  for  yon,"  said  the  little 
gitl,  bravely  persevering  in  her  efforts,  though 
her  courage  was  ebbing  away.  "Has  any 
one  hurt  you,  or  been  unkind  to  you  ?  " 

"  Look  here,"  cried  Rob,  his  eyes  flashing, 
and,  pulling  up  his  ragged  shirt-sleeve,  be 
showed  great  weals  across  his  arms.  "  That's 
what  he's  done  ! "  and  the  tears  of  grief  and 
rage  burst  out  again. 

"  Who  is  he  ?  "  cried  May  ;  "  and  why  did 
he  beat  you  ?  " 

"  Why,  my  uncle,  and  'cos  he's  drunk ; 
and  he  says  I'm  never  to  set  foot  inside  his 
door  again." 


"  But  where  are  your  father  and  mother  ?  " 
asked  his  Uttle  friend. 

"I  ain't  got  none;  they  died  five  years 
ago,  and  left  me  with  him,  and  he's  done 
nothink  but  cuff  me  ever  since." 

"Poor  Rob!"cried  May;  "you  are  like 
me.  I  have  no  father  or  mother."  And  the 
child's  heart  went  out  to  the  poor,  ragged,  dirty 
lad,  and  their  common  loss  became  a  bond 
of  sympathy  between  them.  "  But  what  are 
you  going  to  do  ?  "  she  said  after  a  pause. 

"Dunno,"  said  the  boy;  "starve,  I  sup- 
pose. Nobody  will  take  a  lad  like  me,  with 
these  bits  of  clothes," 

"  I  know  that  auntie  wants  a  boy  to  help 
old  John,  because  he  has  rheumatism  in  the 
winter;  but  she's  very  particular,  and  you 
would  have  to  be  so  clean  and  proper;"  and 
May  sighed  at  the  remembrance  of  much,  in 
her  opinion,  unnecessary  care  about  clean 
pinafores  and  smooth  hair.  "  Do  you  think, 
Rob,  if  some  one  gave  you  some  clothes, 
you  could  be  clean  and  neat,  and  help  well 
in  the  garden?" 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  Rob,  sitting  up ;  "I  could 
do  anythink  " — for  the  lad  had  a  high  idea  of 
bis  own  capacity. 

"  Well,  if  you  will  sit  here  I'll  go  and  talk 
to  Mr.  Forrester.  He  is  sure  to  know  what 
is  best  to  do." 

Fortunately  the  old  gentleman  was  in  his 
garden,  and  listened  kindly  to  May's  story. 
Miss  Janet  was  taken  into  the  council,  and 
at  last  it  was  agreed  that  Mr.  Forrester  was 
to  take  in  Rob  for  a  day  or  two,  buy  him 
some  clothes,  and  try  to  persuade  Miss  Mer- 
ton  to  employ  him.  Miss  Janet  produced 
scmie  shirts  from  her  store  of  work,  which 
only  needed  finishing  off  to  be  fit  for  Rob, 
and  though  the  litde  girl  was  not  fond  of 
needlework,  she  gladly  undertook  to  do  this 
as  her  part  in  the  good  work.  She  then 
hastened  back  to  Rob,  who  had  been  making 
good  use  of  the  time  in  washing  his  face  in  a 
little  pool  of  water,  and  plastering  down  his 
shaggy  hair  with  his  wet  hands.  May  took 
him  to  Mr.  Forrester,  and  then  ran  back  to 
her  own  home. 

AH  the  rest  of  the  day  May  was  in  a  fever 
of  excitement,  and  when  next  morning  Mr. 
Forrester  called,  and  was  closeted  with  her 
aunt,  her  anxiety  knew  no  bounds.  It 
needed  all  her  old  friend's  art  of  persuasion 
to  induce  Miss  Merton  to  take  Rob  into  her 
employment;  but  at  last  his  words,  and  the 
wish  to  please  her  little  niece,  prevailed,  and 
it  was  agreed  that  he  should  help  old  John, 
and  have  a  home  with  him.  The  old  man 
was  called  in  and  informed  of  this  arrange- 
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ment,  and  though  he  had  not  a  very  great 
liking  for  boys  in  general,  he  made  no  objec- 
tion to  helping  Rob  in  this  way.  And  so  in 
less  than  a  week  Rob  was  installed  at  Miss 
Merton's,  much  to  May's  delight.  Mr.  For- 
rester had  bought  him  some  suitable  clothes, 
and  May  was  astonished  to  see  what  a  nice- 
looking  boy  Rob  was  now  that  he  was  clean 
and  neatly  dressed. 

For  a  time  all  things  went  on  well.  Rob 
was  on  his  best  behaviour,  and  being  a  really 
quick,  br^ht  boy,  he  soon  learnt  what  he 
had  to  do,  and  proved  a  good  help  both  in 
the  garden  and  in  the  kitchen.  May  soon 
found  that  he  was  dreadfully  ignorant,  and 
could  neither  read  nor  write.  Miss  Janet 
si^ested  that  she  should  try  to  teach  him 
every  evening.  May  always  had  an  hour, 
after  learning  her  lessons  and  before  going 
to  bed,  in  which  she  might  do  what  she 
liked.  It  was  the  hour  of  the  day  which  she 
thought  the  best  and  pleasantest,  especially 
in  winter.  Then  she  would  draw  her  little 
low  chair  near  to  the  fire  and,  with  pussy  on 
her  knee,  read  some  pretty  tale  or  book  of 
travels ;  and  it  was  wonderful  how  short  the 
time  seemed,  and  how  soon  nurse  appeared 
to  take  her  to  bed.  Miss  Merton  consented 
to  her  giving  up  this  hour  to  Rob,  and  the 
little  girl  agreed  to  do  so. 

At  first  the  novelty  and  the  feeling  of  im- 
portance made  the  task  a  pleasant  one  ;  but  t 
Rob  was  not  a  quick  scholar,  or  rather  the  | 
little  girl  was  too  inexperienced  to  make  j 
learning  easy  to  him,  though  she  tried  tq  do 
her  best.  Writing  was  especially  hard  to  his 
unused   fingers,   and  he    often  complained  | 


that  "he  would  a  deal  rather  climb  a  chimbley 

than  do  them  letcers."  Poor  May  often  had 
a  good  cry  in  bed  over  her  want  of  success. 
Sometimes  the  attractions  of  the  parlour 
proved  too  strong  for  her  resolution.  The 
fire  seemed  to  burn  up  so  very  brightly  just 
when  it  was  time  to  go  to  Rob,  and  she  was 
in  such  a  peculiarly  interesting  part  of  the 
story-book  ;  and  May  yielded  to  their  fasci- 
nations, and  let  nurse  take  her  place  with 
Rob.  But  her  tender  conscience  did  not 
allow  the  evening  to  be  a  pleasant  one.  Her 
mind  kept  wandering  even  from  the  charming 
tale,  and  her  going  to  bed  was  spoilt  by 
nurse's  account  of  Rob's  restlessness  and  in- 
attention. As  time  went  on  Rob's  early  good 
behaviour  was  lost.  He  gave  great  trouble 
to  old  John  by  disobeying  or  neglecting  his 
orders,  and  cook  was  loud  in  her  complaints 
about  his  "  impidence,"  and  the  dirt  he 
brought  into  the  house.  Rob  repaid  cook's 
complaints  in  many  secret  ways,  and  things 
went  on  so  badly  that  Miss  Merton  several 
times  resolved  to  dismiss  him,  but  each  time 
her  resolution  was  overcome  by  May's  plead- 
ings. And  so  the  winter  passed  away,  bring- 
ing with  it  a  good  deal  of  care  for  May.  But 
she  carried  her  troubles  simply  to  the  Friend 
whom  she  longed  to  please,  and  knowing 
that  He  cared  for  Rob  far  more  than  she 
could  do,  she  prayed  daily  that  God  would 
teach  him  to  love  Him,  and  be  a  good  boy. 
For  a  long  time  no  answer  seemed  to  come ; 
and  even  from  his  Sunday-school  teacher 
came  accounts  of  his  unruly  behaviour.  It 
sometimes  seemed  as  if  there  was  no  hope. 
(To  be  concluded  next  tncniA.) 
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HRST  EVENING. 

OpcsiDE  Hytnn:  "Wo  an  joing  lo  the  King"  p.  46. 

Lnuon:  T,ake  ii.  (»-!."•    _  Concluaine  Hymn  :    'Siviour, 

ONE  of  the  most  beautiful  things  in  all 
the  world  is  a  child's  love  of  a  parent, 
and  just  because  it  is  so  beautiful  it  is 
God's  very  best  picture  of  the  Spirit  of  Jesus. 
A  good  child  in  a  happy  family  can  help  us 
better  than  anything  else  to  understand  how 
simple  and  real  was  the  love  of  Jesus  to 
God.  His  warm  young  heart  went  into  what 
He  had  to  do  for  God  with  such  enthusiasm 
as   to  make   Him  quite   surprised,   almost 


pained  that  men  did  not  understand.  "  Wist 
ye  not,"  he  exclaimed — "  wist  ye  not  that  I 
must  be  about  my  Father's  business  !" 

I  have  read  a  story  of  a  Russian  girt,  a 
child  of  a  Russian  soldier,  which  will  help 
us  to  understand  the  strong  feeling  Jesus 
had  for  what  he  calied  His  Father's  business. 
Prascovia  was  the  girl's  name,  and  her  father 
was  banished  from  Russia  by  the  tyrant, 
Ivan  the  Terrible.  He  did  not  deserve  to  be 
banished  ;  he  had  done  no  harm,  and  was  a 
fine,  feeling  man.  But  that  did  not  matter. 
To  Ivan  the  Terrible,  prejudice  was  enough. 
For  some  reason  oi;^,(^th,er,  Ii^  hf^t^d  J^as- 
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covia's  father,  and  banished  him  from  his 
home  and  his  country  away  into  a  cold, 
dreadful  desert,  where  he  was  condemned  to 
stop,  and  pine,  till  be  died.  It  was  a  terrible 
doom.  The  poor  man  went,  and  with  a 
broken  heart.  With  him,  too,  went  his  wife 
and  his  one  child,  the  child  I  am  speaking 
about,  Prascovia,  then  a  tiny  creature  of  a 
few  years  old.  And  there  Prascovia's  father 
lost  all  his  joy.  Many  were  the  bitter  tears 
he  shed.  His  lot  crushed  him  ;  his  health 
failed ;  he  became  feeble,  and  sad,  and 
wretched ;  and  little  Prascovia  saw  this,  and 
she  became  sad  and  wretched  too ;  for  she 
had  a  tender  heart,  and  she  wondered  and 
pondered  why  he  was  so. 

At  length,  as  she  grew  older,  she  came  to 
know  the  cause.  She  knew  that  he  pined  for 
his  old  far-away  home,  his  friends,  his  free- 
dom, and  his  native  laud ;  and  she  saw  that 
could  he  but  go  back  to  them  he  would  be 
strong  and  well  and  happy  again.  Then  she 
became  almost  ill  with  longing  for  her  poor 
father's  return.  That  he  should  be  allowed 
to  return  became  the  one  desire  of  her  heart, 
the  one  hope  of  her  life,  its  prize  and  crown. 
What  joy  would  it  be  to  see  him  at  rest  in 
his  own  proper  home  again  !  And  she 
thought  about  it  till,  in  her  young  fancy,  she 
saw  it — her  father  well  and  happy  again! 
and  she  was  all  rapture  and  ecstasy.  And 
why  not  ? — what  hindered  ?  Only  the  Em- 
peror's heart ;  she  must  get  at  the  Emperor's 
heart.  Oh,  if  he  but  knew  how  good  her 
father  was,  he  would  be  sure  to  relent  and 
alter  the  decree,  and  let  him  come  back 
again  and  be  happy.  As  she  thought  she 
became  more  sure  that  she  had  only  to  tell 
the  Emperor  the  facts,  and  he  could  not 
deny  her  request.  To  her  girlish  enthusiasm 
the  distance  to  the  Emperor,  many  hundreds 
of  miles,  seemed  nothing.  As  she  thought 
of  all  that  she  might  do,  if  she  could  only 
reach  him  and  tell  her  tale,  her  gloiving  mind 
had  no  room  for  thoughts  of  any  kind  of 
difficulty.  At  length  she  came  to  ask  her- 
self, "Shall  I  go?"  Then  she  came  to 
feel  that  she  ought  to  go,  till  at  length — no 
matter  what  the  difficulties,  what  the  conse- 
quences—she  must  go.  Her  father's  busi- 
ness became  the  Joy  set  before  her.  Men 
might  laugh  at  her  plan,  her  body  might  fail 
her  on  the  way,  defeat  might  await  her  at 
the  end,  but  forbear  she  could  not;  the  ven- 
ture mtisi  be  made. 

When  the  time  came  for  the  earnest  child 
to  start,  her  heart  was  a  tumult  of  joy.  Along 
the  first  few  miles  of  the  way  she  ran  ;  the 
long  distance  she  had  to  travel,  the  long 


time  it  would  take  were  nothing  to  her,  for 
to  ^11  perfectly  lioly  purpose,  a  thousand 
years  are  as  one  day.  But  it  makes  one 
very  sad  to  read  of  what  she  suffered  before 
that  long  journey  was  ended.  Again  and 
again  she  lost  her  way ;  she  begged,  some- 
times receiving  an  ungracious  gift,  sometimes 
having  a  dog  set  at  her,  which  tore  her  poor 
garments,  and  bit  her  thin  limbs.  Many  ;, 
night  did  she  sleep  in  a  hovel ;  sometimes  in 
a  kindly  cottage ;  sometimes  she  had  not 
where  to  lay  her  head.  Through  snow  and 
rain  and  mud,  she  plodded  her  way,  week 
after  week,  month  after  month,  penniless, 
alone,  timid,  hungry,  soaked  to  the  skin, 
sick  at  heart,  faint,  footsore,  frozen.  When 
she  explained  her  errand  she  was  often 
counted  mad.  When  she  passed  through  a 
village,  bemired  by  splashing  vehicles  or  by 
a  fall  in  the  mud,  people  found  it  in  their 
hearts  to  make  her  a  laughing-stock  and 
mobbed  her.  Nobody  understood  her, 
everybody  judged  her  to  be  a  mere  tramp 
and  counted  her  a  vagabond.  One  feels 
most  sad  to  think  of  this  perfectly  beauti- 
ful girl  as,  lonely  and  depressed,  she  had 
many  a  quiet  cry.  Such  was  her  life  for  the 
eighteen  wearisome  months  through  which 
she  was  dragging  herself  to  Moscow.  But  no- 
thing could  turn  her  back,  her  inner  life  was 
one  of  unquenched  passion  for  her  banished 
father's  return  to  his  home,  and  all  iiain  and 
suffering  she  bravely  endured  for  this  joy  set 
before  her.  She  must  be  about  her  lather's 
business. 

After  a  long  and  bitter  time  she  reached 
the  Emperor,  told  Jier  tale,  and,  happy  day  I 
moved  his  heart,  won  her  father's  liberty, 
and  finished  the  work  she  had  undertaken 
to  do.  Her  father  retumeti  to  home  and 
freedom.  But,  alas,  alas!  the  work  cost  the 
enthusiastic  girl  her  life;  shortly  afterwards 
she  fell  ill  and  died. 

This  touchingly  lovely  story  of  a  child's 
fidelity  to  an  earthly  father  has  many  points 
of  comparison  with  the  story  of  the  beautiful 
love  of  the  Son  of  God, 

First,  then,  it  was  with  some  such  feehngs 
as  those  of  Prascovia  that  Jesus  left  heaven 
and  journeyed  through  His  earthly  life.  Men 
had  banished  His  Father  from  their  hearts, 
and  His  one  end  and  aim  was  to  get  them 
to  bid  Him  come  back  again  ;  for  our  hearts 
are  God's  rest  and  home. 

Then,  too,  Jesus  suffered  much  in  doing 
the  work  that  He  set  Himself  to  do.     It  was 

bitter  time  that  He  had  before  He  accom- 
plished His  desire.  He  was  despised  and 
ejected,  and  though  He  did  not  complain 
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He  often  had  to  go  away  from  people  to  be 
all  alone.  Once  even  in  public  He  com- 
pletely broke  down  and  cried. 

And  there  is  one  other  point  It  is  this  : 
so  great  was  the  love  of  Jesus  to  His  Fatlier 
that,  under  a!l  pain,  sorrow,  and  in  dying  on 
the  cross,  it  was  the  source  of  strength  and 
joy.  He  never  turned  back,  or  regretted 
that  He  had  begun  the  work,  but  gladly  went 
on  to  the.  end.  And  the  last  point :  Jesus, 
like  Prascovia,  did  what  He  wanted  to  do.  A 
dozen  human  hearts  at  length  opened  to 
His  plea  and  bade  God  come  in,  and  the  plea 
that  opened  them  was  His  own  God-like  life 
and  death.  That  same  plea  opens  hearts 
still,  and  every  heart  tiiat  opens  adds  another 
drop  to  the  cup  of  Jesus'  joy. 

SECOND   EVENING. 

Opening  Hjmn :  "  I  love  10  tbink  that  I  'm  jotaig."  L«- 
!Dn:  John  iil.  7—18.  Conclodini  Hi^mn :  "^ji-iuur,  btsathe 
an  cvEnlng  bleiliag." 

Now  let  US  try  to  grow  a  little  in  the 
knowledge  of  Jesus  Christ.  .  It  is  the  most 
charming  knowledge  in  the  world;  and  let 
us  think  of  him  as  our  brother.  There  is  bo 
halo  around  His  head  that  our  eyes  can  see, 
but  there  is  a  perfectly  lov.ely  glory  in  His 
face  that  our  hearts  can  feel. 

Jesus,  as  you  know,  was  one  of  the  sons 
of  God,  hving  in  the  presence,  the  home,  the 
bosom  of  the  Father;  and  the  life  He  lived 
there,  the  health,  the  rapture,  the  ecstasy  of 
it,  was  called  "glory,"  glory  with  the  Fadier. 

But,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  Jesus  could 
not  be  contented  there.  One  thing  in  His 
heart  spoilt  it  all ;  He  loved  the  other  sons 
of  God  ;  that  is,  you  and  me,  and  the  people 
of  the  world,  who,  bad  as  we  are,  He  is 
not  ashamed  to  call  His  brethren.  He  could 
enjoy  His  life  to  the  full  if  they  were  there 
to  enjoy  it  with  Him.  Till  then  His  love  of 
God  was  not  fulness  of  joy ;  Heaven  itself 
was  not  perfect  rest  He  could  not  even 
remain  there  while  those  He  loved  were  not 
there  too.  His  large  heart  must  go  to  seek 
them,  and  to  save  them.  Yes,  ic  is  true,  and 
it  should  make  us  veryjoyful  to  know  it,  Jesus 
could  not  be  contented  without  His  brethren. 
He  must  bring  God's  other  sons  to  glory. 

Perhaps  this  seems  strange  to  you ;  but 
why  should  it  be  so  ?  Can  anything  be 
more  brother-Like  ?  And  Jesus  calls  Him- 
self by  the  name  brother,  a  real  brother. 
Now,  brother  is  a  name  which  every  happy 
child  knows  in  its  own  heart.  Perhaps  God 
has  put  us  into  families  that  little  children 
way  have  a  good  and  easy  way  of  knowing 
Jesus   Christ,    and  understanding,    through 


brother!/  kindness,  what  sort  of  a  disposition 
and  heart  He  has.  We  only  have  to  re- 
member wliat  sort  of  a  spirit  a  perfectly  noble 
brother  has,  and  it  is  anything  but  strange 
that  Jesus  would 'not,  nay,  could  not,  rest 
even  in  heaven  till  He  had  with  Him  you 
and  me,  and  all  the  other  children  of  God, 

For,  tell  me,  what  would  you  think  of  a 
broiher  who,  because  He  Himself  was  well 
and  strong,  did  not  care  that  the  delicate 
chesl  of  a  tiny  brother  walking  by  his  side 
was  suddenly  seized  with  cutting  pain,  which 
made  him  cry  and  struggle  for  breath ;  who 
walked  as  fast,  whistled  as  cheerily,  and  was 
just  as  happy  as  ever?  or  of  one  who  could 
enjoy  his  ample  meal  all  to  himself,  whilst 
a  little  sister  crept  feebly  about  the  house, 
fainting  with  hunger,  without  a  morsel  ?  or 
of  another  who,  seeing  the  baby-boy  toddling 
into  the  very  path  of  a  galloping  horse,  coukl 
unfeelingly  turn  away  and  say,  "Oh,  I'm 
safe — I  don't  care  for  him  "  ?  Wiiat  would 
you  think  of  such  a  brother? 

And  suppose  that  through  his  not  caring 
the  stricken  child  fell  ill,  the  hungry  one 
starved,  and  the  silly  httle  wanderer  into 
the  horse's  path  was  killed,  what  would  you 
think  of  him  then?  Why,  everything  that 
was  bad.  Brother  would  be  far  too  beautiful 
and  sacred  a  name  for  such  a  heartless 
wretch.  But  surely  we  may  hope  there  is 
not  one  such  brother  on  earth.  And  think 
you  that  there  can  be  such  an  one  in  heaven  ? 
for  there  would  be  such  an  cue  if  Jesus 
could  enjoy  Himself  in  glory  whilst  we,  His 
brothers  and  sisters  on  earth,  are  in  want, 
and  misery,  and  danger. 

Just  think  of  this  a  little  more.  Look 
at  Jesus  when  He  is  in  His  earthly  home. 

The  first  time  we  see  Him  is  when  He  is  a 
babe  in  the  inn  at  Bethlehem  ;  and  the  next 
time  at  Nazareth,  when  He  is  a  boy  twelve 
years  old,  the  eldest  child  in  a  family  of 
brothers  and  sisters.  Now  try  to  fancy  what 
Jesus  was  as  a  brother  in  that  earthly 
home.  Can  you  fancy  Him  as  anything 
but  perfectly,  beautifully  kind  ?  Is  it  possible 
to  think  of  Him  as  enjoying  things  all 
to  Himself,  careless  of  His  brothers'  likings 
and  of  his  sisters'  needs,  and,  no  matter 
whether  they  were  miserable  or  not,  selfishly 
happy  in  some  little  heaven  of  His  own? 
I  know  it  is  not.  You  think  of  the  tenderest, 
noblest  heart,  shining  through  the  brightest, 
most  beautiful  face.  You  are  sure  that  if  He 
liad  a  tiny  brother  suffering  by  His  side  He 
would  fondly  pick  him  up,  soothe  him,  carry 
him  home,  and  be  sad  till  the  httle  fellow  wa^ 
better  once  more :  that  with  a  p 
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sister.  He  would  rejoice  to  share  His  food, 
perhaps  give  it  her  all;  and  that  to  rescue 
the  endangered  little  toddler  in  the  path  of 
the  galloping  horse.  He  would  rush  under  the 
horse's  nose,  almost  under  its  very  hoofs,  and 
if  He  got  knocked  down  even,  and  trampled 
on,  He  would  be  In  a  rapture  of  thankful- 
ness if  He  had  saved  His  little  brother's  life 
and  liRibs,  I  do  not  read  anything  about 
the  childhood  of  Jesus,  but  I  know  all  about 
it;  for  a  brave,  unselfish  man  like  Jesus 
could  never  grow  up  out  of  a  mean  and 
selfish  boy;  in  disposition  and  behaviour, 
at  least,  the  boy  is  always  the  lesser  man. 
It  is  past  all  doubt  that  Jesus  as  a  brother 
was  everything  that  was  tender,  lovely,  and 
brave ;  for,  if  one  thing  more  than  another 
makes  a  boy  grow  in  favour  with  God  and 
man,  it  is  his  having  such  a  character.  So  we 
are  quite  certain  that  as  an  earthly  brother 
He  could  never  enjoy  things  all  to  Himself. 

Well,  then,  you  are  a  member  of  the  same 
family  as  Jesus,  children  of  the  same  Father 
as  He.  Jesus  is  your  brother,  your  elder 
brother,  and  brother  to  you  means  as  much 
that  is  good  to  think  about  as  it  meant  to 
His  brothers  and  sisters  at  Nazareth.  You 
must  think  of  Jesus  as  your  brother,  as  per- 
fectly and  beautifully  your  brother,  as  He  was 
the  brother  of  those  children  who  hved  with 
Him  in  the  same  home,  in  the  house  at  Naza- 
reth. Can  it  be  strange  then  that,  alone  and 
without  you,  Jesus  could  not  be  happy  even  in 
Heaven  ?  The  joy  set  before  some  brothers 
may  be  a  heaven  for  themselves ;  the  joy  set 
before  Jesus  is  a  heaven  for  us.  His  own 
heaven  will  not,  cannot,  be  perfect  to  Him  till 
He  sees  our  happiness  side  by  side  with  His. 

Now,  my  little  brothers  and  sisters  of 
Jesus,  what  do  you  think  of  this  Heavenly 
Relation  ?  Does  the  truth  seem  altogether 
too  good  to  be  true  ?  Do  you  feel  a  little  bit 
ashamed  to  call  yourself  His  brother  or  sister? 
Well,  whatever  >'!'«  may  feel.  He  is  not  one 
bit  "  ashamed  "  to  call  you  brother,  and  He 
speaks  of  "  the  least  "  of  His  brethren  with 
just  the  same  love ;  indeed,  for  the  very  little 
ones  of  all,  as  do  all  glorious  brothers,  He 
feels  the  tenderest;  His  whole  heart  is 
bound  up  in  what  to  the  angels  He  loves  to 
call  "  the  least  of  these  my  brethren." 


THIRD  EVENIHC. 

Opening  Hymn:  "Vouog  chiJdrcn  once  (o  Tsoa  camE." 
Leuon:  ii*A  .ii,  i— a,  Coniloding  Hyinii:  ".Siviour, 
bteatho  an  evening  tileuiog." 

When  we  would  avoid  a  thing,  we  must 
know  what  and  where  it  is.     Now  the  Bible 


tells  us  to  avoid  worldliness ;  so  we  should 
know  what  is  worldliness — the  love  of  the 
world,  as  St.  John  calls  it — and  where  it  is 
to  be  seen;  for  it  is  at- the  bottom  of  all 
kinds  of  evil  and  wrong,  and  even  boys  and 
girls  can  be  worldly.  So,  what  is  worldli- 
ness? 

Well,  mark  this.  It  is  not  loving  the 
glorious  world  of  field  and  sky,  with  their 
jewel  flowers,  birds,  and  stars;  a  mind  that 
does  not  love  these  is  blind,  foolish,  and 
sinful.  Nor  is  worldliness  loving  the  people 
in  the  world — father,  mother,  sister,  brother, 
and  the  Jittle  baby.  Not  to  love  these  and 
a  great  many  more  is  base  and  bad ;  they 
were  all  made  to  love  and  to  be  loved. 

I  can  best  tell  you  what  worldliness  is  by 
telling  you  a  story.  Two  boys  were  at  the 
same  school,  and  they  both  were  learning  to 
swim.  One  of  them,  Edward,  had  for  several  • 
terms  carried  off  the  swimming  prize,  and 
you  may  guess  the  pride  and  self- conscious- 
ness of  the  boy  who  was  first  in  swimming  in 
his  school.  He  was  fully  fourteen.  The 
other,  Walter,  had  only  just  entered  the 
school,  and  little  did  any  one  think  that  he 
would  ever  make  any  mark  in  die  water, 
much  less  win  the  other  boy's  place,  for  he 
was  smaller,  weaker,  and  two  years  younger  ; 
he  was  turned  twelve.  But  many  things  do 
not  happen  as  they  are  expected,  and 
at  the  very  next  swimming  competition,  to 
everybody's  astonishment,  this  younger  boy 
actually  entered  the  lists,  swam,  and  beat  the 
older  one — well  beat  him  too — and  of  course 
took  the  prize.  All  the  boys  agreed  that 
nobody  had  ever  cut  a  swifter,  more  graceful 
figure  in  the  water,  and  when  he  had  finished 
they  gave  such  an  honest  hearty  cheer  as 
boys  only  can,  I  said  "all"  did  this.  No  ! 
not  all,  all  but  one— and  that  one  the  boy 
whose  honours  had  been  taken  away.  He 
had  been  first,  and  he  had  made  sure  of  being 
first  again ;  so  you  may  imagine  the  vexation 
of  his  defeat.  His  pride  was  mortified  ;  he 
could  not  stand  it.  Had  the  winner  been 
bigger  or  older  than  he,  then  he  might  have 
put  up  with  it  and  let  the  matter  pass ;  but 
as  it  was — younger,  weaker,  shorter !  he 
fretted  and  chafed,  was  resentful  and 
wretched.  The  poor  fellow  fell  into  temp- 
tation, the  temptation  to  be  unjust  and 
unkind.  He  told  his  schoolfellows  that  be 
was  crampy  and  out  of  sorts ;  which  was  dis- 
graceful, for  it  was  not  true.  He  hated  the 
new  boy,  and  made  up  his  mind  that  he 
owed  him  a  grud^  and  would  pay  him  out. 

The  opportunity  came.  One  morning, 
returning  from  a  dip  in  the  sea,  Edward 
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happened  to  meet  Walter — who,  with  some 
schoolfellows,  was  on  his  way  to  the  shore 
for  a  dip  too— and  with  a  bland  smile  on  his 
face,  but  downright  hatred  in  his  heart, 
he  said,  "  I've  done  a  splendid  thing  this 
morning,  Walter ;  I've  rounded  the  harbour 
buoy;"  and  then  Edward  proceeded  home, 
and  the  little  group  ivith  Walter  proceeded 
to  the  shore  in  a  state  of  no  sma]l  astonish- 
ment at  Edward's  wonderful  achievement. 
"Well,"  said  Walter,  "if  he  can,  /can," 
They  were  soon  stripped,  and  Walter,  the 
only  good  swimmer  of  the  party,  shot  out 
alone  towards  the  buoy,  which  he  could  see 
yonder  away  off  the  harbour  mouth,  round 
which  Edward  had  swum.  But  the  buoy  was 
farther  than  it  seemed,  and  when  Walter  had 
reached  it  he  felt  weary,  and  when  he  had 
rounded  it  and  had  his  head  to  shore,  he  felt 
himself  failing,  and  he  had  to  swim  back 
against  both  wind  and  tide,  and  beginning 
to  sink,  he  sobbed  out,  "Help  !  oh,  help  !" 
But  not  a  boy  in  the  company  heard  him  ; 
the  wind  blew  his  voice  back  from  the 
shore.  And  had  they  heard  him,  not  one  of 
them  could  have  come  to  his  rescue :  they 
were  far  too  poor  swimmers  for  such  a 
work. 

Fortunately  the  wind  which  blew  the  poor 
lad's  cry  from  the  shore,  to  which  he  had 
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tried  to  send  it,  carried  it  out  to  sea  to  a 
passing  boat.  A  few  strokes  more  of  the 
oars  and  it  too  would  have  been  out  of  hear- 
ing, and  Walter  must  have  gone  down,  and 
in  a  few  hours  more  there  would  have  been 
washed  ashore  a  drowned  boy. 

But  the  boatmen  heard,  and  rowing  up  to 
where  the  cry  came  from,  one  seized  Walter, 
gruffly  in(|uiring,  as  he  lifted  him  out  of 
the  water,  'MVhat  are  you  doing  here?' 
and  ^Valter,  shivering  and  chattering  with 
cold,  exhaustion,  and  fear,  at  length  told 
him  as  best  he  could  that  Edward  had  done 
it,  and  he  thought  he  could  have  done  it  too. 
"  Don't  you  believe  a  word  of  iL  He  did 
no  such  thing,  I  know.  Take  my  advice,  and 
don't  you  be  trying  it  again  till  you're  a 
man,"  said  the  boatman  ;  and  they  were  soon 
at  the  bathing- pi  ace.  And  the  boatman  was 
right ;  Edward  had  not  done  it,  and  to  do 
him  justice,  when  he  told  his  flippant  false- 
hood, he  had  no  idea  that  Walter  would  be 
led  by  it  to  try  what  almost  cost  him  his 
life. 

What  1  want  you  to  think  about  is  not 
Walter's  danger,  but  Edward's  spirit.  Better 
to  be  drowned,  as  Walter  might  have  been, 
than  to  have  a  heart  like  Edward's.  He 
wanted  to  be  reckoned  the  first  swimmer  in 
the  school,  and  because  be  was  not  that  he 
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had  shamefully  hated  Walter,  and  now,  to 
get  thought  so  again,  he  had  told  a  disgrace- 
fiil  falsehood.  The  fact  is,  he  cared  for 
nothing  but  how  he  stood  with  his  school- 
fellows, and  that  was  woridiiness.  When  a 
boy's  aim  has  sunk  so  low,  he  has  become  a 
worldly  boy — he  is  given  up  to  this  world. 
The  chief  end  of  a  boy's  life  ought  to  be  to 
stand  well  with  God,  to  keep  a  pure  heart, 
do  right,  and  reach  heaven  :  and  that  is  un- 
worldiiness. 

It  may  be  no  disgrace  to  be  beaten,  but  it 
is  always  a  disgrace,  sui  unspeakable  dis- 
grace, to  hate  and  to  tell  falsehoods ;  and 
Edward  forgot  this,  forgot  it  because  he  for- 
got God,  and  heaven,  and  goodness,  and  it 
was  perhaps  his  habit  to  do  so.  The  world 
was  all  he  thought  about,  the  school-boy 
world,  and  he  wanted  only  its  favour;  no- 
thing very  wrong,  as  it  appears,  and  yet  of 
all  the  wrongs  that  both  men  and  boys  com- 
mit, the  very  chief.  Boys,  boys,  boys !  he 
wanted  to  stand  well  with  boysj  to  have 
their  pat  upon  his  back,  their  "well  done"  in 
bis  ears,  and  that  was  all ;  and  for  that  he 
disgraced  himself  before  God.  Now  see  what 
worldUness  did  for  him  I  First,  it  made  him 
wrong  God.  Boys  and  their  praises  are  all 
very  well  in  their  place,  but  wrong,  ruinously 
wrong,  out  of  their  place ;  and  out  of  their 
place  most  assuredly  they  are  when  they  and 
not  God  are  the  rulers  of  the  actions  of  life. 
Jn  Edward's  heart  they  took  the  place  of 
God,  and  neither  boys  nor  men  were  made 
for  that.  To  be  unworldly,  God  must  be 
above  all. 

Secondly,  it  made  him  wrong  his  brother. 
It  made  him  mean.  He  was  glad  enough 
at  the  boys'  clappings  and  praises  when  they 
were  bestowed  on  himself;  be  was  simply 
mad  with  rage  when  they  were  bestowed  on 
another  ;  and  that  was  shamefully  base  and 
mean  \  and  to  be  base  and  mean  is  infinitely 
worse  than  to  be  even  a  mere  nobody  as  a 
swimmer — it  is  detestable. 

Then  it  made  him  wrong  himself.  With 
such  a  bitter  thing  in  his  heart  as  envy  and 
hatred,  how  could  he  be  other  than  miser- 
able? I  know  what  you  would  have  said 
if  you  had  seen  the  poor,  foolish  fellow's 
pouting  lips,  and  sour,  frowning  brow;  you 
would  have  said  "  How  miserable !  "  and  you 
would  have  been  right,  for  he  had  degraded 
himself. 

Yes,  it  is  just  and  generous  hearts,  my 
children,  which  make  bright  and  happy 
minds.  I  cannot  tell  you  liow  this  is,  only 
I   know  that  God  who  made  us  made   us 
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I  want  you,  dear  children,  to  understand 
that  people  are  loved  by  God,  really,  deeply 
loved,  even  though  they  are  not  what  God 
would  like  them  to  be.  This  is  a  glorious 
fact,  and  if  once  you  get  it  into  your  heart  it 
will  be  a  great  power  for  joy  and  goodness  ; 
but  the  heart  finds  this  haitl  to  believe.  It  is 
distressed  by  fears  and  doubts  about  God's 
love  to  it,  because  it  knows  that  it  is  not 
what  it  ought  to  be.  It  sometimes  says  to 
itself,  "God  cannot  love  me,  for  I  am  not 
good."  Then  our  heart  condemns  us ;  but 
our  hearts  may  be  wrong ;  for  God's  thoughts 
are  not  always  like  ours ;  and,  indeed,  they 
are  wrong.  Not  in  saymg  "  I  am  not  good" 
— the  heart  that  feels  that  is  quite  right ;  but 
in  saying,  "  Because  I  am  not  good,  God 
does  not  love  me  " — the  heart  that  feels  that 
is  quite  wrong.  "  Our  hearts  condemn  us, 
but  God  is  greater  than  our  hearts,  and  knows 
all  things."  It  is  therefore  what  He  says, 
not  what  we  feel,  that  is  right  Let  us  hear 
then  what  He  does  say,  about  this  matter  of 
His  love  to  those  who  are  not  good. 

I  might  take  I  do  not  know  how  many 
texts  for  such  a  subject ;  but  I  will  only  take 
one :  "  This  is  my  beloved  Son,  in  whom  I 
am  well  pleased,"  words  which  God  said 
about  Jesus  Christ,  and  which  tell  us  that 
Jesus  Christ  was  a  child  of  God's  who  was 
both  beloved  and  pleasing.  The  two  things 
are  put  separately — My  "  beloved  Son  "  and 
My  "  well-pleasing  Son,"  the  one  that  satis- 
fies Me,  makes  Me  happy — as  if  to  suggest 
that  sons  might  be  beloved,  who  were  not 
pleasing,  who  do  not  satisfy  Him  and  make 
Him  happy.  And  if  there  were  not  such,  if 
God  only  loved  the  "  well-pleasing,"  then  He 
would  only  love  Jesus  Chnst — for  only  Jesus 
is  wholly  and  beautifully  good.  But  the 
very  thing  Jesus  Christ  came  into  the  world 
to  tell  us  was  that  God  does  love  more  than 
the  good,  loves  all  men  in  the  world,  indeed, 
God  sent  Jesus  to  get  us  to  believe  just 
that.  So  you  are  on  no  account  to  fancy 
that  when  you  are  not  what  you  ought  to  be, 
God  does  not  love  you.  It  is  quite  true 
that  He  would  be  more  happy  in  His  love 
if  you  were  better  tliau  you  are,  and  He 
would  be  perfectly  happy  if  you  were  per- 
fectly good.  Still,  whilst  you  are  only  just 
what  you  are,  God  loves  you,  and  though 
you  should  not  only  not  please  Him,  but 
give  Him  pain  and  grieve  Him,  He  must 
continue  to  love  you  really  and  deeply,  to 
love  you  as  long  as  you  liv?.  - 
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Come  then,  and  let  us  see  if  our  own  hearts 
can  tell  us  anytbiug  about  this  difference  be- 
tween well-beloved  and  well-pleasing;  for 
God  wants  us  to  understand  it,  and  it  will 
help  to  make  us  glad,  and  good,  and  strong. 
Is  there  then  anything  in  children's  own 
hearts  which  can  show  you  what  it  is  to  love, 
really  to  love,  and  yet  not  to  be  pleased  with 
what  you  love,  but  to  be  grieved  and  pained 
at  the  sight  of  it;  for  God  made  your  own 
childhood's  hearts  something  like  His?  I 
think  there  is,  so  let  us  see  if  we  can  find  it. 
And,  first,  listen  to  a  little  boy  in  a  parlour 
that  we  know,  and  see  how  love  in  children 
themselves  is  amatter  of  course,  how  children 
themselves  love  some  things  all  the  same 
when  they  give  them  pleasure  and  when  they 
give  them  pain.  "Oh,  papa,  what  am  be 
the  matter  with  my  Dicky  ?  "  inquired  a  sad, 
earnest  little  voice  one  day;  "he  sits  on  his 
perch  all  day,  fluffed  up  in  a  comer,  and 
never  sings  a  bit.  Do  come  and  see ;  he  does 
look  so  ill."  And  taking  his  father's  hand  [he 
distressed  little  owner  of  the  bird  led  him  to 
the  cage  to  see  what  could  be  done.  And 
there,  its  head  down,  its  eyes  closed,  its 
feathers  rough,  looking  the  very  picture  of 
misery,  stood  the  poor  child's  canary  ;  yet  it 
was  ditficult  to  say  which  was  the  more 
miserable,  the  bird  or  the  little  bird's  owner. 
It  used  to  be  far  ever  standing  up,  smooth 
and  brisk,  and  preening  its  wings,  picking 
its  seed,  darting  from  perch  to  perch,  a  pert, 
saucy  little  fellow,  listening  to  all  he  said, 
and  singing  its  very  heart  away.  TTien  the 
bird  was  the  boy's  pleasure  and  delight,  tww 
be  has  the  hardest  work  to  keep  from  tears. 
But,  do  you  think  that  on  this  account  he 
does  not  love  it  now?  "Not love  it  I"  you 
exclaim,  "why,  it  is  just  his  love  for  it  that 
makes  him  so  miserable,"  and  you  are  quite 
right.  This  boy  loves  his  bird  all  the  same, 
though  his  love  brings  him  misery  and  tears. 
Well  then,  through  this  way  of  a  good  child's 
heart  let  us  rise  up  to  thoughts  of  God's 
heart,  and  of  His  ways  to  ts.  We  are  not 
giving  God  pleasure  (some  day  we  shall  be 
doing  so),  but  love  of  us  flows  out  of  the 
fulness  of  His  own  heart ;  whether  we  please 
Him  or  grieve  Him,  He  loves  us  all  the 
same.  We  are  to  Him  like  the  disappoint- 
ing canary  to  the  boy.  And  God  is  like 
that  bird's  liiithfu!  lover,  who  loved  just  be- 
cause he  could  not  help  it.  It  was  a  matter 
of  course.  Yes,  that  boy's  heart  had  a  love 
like  God's. 

fiut  little  children  have  themselves  learned 
that  love  la  them,  as  well  as  lore  in  them, 
may  be  a   matter   of  course,   not   at   all 


depending  on  whether  it  gives  those  who 
love  them  joy  or  sorrow. 

A  young  boy  is  hobbling  slowly  along  on 
a  little  crutch.  His  brothers  and  sisters  are 
scampering  round  and  round  the  garden,  free 
and  wild  as  March  hares — shouting,  leaping, 
laughing,  in  brimming-over  gladness  of  per- 
fect health.  Poor  boy  I  The  father  stands 
watching  through  the  window,  his  heart  full 
of  anguish  too  deep  for  tears.  "  I'd  give 
everything  I  have  to  get  that  boy's  leg 
right,"  he  is  saying  to  himself.  His  boy  is 
lame,  for  life  the  doctor  says,  and  more 
than  lame — he  suffers  pain  so  dreadful  that 
at  times  he  lies  on  his  back  days  and  nights, 
pale  and  pinched,  and  looking  like  a  little 
old  man.  Now  that  the  father  sees  his  dear 
boy  on  the  garden  walk  once  more,  he  has 
a  little  gladness,  but  the  boy's  slow,  weary 
movements,  and  his  pale,  drawn  face  cut  him 
up  dreadfully,  bis  heart  seems  as  if  it  must 
break.  But  is  that  cripple  boy  not  loved? 
Loved  J  you  are  astonished  at  the  question. 
The  one  thing  in  all  the  world  most  certain 
is  that  there  is  none  loved  like  him.  A  faith- 
ful father's  love  must  flow,  though  it  wear  his 
heart  away;  he  cannot  help  it,  nor  would  he 
if  he  could.  And  it  is  in  love  like  that,  my 
child,  that  we  see  what  the  love  of  God  is 
like.   He  is  like  a  father  most  perfectly  kind. 

But  to  learn  that  hearts  can  love  what 
gives  them  pain,  we  need  not  look  at  a  good 
father.  We  can  do  it  in  many  other  ways. 
Alas,  alas !  the  world  is  full  of  loves  which 
bring  pain.  I  once  went  into  a  schoolroom 
where  every  little  scholar  was  deaf.  It  was 
a  deeply  sad  sight.  Little  minds  that  looked 
out  of  those  eyes  were  all  shut  up  in  long, 
long  silence.  Though  they  looked  bright, 
walked  about,  smiled,  played  with  their  toys, 
yet  the  sight  almost  broke  my  heart,  and  made 
me  feel  I  would  give  all  I  had  to  bring  their 
hearing  back  i^ain.  Yet  I  was  no  relation, 
but  quite  a  stranger  to  them,  and  they  to  me. 
I  knew  nothing  at  all  of  any  one  of  them,  nor 
even  of  one  person  who  was  connected  with 
any  of  them.  I  thought  of  the  little  things 
with  real  sorrow,  and  went  home  to  pray  for 
them  as  I  had  not  prayed  for  even  my  own 
family  for  many  a  day.  It  is  with  some  such 
feelings  God  regards  all  the  people  in  the 
world.  His  love  is  turned  to  pity,  He 
longs  to  bless.  So,  believe  always  that  God 
loves  you  ;  when  you  please  Him,  He  loves 
you  with  delight ;  when  you  pain  Him,  He 
loves  you  with  pity,  but  He  o^oyj  loves  you. 
And  let  the  knowledge  of  this  help  you  to 
hate  wrong-doing  of  every  kind,  and  to  live 
purer,  nobler,  more  pleasing  lives. 
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Opentni  Hyroa :' "  Ckiiit  <i  mereifal  ind  mild."  Leiton : 
MattbcHiv.  I— II.  CondudiDK  Ufnui  1  "Saviour,  breaths 
an  even  in  J  blcuing." 

Last  Sunday  you  were  thinking  about 
the  love  of  God  and  of  how  God  ioves  us, 
wliether  our  conduct  gives  Him  pleasure  or 
pain.  He  loves  us  always,  aad  always  with 
the  same  real,  deep  love  ;  and  now  I  want 
you  to  think  about  the  great  practical  good 
it  will  do  you  to  believe  this. 

First,  then,  it  will  set  the  heart  right,  and 
that  is  the  main  thing  with  God.  While  we 
don't  believe  that  God  cares  for  us,  we  don't 
care  for  God ;  but  when  the  fact  of  His  care, 
His  love.  His  deep,  warm,  full  love  to  us  lays 
hold  of  our  hearts,  then  we  must  care,  we 
cannot  find  it  in  our  hearts  not  to  care ;  we 
long  to  please  Him. 

But  then  that  wretched  feeling,  "  It's  no 
use,"  will  so  often  come.  Tens  of  thousands 
of  sincere  hearts  at  times  feel  it.  They  want 
to  be  good ;  they  try  to  be  good,  but  they  fail. 
Nobody  sees  their  desire;  everybody  sees 
their  failure.  Even  good  and  loving  parents 
often,  with  best  intentions,  speak  unad- 
visedly with  their  lips  j  their  own  hearts,  too, 
turn  enemies  and  condemn  them.  "  It's  no 
use,"  they  cry  in  bitter  tears,  and  they  "  give 
it  up."  Yes,  becoming  better  is  always  hard 
work,  and  at  times,  to  try  seems  to  be  so 
useless,  we  give  it  up ;  but  the  useless  be- 
comes useful,  the  hard  less  hard,  when 
we  add  God  to  the  number  of  lookers-on — 
when  we  think  of  Him  in  His  grand  love- 
liness as  the  chief  among  all  whom  we  would 
love  and  please;  He  is  so  considerate  and 
patient,  so  slow  to  anger,  so  plenteous  in 
mercy.  Yes,  my  dear  children,  in  a  hard 
world  like  this,  and  with  hard  hearts  like 
ours,  we  shall  give  up  trying  to  be  better 
and  grow  worse,  unless  we  can  look  up  to 
the  great  and  good  God.  Without  God  we 
are  without  hope. 

Now  let  me  tell  you  a  story  which  will  help 
you  still  better  to  understand  what  the  love 
of  God  does  for  us.  I  have  read  tales  of 
certain  farmers  who  keep  their  flocks  among 
mountains  having  at  times  to  rescue  some 
one  of  their  sheep  from  danger.  The  sheep 
has  somehow  managed  to  climb  from  point 
to  point  up  the  rocks,  and  to  wander  away 
along  the  high  ledges  which  run  upon  the 
jagged  face  of  a  deep  precipice,  and  it  has 
wandered  on  and  on  tUl  the  aarrow  rocky 
path  has  become  much  too  narrow  for  it  to 
turn  round ;  indeed,  if  it  moves  at  all  it  will 
iaH,  to  be  dashed  to  pieces  hundreds  of  feet 


below.  Hearing  the  bleating  of  its  distress, 
and  looking  up,  the  farmer  sees,  high  above 
his  head,  almost  out  of  sight,  the  endangered 
and  helpless  wanderer.  The  rescue  is  a 
most  diSicult  and  dangerous  task,  and  this 
is  the  way  in  which  it  is  managed.  A  few 
strong  men,  going  round  by  a  way  they  know, 
ascend  to  the  very  top  of  the  precipice, 
taking  with  them  a  long  strong  rope,  and 
from  there  they  let  it  down  to  the  level 
below.  For  this  the  man  who  is  going 
to  do  the  work  of  deliverance  is  waiting, 
and,  tying  himself  firmly  to  it,  he  shouts, 
"  All  right."  At  this  signal  the  men  above 
begin  gently  to  draw  the  cord,  and  the 
climber  begins  his  climb ;  and  as  he  climbs 
the  rope  continues  to  be  drawn  up,  and 
is  thus  kept  always  tight;  and  so,  they 
draw,  and  he  climbs.  Now  and  again  he  is 
in  great  danger.  Then  he  cries  "Hold." 
Then  the  fingers  of  the  men  above  clasp  with 
firmer  grip  around  the  rope ;  for  they  know 
that  the  climber  is  at  a  point  where  his  foot 
is  in  great  danger  of  slipping,  and  the  height 
he  must  have  reached  is  terrible,  and  his  head 
may  turn  giddy  as  he  looks  down  into  the 
sheer  depth  below  his  foot.  A  slip  now 
might  end  in  his  fall  and  death.  He  moves 
on,  passing  the  dangerous  point  quite  safely  ; 
for  strong  arms  and  strong  hearts  hold  him 
from  above.  Many  times  he  is  in  danger, 
and  many  times  he  shouts  "Hold,"  then 
"  Pull,"  then  "  Hold "  again,  and  the  men 
above  hear  and  answer  him,  and  so  he  climbs 
up  and  up  the  high  rocks,  and  along  the 
narrow  ledges,  and  he  is  helped  to  rise  and 
kept  from  falling. 

Now,  trying  to  be  better,  my  child,  is  just 
like  such  climbing.  It  is  fairly  called  rising 
to  a  higher  life  because  it  is  getting  nearer 
heaven,  and  because  it  is  attended  with  all 
the  hardships,  difficulties,  and  dangers  of  a 
climb.  But  it  is  like  that  climb  above  all  in 
this,  that  the  love  of  the  good  and  glorious 
God  is  like  that  cord ;  tied  about  the  heart, 
it  helps  us  to  climb,  and  it  keeps  us  from 
falling.  This  is  what  I  want  you  to  do,  tie 
it  about  your  heart,  and  set  about  the  climb. 
And  when  you  feel  in  danger,  in  danger  of 
giving  it  up,  when  flesh  and  heart  fail,  cry 
"Hold — hold  thou  me  up."  Strong  hands 
and  warm  love  is  up  above.  Jesus,  when  a 
child,  bound  that  cord  about  His  heart,  and 
so  He  carried  His  wish  to  please  God  on  into 
youth  and  manhood ;  all  difficulties  He  com- 
pletely conquered,  all  dangers  He  passed  by 
unharmed ;  and  so,  as  He  grew  in  stature,  He 
grew  in  goodness,  and  -in  gladness,  and  "  in 
JbyQur  with  God  and  man." 
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"TpHE  progress  of  penoT  banks,  friendly  societies, 
biulding  societies,  ind,  above  all,  of  the  Post 
OSce  Savings  Back  system,  seems  to  testify  thai  the 
biunbler  classes  are  learning  to  appreciate  more  fully 
:uid  generally  the-valDeof  that  independence  and  self- 
respect  which  I  little  steady  self-denial  and  foresight 
may  so  often  secnre  with  regard  to  pecuniary  mal- 
lets, and  to  feel  more  strongly  the  duty  of  avoiding 
mere  carelessnesi  and  waste.  The  establishment  of 
liie  Poit  Office  Savings  Bank,  aflording.  as  it  has 
done,  inch  universal  convenience  for  investment  of 
small  UTtngs,  has  doubtless  given  a  great  stimulus  to 
habits  of  providence  and  thrift  throughout  the 
country,  and  the  extension  and  development  of  the 
system  is  a  matter  of  national  concern.  The  rule  at 
the  Post  OSce  Savings  Banks,  as  most  people  are 
aware,  is  that  no  deposit  of  less  than  one  ahiHing  can 
be  received,  the  reason  of  the  limitation  being  that 
the  receipt  of  smaUer  sums  woold  Involve  911  much 
more  work  that  the  Post  Office  wonld  lose  money  by 
the  transactions.  A  simple  and  ingenious  plan  has 
lately  been  devised  by  which  any  such  loss  Is  avoided, 
wlule  encooragemcnt  is  offered  to  those  who,  if 
they  save  at  all,  can  only  save  a  peimy  or  a  few 
pence  at  a  time.  The  Post  Office  authorities  agree 
10  receive  postage  stamps  fi^m  investors,  instead  of 
money,  when  it  is  desired.  Although,  of  course, 
ivclve  postage  stamps  cost  a  Ebilling,  and  are  re- 
ceived at  the  Post  Office  as  a  shilling,  the  dilference 
made  by  the  permission  to  investors  to  make  their 
payments  in  stamps  instead  of  money  has  already 
been  proved  lo  be  immense.  A  person  wanting  to 
save  a  penny  at  a  time  can  obtain  gratis  from  any 
po-it  office  in  the  country  a  form,  about  the  size  of  an 
oidinary  cheque  form,  containing  blank  spaces  for 
twelve  stamps.  As  each  penny  is  saved,  instead  of 
its  bang  allowed  to  "  bum  a  hole  in  the  pocket,"  it 
may  be  invested  in  a  stamp.  The  stamp  is  alhied  to 
Ihe  form,  and  when  in  dne  course  the  twelve  vacant 
spaces  are  filled,  the  form  can  be  handed  in  as  a 
shiUing  depodt.  The  system  was  inaugurated  last 
September,  and  was  tried  in  ten  counties  in  Eng. 
land,  Scotland,  and  Ireland  eiperimenlally.  It  was 
so  completely  successful  that  on  the  i  jth  of  Novem- 
ber its  operation  was  extended  (0  the  whole  of  the 
United  Kingdom,  and  it  will,  we  doubt  not,  exer- 
cise an  important  inQnence  upon  the  habits  and 
ultimately  npon  the  comfort  of  vast  numbers. 
Many  people,  who  are  ^induced  by  Ihe  simplicity  and 
convcnienoe  of  the  new  arrangement  to  make  use  of 
these  postage  stamp  forms,  will  be  sorprised  to  find 
how  ispidly  it  is  possible,  by  watching  spare  pennies, 
to  fill  op  one  form  after  another;  and  certainly  they 
wfll  flB  find  that  the  litUe  board  which  they  thus 
accaioolate  will  be  very  nsefol,  and  wiU  save  them 


from  much  inconvenience  and  possible  humiliation 
when  times  of  sickness,  want  of  work,  or  other 
special  pressure  come  upon  them.  Would  il  not  be 
a  worthy  use  of  Christian  pulpits  throughout  the  land 
this  New  Year  to  bring  this  new  aiangement  before 
the  people,  and  to  enfoice  it  with  the  injunction, 
"  Gather  up  the  fragments  that  nothing  be  lost  "  ?  It 
might  indirectly  famish,  too,  a  new  point  of  departure 
for  others  besides  the  technically  poor  ! 

DtMKERS  FOR  DESTITin'E  CHILDRBIT. 

When  it  began  to  be  felt  throughout  this  caontr?, 
and  the  feeling  found  eipression  in  legislative  enact- 
ment, that  elementary  education  must  be  made  com- 
pulsory,' it  happily  occurred  also  to  some  benevolent 
persons  that  studying  with  empty  stomachs  is  a  bad 
thing  for  little  people  and  is  not  very  bkely  to  lead 
to  very  satisfactoiy  results.  And  so,  fourteen  years 
ago,  a  Dcstitiite  Children's  Dinners  Society  was 
formed,  and  has  been  doing  good  work  ever  since. 
During  this  period,  hy  means  of  an  average  sub- 
scription list  of  about  /"iiOOO  a  year,  snpplemented 
hy  the  halfpence  of  the  children  themselves,  the 
Society  has  been  enabled  lo  provide  over  3  million 
and  a  half  of  dinners  to  hungry  little  waifs  and  strays, 
large  nambcts  of  whom  would  otherwise  scarcely 
have  known  what  a  substantial  and  sufficient  meal 
was.  This  means  that  one  diimer  a  week  has  been 
given  to  8,000  children  weekly,  during  five  months 
of  the  year.  Excellent  as  this  result  is,  it  is  obvions 
that  it  only  very  partially  meets  a  pressmg  necessity, 
the  satisfaction  of  which,  in  any  adequate  measure, 
must  tell  very  largely  upon  the  health  and  happiness 
of  little  children  now  and  of  the  generations  after  then. 
We  are  glad  to  see  tt  stated  that  the  Sodety  has  now 
a  very  extensive  organization,  capable  of  meeting 
mnch  more  fully  and  completely  than  it  has  yet  done, 
the  requirements  of  the  case.  The  encouragement  of 
small  payments  from  the  parente  of  children  is  doubt- 
less a  very  important  element  in  the  scheme,  and 
may  probably  be  greatly  developed.  Bat  many  poor 
children  have  parents  who  are  so  miserably  poor,  or 
so  reckless  and  careless,  that  if  they  are  not  cared 
for  by  strangers,  the  poor  little  things  have  small 
chance  of  proper  nourishment.  It  is  gratifying  lo 
know  that  S,ooo  of  these  waifs  and  strays  get  • 
dinner  once  a  week  during  part  of  the  year — but  we 
do  not  like  to  think  that  ailer  all  it  is  only  once  a 
week.  Lord  Kiimaird  is  the  Treasurer  of  the  Society, 
and  the  Secretary  is  Major  Gardiner,  38,  Gloucester 
Street,  Warwick  Square,  S.W. 

THS    "  DXK&DHOljaHT  "   ERAUAN'S  HOSPITAL. 

One  of  the  most  cosmopolitan  of  our  great  chari-' 
ties,  and  one  which  in  many  ways  appeals  to  the 
interest  and  the  grateful  feeling  of  the  British  public, 
is  the  "Dreadnought"  Seaman's  Hospital,  Green- 
wich. This  hospital  detires  its  name  from  the  old 
ship  in  the  Ihames,  in  which  jts  wto-ki^ ^^g^i^1]i^ 
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commenced.  Its  work  is  now  carried  on  in  an 
extensive  building  placed  at  the  dilposal  of  the 
hospital  directors  hj  the  Government,  subject  to  six 
tooDths'  notice  lo  quit  if  the  building  should  be 
required  for  any  other  purpose,  Tiie  efficiency  of 
Ihis  institution  has  been  greatly  increased  lately  by 
the  opening  of  a  dispeosaiy  in  Well  Street,  London 
Docks.  Here,  as  at  Greenwich,  (he  on]y  passport 
required  by  a  sailor  of  any  nationality  whatever  is  that 
he  should  be  io  such  a  state  of  sicliness,  poverty,  and 
distress  as  ically  to  require  assistance.  The  income 
of  the   hospital  from  funded  property  is  ^4,000 


expci 


3  that  i 


has  to  depend  upon  voluntary  gifts  for_^B,( 
management  is,  we  believe,  unexceptionable,  and  the 
object  is  one  which  certainly  deserves  the  hearty  sup- 
port both  of  private  individuals  and  ot  the  many 
wealthy  public  bodies  in  London  which  have  large 
funds  at  their  disposal  for  rjiaiilabie  purposes. 


n  with  the  Established  Church  there 
is  an  eiGellent  institotion  called  the  Parochial 
Mission-Women  Association,  which  for  many  years 
has  been  Tinostentatiously  doing  an  extensive  and 
most  useful  work.  The  Association  prepares  and 
sends  forth  humble  Christian  women  to  labour 
under  the  direction  of  the  clergy  in  the  visitation  of 
the  poorest  of  the  poor,  with  a  view  to  render  them 
practical  assistance  as  well  as  to  offer  them  synipatby 
and  advice.  Miss  Cecily  Scott,  of  PaUce  House, 
Beaulieu,  Southampton,  appealing  for  assistance  on 
l>ehalf  of  .this  work,  states  that  the  expenses  of 
management,  as  shown  by  the  balance  sheets  of  the 
Association,  average  not  more  than  i}  per  cent,  of  its 
receipts,  and  that  in  the  coarse  of  twenly.one  years 
a  sum  of  aboutji  185,000  has  been  collected  hy  the 
mission-women  from  the  poor,  in  deposits  for  cloth- 
ing and  other  articles.  "  These  women,"  observes 
Miss  Scott,  "are  themselves  of  the  poorett  class; 
they  cany  no  alms  in  their  hands  ;  but  they  bring  the 
light  0/  Christian  love  and  the  help  of  practical  kind- 
ness into  the  dark  places  of  our  great  towns ; "  and 
she  adds :  "At  this  moment  there  are  lying  before 
Ds  urgent  applications  from  the  clergy  in  Southwark, 
Lambeth,  Shoreditch,  Bow,  and  other  poor  districts, 
crowded  with  thousands  who  have  never  known  what 
it  was  to  say  a  prayer  or  save  a  penny."  The  state 
of  the  funds  of  the  Association,  however,  makes  it 
necessary  to  refuse  these  applicationE,  and  makes  the 
maintenance  of  the  work  upon  its  present  scale  a 
matter  of  anxiety  and  difficulty.  The  offices  of  the 
Association  are  at  II,  Buckingham  Street,  Strand, 
W.C.  This  is  a  form  of  Christian  agency  which, 
whether  employed  in  connection  with  the  Established 
Church  or  any  other  lection  of  the  Christian  com- 
munity, we  have  long  regarded  with  special  interest. 

HELP  AND  SELF-HELP  FOR  LADIES. 

Our  reference,  in  last  month's  notes,  to  an  institu- 
tion for  rendering  medical  aid  to  poor  gentlewomen, 
ha*  btought  under  oar  notice  two  other  efiorts  intended 


for  tbe  beneiit  of  the  same  chiss,  the  members  of 
wliicb  have  so  strong  a  claim  upon  general  sympathy. 
One  of  these  efforts  is  carried  on  by  the  "  Gentle- 
women's  Self-help  Institution, "  15,  Baker  Street, 
Porlman  Sqnare,  which  was  estaUished  fourteen 
years  ago,  and  has  enlisted  the  sympathy  of  many  in- 
fluential peiKtns,  The  object  of  the  Institution  U 
"  to  pLwe  within  the  reach  of  educated  ladies,  who 
may  have  been  reduced  from  easy  circumstances  to 
narrow  means,  tiie  opportonity  of  luming  their  na- 
tural ot  acquired  abilities  to  account."  "  Working 
members  "  are  assisted  in  various  ways — "  by  selling 
their  needlework  or  any  other  production  ;  by  giving 
them  employment  in  needlework,  &c. ;  by  affording 
instruction  in  needlework,  photograph  colouring,  and 
other  branches  of  art ;  and  by  providing  a  Registry 
for  Governesses,  Companions,  &c.  There  is  a  depart- 
ment in  the  work  of  the  Institute  tor  the  gratuitous 
medical  assistance  of  ladies  in  delicate  health.  The 
goods  are  always  on  sale  at  the  Institute,  We 
observe  that  the  saie  of  members'  and  institute's 
goods  during  the  past  year  has  realised  j£'442,  and 
that  "  work  to  order  "  has  been  done  to  the  extent  of 
^586.  These  figorei  doubtless  represent,  ot  partly 
represent,  a  great  benefit  conferred  npon  many  ladies 
who  have  been  placed,  often  by  no  lault  of  Ihnr  own, 
in  a  peculiarly  painful  and  helpless  position.  We 
should  like  to  see  the  Work  of  this  useful  enterprise 
assuming  mijch  larger  proportions,  and  extending  its 
benefits  in  a  manner  more  fully  commensurate  with 
the  need  wluch  undoubtedly  exists.  We  are  sorry  to 
observe  that  a  considerable  balance  is  due  to  the 
Treasurer.  The  other  effort  to  which  our  attention 
has  been  called  is  the  ' '  Establishment  for  Gentle- 
women daring  Temporary  Iltness,"  at  9,  Harley 
Street,  London,  W.,  which  we  find  is  now  in  the 
thirty-Iirst  year  of  its  existence.  During  the  last  year 
the  nnmber  of  patients  treated  and  nursed  in  the 
House  amounted  to  135,  and  a  large  number  of  these 
were  surgical  and  other  cases  of  a  most  painful  and 
critical  kind,  requiting  the  utmost  sldll  and  devotion 
on  the  part  of  doctors  and  attendants.  This  establish- 
ment also  is  in  very  urgent  and  immediate  need  of 
pecnniaij  aid. 

MISSION  TO  LONDON  THIEVES. 

Mr.  Hatlon  still  continues  his  melancholy  but  use- 
ful mission  to  the  thieves  of  London,  carried  on  in 
Little  Wild  Street,  Drury  Lane,  one  of  the  worst 
neighbourhoods  of  the  metiopolis.  This  work  is  re- 
markable, both  for  the  good  which  it  lias  accom- 
plished and  for  the  interest  and  approval  which  it  has 
called  forth  from  magistrates,  prison  anthorilies,  and 
others  Lkely  to  be  acquainted  with  the  darkest  side 
of  criminal  life  and  to  look  upon  those  engaged  in  it 
with  the  least  possible  amount  of  sentimental  philan- 
thropy. At  a  supper  and  aimual  meeting  recently 
held  in  connection  with  this  Mission,  at  the  chapel  in 
Little  Wild  Street,  Mr.  Flowers,  the  well-known 
magistrate,  presided.  The  report  of  the  Mission 
presented  on  the  occasion  gave  a  good  aceoont  01 
continned  and  encouraging  efforts  to  lend  a  Lelpii;g 
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band  to  men  uid  boja  who  bi*«  fallen  into  «Ti] 
comsca,  and  who,  il  left  nacared  for,  are  certain  to  e° 
tram  bad  to  «(»ie.  The  pre»nt  Home,  il  at  10, 
Biook  Smet,  Holboni,  E.C. 


Once  again  Ihe  Royai  National  Life-Boat  Institu- 
tion sends  forth  its  annnal  record  of  serrices,  and 
appeal  ita  support.  This  record  tells  us  that  in  the 
yai  iSSo,  up  to  October  31,  the  total  of  lives  saved 
amounted  to  4S6.  Oo  the  shotes  of  the  United  King- 
dom the  Institncioa  has  been  enabled  by  the  liberality 
of  the  public  to  place  a  fl? c(  of  life-boats  nombeiing 
at  the  preunt  raoment  270.  The  average  coat  of  3 
lifo-boat,  iocluding  its  equipment,  the  neceuarj  boat- 
home.  Sec,  is  ;^i,aoo,  and  the  cott  ol  maintaining 
each  boat  in  a  state  of  efficiency  ii  aboct  £70.  There 
are  tew  objccli  of  a  philanthropic  kind  in  tl)e*e  stonn- 
girt  islands  which  appeal  more  powcriiiUy  to  the 
popolai  ^mpatby  Ch^m  this  of  saving  bnmac  lives 
impeiitled  by  the  storm.  It  is  a  lerrice  which  con- 
stantly erokes  noble  and  gallant  conduct,  and  it 
abuKUntlj  desovei  ranembrancc  and  suppcsl. 


n.— MISSION  JOTTINGS. 


An  opportunity  lately  occurred  for  bringing  the 
continental  operatioiu  of  the  British  and  Foreign 
Bible  Society  specially  nndei  the  notice  of  a  number 
of  the  Society'a  supporters  ia  a  very  interesting 
mannet.  Four  of  the  agents,  who  have  the  direction 
of  the  colpottage  work  in  France,  Belgium,  AustiD- 
Hnngairy,  and  Germany,  had  been  smnmoned  to 
London  to  confer  with  the  committee  with  respect 
to  new  trantlationi  and  edition*  of  the  Scriptures, 
and  also  with  respect  to  details  of  atnngements  with 
eolportenrt.  Advantage  was  taken  of  their  presence 
to  invite  a  Urge  sompBDy  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  to 
meet  them  at  the  Bible  House,  Queen  Victoria  Street, 
l^ondoD,  and  to  hear  faxa  their  Upi  some  account  o| 
Iheir  work.  Lord  Shafleibnry  prerided  on  the  occa- 
liaa.  It  waa  mentioned  that  it  is  jost  fifty  yean  ago 
since  the  Society  commenced  its  work  on  the  con- 
tinent by  sending  Dr.  Piokerton  to  the  town  of 
Fnnkfoit-on-the-Haine.  Mr.  MiUard,  of  Vienna, 
who  was  Dr.  PinJcerton'i  immediate  successor,  and 
wlio  has  been  thirty-four  yean  engaged  in  his  cxleo- 
sive  district,  told  somelhing  of  the  growth  and  pro- 
gress of  the  Society'a  work  in  that  part  of  Europe. 
Sixty  colporteurs  were  under  his  directiou,  and  dutiag 
llie  pa»l  year  116,000  copies  ol  the  Scriptures,  or 
ports  of  the  Scriptures,  had  been  distributed  by  them 
in  20  difietent  languages.  Much  fruit  had  been 
gatbercd,  but  the  Aasbrian  Government  still  persisted 
in  many  vciations  and  restrictions  upon  Bible  aol- 
pottage.  M.  Gnatave  Monod  gave  a  very  touching 
Jccount  of  the  value  of  the  results  of  Bible  circulation 
ia  France,  showing  that  in  nnmberless  cases  the 
leadingof  the  Bible  had  awakened  inquiry,  quickened 


religious  feeling,  and  led  to  the  formation  of  simple 
ProlesUnl  chnrches.  The  Bible  Society's  work  in 
France,  he  remarked,  was  practically  the  only  channel 
through  which  the  Scripturea  in  their  own  language 
reached  the  twenty-five  millions  of  Roman  Catholics 
of  that  country.  Mr.  Kirkpatiick,  of  Brussels,  said 
something  of  the  progress  and  the  difficulties  of 
Bible  work  in  Belgium.  The  Rev.  G.  P.  Davies, 
of  Berlin,  lo!d  in  brief  the  wonderful  slory  of  the 
distribution  of  the  Scriptures  in  Germany  and  its 
effect  since  1830.  During  those  fifty  years  more 
than  I2,ooo,cco  copies  of  the  Scriptures  have  been 
issued  in  that  country  by  the  Bible  Society.  The 
review  of  this  period  of  fifty  years  of  the  Bible 
Society's  work  on  the  continent  is  full  of  encourage- 
menl,  showing  aa  it  does  that,  in  spite  of  all  hin- 
drances and  drawbacks,  substantial  results  have  been 
achieved,  and  that  "the  Book"  everywhere  vindicates 
itself  by  proving  a  lamp  to  the  feet  and  a  light  to  the 
path  of  troubled,  perpleied,  sorrowful,  and  darkened 


A  few  montks  ago  two  Baptist  missionaries, 
Messrs.  Haitland  and  Comber,  coimected  «1th  the 
Congo  Miswon,  Western  Africa,  had  a  very  carrov 
escape  liom  death  at  the  hands  of  the  savage  tribe 
inhabiting  Ihe  district  known  as  the  Makuta  country. 
Tbe  missionaries  were  making  an  exploring  expcdi. 
tion,  trying  to  find  a  new  route  to  a  particular  point, 
several  days'  journey  from  Congo.  The  various 
native  tribes  with  whom  they  were  brought  into  con- 
tact showed  tomncb  hostile  feeling  that  Ihe  native 
attendants  whom  they  had  taken  with  them  deserted 
in  alarm.  The  advent  of  the  while  man  was  evi- 
dently regarded  on  all  hands  with  suspictoo  and  dis- 
trust, as  the  certain  precursor  of  mischief  in  some 
form  or  other.  The  missionaries  resolved  to  retnm  to 
Congo,  and  having  heard  that  the  Makata  chief  was 
wllliDg  to  let  them  pass  through  bis  country  on  cer- 
tain conditions  which  they  were  prepared  to  observe, 
they  resolved  to  take  a  route  whkh  would  lead  them 
through  Banxa  Makuta,  the  principal  town  of  the 
district,  and  a  Soutishing  place.  Wearied  and  foot- 
sore the  travelltn  arrived  at  the  town,  but  speedily 
discovered  that  they  were  regarded  with  no  favourable 
eye  by  the  inhabitants.  The  people  of  the  town 
Eollenty  refused  to  answer  their  questions,  but  after 
watching  them  for  a  short  time,  the  cry  was  raised, 
"Fetch  tbe  guns;  kill  the  white  men  1"  and  a  mob 
of  savages,  armed  with  sticks,  stones,  knives,  cut- 
lasses, and  guns — in  short,  with  anything  available  as 
a  weapon — surrounded  the  missionaries,  and  began  to 
gesticulate  and  shout  in  a  fierce  and  threatening 
manner.  Messrs.  Hatlland  and  Comber  first  tried 
conciliation  and  remonstrance,  but  seeing  that  these 
were  of  no  avail,  they  betook  themselves  to  flight, 
amidst  a  shower  of  sticks  and  stones.  They  were 
beaten  and  bruised  aa  they  ran,  and  at  length  Mr. 
Comber  was  struck  by  a  shot  fired  by  one  of  the 
enraged  pursuers.  The  woond,  however,  allhough 
an  awkward   and  painfol  ^<^,,i^.liaii^ily^n9t  ^^i^ 
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severe  as  to  prevent  the  rugitivn  Crota  coniinuing 
tbeir  efforts  to  escape.  The  punuit  v/aa  kept  up  Tor 
several  miles,  and  even  when  it  was  abandoocil,  the 
missionariea  felt  it  necessary  to  push  on,  notwithstand- 
ing darkness,  ivearioess,  aod  manifold  danger.  At 
length  they  came  into  a  district  where  the  people 
were  more  friendly,  and  having  obtained  some 
companions  for  the  rest  of  their  journey,  after  two 
daj-s  they  arrived  safely  at  Congo,  having  walked 
eighty  miles  from  the  spot  at  which  they  were  attacked. 
The  bullet  was  extracted  from  Mr.  Comber's  back, 
and  he  does  not  appear  to  have  suffered  in  his  general 
health,  notwithstanding  these  severe  eiperiences. 
The  most  painful  part  of  the  story  is  that  the  objec- 
tion to  the  presence  of  white  mea  on  the  part  of  the 
ikatives  appeals  to  be  founded  upon  events  which  only 
too  plainly  give  cause  foi  distrust  and  dread  ol 
European  intruders.  It  is  stated  thai  some  years  ago 
the  town  of  Makuta  was  almost  demolished  by  Portu- 
guese invaders,  who  were  guilty  of  gieal  cruelty  and 
excesses ;  and  thai  in  Western  Africa  generally  the 
advent  oi  the  white  man  is  regarded  as  being,  in  one 
way  OI  another,  certain  to  injure  the  natives.  The 
eiiifence  of  this  imptession  is  a  formidable  hairier  in 
the  way  of  missionary  success. 

SEEl;  BV   THE  WAYSIDE   IN   CRJNA. 


>n  recently  published 
in  the  Jntelligtncer  of  the  Chmch  Missionary  Society, 
the  Rev.  J.  H.  Sedgwick,  of  Hang  Chow,  gives  an 
Interesting  account  of  visits  recently  paid  to  stations 
in  his  district,  in  the  course  of  vhich  he  gives  de- 
tails of  two  or  three  cases  of  earnest  religious  in- 
quiry on  (he  part  of  Cliinamen  which  had  come  under 
his  notice.  One  of  these  instances  remarliably  illus- 
trafes  the  singulai  and  seemingly  "  accidental  "  way 
in  which  the  message  of  the  gospel  is  sometimes  car- 
ried 10  individual  hearts.  Some  time  ago,  says  Mr. 
Sedgwick,  a  Chinaman  was  travelling  on  one  of  the 
river  steamers,  when  he  was  presented  by  a  foreigner, 
a  stranger,  with  a  copy  of  the  New  Testament  in  the 
Chinese  language.  The  man  accepted  the  gift,  but 
does  not  appear  to  have  made  any  use  of  it,  or  to 
have  valued  it  much,  although  he  kept  it  by  him  lor 
some  lime.  One  day,  when  his  aged  tutor,  named 
Yii,  who  is  reputed  to  be  the  best  penman  and  one 
of  the  best  scholars  in  Hang  Chow,  was  visitjag 
him,  the  man  happened  to  turn  over  the  volume, 
and  said,  "  Would  you  like  a  book  a  loieigner 
gave  me  ?  I  don't  want  it."  The  tutor  accepted  the 
volume  thus  lightly  and  incidentally  proflered,  and 
speedily  t>ecamQ  interested  in  its  contents.  He 
perceived  in  it  a  message  of  truth  to  which  be 
had  pieviouily  been  a  stranger,  and  he  began  to 
pray.  Then  he  sougtit  the  guidance  of  an  excellent 
native  catechist,  named  Tai,  from  whom  he  received 
considerable  help.  Yii  had  a  terrible  Ircuble  in  his 
home.  His  son,  a  young  man  of  thirty-three,  a 
■cholar  who  bad  taken  his  degree,  had  become  tlie 
victim  of  opium,  the  great  curse  and  scourge  ol 
China,  and  the  young  man's  wife  bad  Men  isto  the 


same  liabit.  This  miserable  husband  and  wife  lived 
□□  (he  father's  hardly-eamed  and  scanty  income, 
being  themselves  incapacitated  for  work  by  their 
habits,  and  their  two  little  children  were  nearly  starv- 
ing.  The  father  introduced  the  son  and  his  wife  to 
(he  catechist,  and  aderwards  to  Mr.  Sedgwick. 
They  showed  a  disposition  to  listen  to  the  teaching 
given  them,  and  to  submit  to  the  discipline  necessary 
to  wean  them  from  indulgence  in  opium.  Soon  the 
couple  joined  their  father  in  applying  for  Chris- 
tian baptism,  and  Mr.  Sedgwick  lias  good  hope 
that  they  have  all  tmly  become  Christian  disciples, 
He  mentions  (hat,  hiving  occasion  to  call  upon  a 
neighbouring  mandarin,  he  was  accompanied  by 
Yii.  junior,  in  the  official  hat  to  which  his  degree 
entitles  him.  The  mandarin  scanned  Yii  attentively, 
said  one  or  two  polite  things  to  hiin,  and  then  asked 
him  point  blank,  "Are  you  oneot  these  Christians  ? " 
Without  a  moment's  hesitaLon,  end  looking  the  offi- 
cial frankly  in  the  face,  the  yoong  man  replied,  "  I 
am  a  Christian."  Tiiis  was  a  prompt  ccnfession  at 
what  viiS,  we  can  well  oeheve,  a  trying  moment,  and 
we  do  not  wonder  that  it  made  the  missionary's 
heart  glad.  Such  are  the  results  of  the  "accideataJ" 
passing  from  hand  to  band  of  a  copy  of  the  New 
Testament  in  China. 


III.— OUR  MEMORIAL  RECORD. 


By  the  death  of  Mi.  Mark  Firth,  which  took  place 
in  the  siity-secood  year  oi  his  age,  after  three  weeks' 
suffering  from  apoplexy  Uid  paralysis,  the  town  of 
StieEGeld  has  lost  v,  munihccnt  beiiefactor,  and  the 
country  at  large  a  citizen  who  showed  great  liberality 
of  thought  and  feeling  in  the  way  in  which  he  ap- 
plied portions  of  his  vast  wealth  for  the  benefit  of 
others.  Mr.  Firth  was  a  keen  and  successful  man  of 
business,  and,  in  connection  with  his  father  and 
brother,  established  steel  works  which  have  become 
famous  throughout  theworld  for  their  extent  and  tot 
the  excellence  of  the  manufactures  produced  in  them. 
Eleven  years  ago  he  erected  and  endowed  alms- 
houses for  the  accommodation  and  support  ol  about 
forty  poor  people,  at  a  cost  of  £yi,caa.  At  an  ex- 
penditure of  about  the  same  sum  he  purchased  a 
park,  in  1875,  of  which  he  presented  (hirty-sii  acres 
to  the  people  of  Sheffield  as  a  place  ot  public  recrea- 
tion. In  1879  he  presented  to  the  town  a  splendid 
pile  of  buildings,  erected  for  the  purposes  of  a  col- 
lege, at  a  cost  of  about  ^^0,000.  He  added  to  the 
gift  a  considerable  endowment  fund,  whidi  has  been 
largely  augmented  by  other  donors  under  tbc 
stimulus  ol  his  example.  Mr.  Firth  was  a  member 
of  "New  Connexion"  Metliodist  body,  of  the  insti- 
tutions of  which  be  was  a  liberal  sapporter.  But 
the  special  feature  of  his  gilts  to  his  native  town 
was  the  large-hearted  way  in  which  he  left  them 
untrammelled  by  vexatious  conditions  indicative  ot 
mere  personal  crotchets,  such  as  have  too  olteu 
fetteted  and  limited  the  uielnliiew  of  nmilar  gittN. 


MOTHER   HERRING'S   CHICKEN. 

Bv  L.  T.  MEADE,  Adthox  o?  "Water  Gipsies,"  "Scamp  amd  I,"  btc 


CHAPTER   \m. — A   DOWNWARD   PATH. 

THERE  are  men  and  men,  as  most  tnily 
also  there  are  women  and  women.  There 
are  tfiose  of  both  sexes  who  may  truly  be 
called  noble  without  any  earthly  patent  of 
nobility;  and  there  arc  those  whom  Satan 
seems  to  mark  with  the  opposite  insignia. 

To  the  one  class  belonged  Mother  Herring ; 
to  the  other  her  most  miserable  husband. 
Herring  had  a  small  soul,  a  small  mind,  a 
small  heart.  That  heart  of  his  had  never 
opened  wide  enough  to  receive  the  best  of 
treasures — a  pure  and  noble  wife.  The  wife 
loved  after  her  Itind  ;  the  husband  after  his. 
There  was  a  great  gulf  between  their  loves. 

He  had  manied  her  by  deceit.  This 
could  not  trouble  much  so  scared  a  con- 
science. The  woman  in  the  largeness  of  her 
love  forgave.  He  was  lazy,  and  he  allowed 
her  to  work  for  him.  He  was  scarcely  a 
violent  drinker,  but  drink  gave  him  pleasure, 
so  he  drank ;  for  it  had  ever  been  impos- 
sible for  bim  to  deny  himself. 

When  his  wife  at  last  broke  down  from 
ill-health  and  privation,  and  he  found  that  she 
could  help  him  no  more,  he  quietly  deserted 
her.  Since  then  his  career  had  indeed  been 
down-hill.  All  outward  semblance  of  virtue 
left  him.  He  stole  when  he  could ;  he  broke 
promises  when  he  could ;  he  lived,  in  prison 
and  out,  as  he  could.  Afraid,  however,  of 
meeting  his  wife,  he  left  London.  He  pre- 
ferred to  be  known  to  the  police  in  the  large 
towns  of  Liverpool,  and  Manchester,  and 
Glasgow,  where  the  pure  eyes  of  the  woman 
who  had  loved  him  should  never  meet  his. 

He  did  not  know  what  at  last  tempted 
him  to  return  to  London ;  perhaps  the  idea 
that  in  the  largest  place  he  would  be  the 
safest. 

Certain  it  is  that  after  five  years  of 
crime,  of  never  hearing  about  either  wife  or 
child,  he  found  himself  back  in  his  old 
haunts.  His  old  comrades  were  gone;  the 
man  himself  was  much  changed ;  no  one 
recognised  him ;  he  could  walk  about  freely. 
He  had  been  in  London  a  month,  when,  un- 
expectedly, when  he  was  least  thinking  of 
her,  he  saw  his  wife.  Perhaps,  had  not  the 
woman  called  out  her  name,  she  might  have 
passed  unnoticed  in  the  crowd.  But,  as  it 
was,  he  saw  her:  and  seeing,  recognised. 

x_6 


Yes;  she  was  alive  and  well.  Well?  why 
she  looked  years  younger,  and  far  better 
than  when  last  they  were  together.  His  first 
feeling  was  almost  one  of  anger.  Surely, 
surely,  fate  was  unkind,  unjust.  Tliere  should 
not  be  such  a  difference  between  husband 
and  wife.  Their  walks  in  life  should  not  lie 
so  apart.  His  wife,  then,  was  doing  well. 
He  instantly  resolved  to  know  something 
more  of  her.  Had  he  seen  her  in  rags  and 
f)overty,  he  would  have  allowed  her  to  pass 
by  without  let  or  comment ;  but  now,  she 
might  be  useful  to  him.  And  was  she  not 
his  wife  ?  He  determined  to  make  friends 
with  the  boys  who  knew  her,  and  for  this 
purpose  went  with  them.  Poppy's  informa- 
tion delighted  him.  His  wife  was  not  only 
well,  but  she  was  the  owner  of  a  shop.  How 
good,  after  all,  it  was  for  a  man  to  have  a 
wife  I  He  would  find  out  all  he  could  from 
Peter  and  Poppy,  and  then  he  would  tAink. 
He  had  not  at  all  resolved  to  show  himself  to 
his  wife.  More  than  ever  did  he  dislike  the 
idea  of  returning  to  a  life  of  respectability. 
Still,  the  news  that  his  wife  was  tlie  happy 
owner  of  a  shop  was  of  immense  value. 
Yes,  he  would  think,  and   act,  he  hoped. 

For  all  this  he  must  have  time ;  and  in  the 
meanwhile  it  was  of  great  importance  that 
Mother  Herring  should  be  kept  in  the  dark 
as  to  his  re-appeaiance  on  the  scene.  For 
this  pmpose,  the  boys,  Peter  and  Poppy, 
must  on  no  account  be  allowed  to  go  to 
visit  her.  After  he,  by  guile,  had  won  their 
confidence,  for  they  had  confided  to  him 
their  own  poor  story,  and  their  hopes  that 
Mother  Herring  would  help  them.  Herring 
instantly  resolved  that  she  and  they 
should  not  meet  that  evening.  They  might 
promise  him  ever  so  often  that  they  would 
reveal  nothing,  but  how  could  he  tnist  a 
child  like  Poppy,  or  a  lad  like  Peter?  No; 
happen  what  might,  the  boys  must  be  kept 
away  from  Mother  Herring's.  How  could 
he  effect  this?  How?  He  would  again 
bring  his  cunning  to  bis  aid. 

CHAPTER    IX. — THE   VOICE  OF  HIS   OWN 

CHILD. 

That  night  there  was  an  unusual  influx  of 
visitors  in  Mother  Herring's  little  shop.  The 
small  tables  where  bcr  customers  sat  were 
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never  empty,  and  Rosy,  work  as  she  would, 
could  scarcely  supply  hot  soup  or  delicious 
penny  pies  fast  enough.  Towards  the  close 
of  the  evening,  a  man  with  a  hat  slouched 
well  over  his  eyes,  and  wrapped  up  to  the 
chin  in  a  greatcoat  and  dirty  muffler,  entered, 
came  up  to  the  counter  where  Mother  Her- 
ring presided,  and,  without  speaking,  held 
out  his  hand  for  a  cup  of  coffee.  The  hand 
he  held  out  was  thin  and  dirty,  and  as  it 
grasped  the  cup  and  saucer,  it  shook. 

"  Cup  of  coffee,  a  penny,  my  man,"  said 
Mother  Herring.  "  You'd  like  a  buttered 
roll  with  it,  eh  ?'" 

The  man  nodded,  paid  his  twopence,  and 
retired  to  an  empty  table  with  his  supper. 
Mother  Herring  took  no  more  notice  of 
him.  Indeed,  it  would  have  been  impossible 
for  her  to  see  him  in  the  distant  comer  to 
which  he  had  gone.  He  ate  his  supper  in 
the  rapid  manner  of  the  very  hungry,  then 
leant  back  in  his  chair,  and,  with  his  hat  stili 
over  his  eyes,  took  furtive  glances  around. 
It  was  quite  evident  that  he  had  no  present 
intention  of  resigning  his  post  at  the  little 
table  which  he  had  selected,  though  more 
than  one  impatient  customer  who  wanted  a 
seat  requested  him  either  to  eat  more  or  to 
fio- 

His  furtive  eyes  were,  however,  doing  him 
good  service,  for  he  presently  saw,  stowed 
away  carefully  under  the  counter,  a  nice  bed 
of  clean  straw.  It  looked  a  tempting  bed,  soft 
and  fresh.  He  might  sleep  there,  and  he  was 
sleepy.  He  might  hide  there,  and  he  wanted 
to  hide.  He  was  up  to  more  than  one  sleight- 
of-hand  trick.  He  was  an  adept  at  every 
sort  of  cunning.  No  one  saw  him  disappear 
or  bury  himself  in  the  straw,  but  in  a  mo- 
ment the  coveted  table  was  vacant,  and  he 
was  burrowing  far  under  the  counter,  which 
let  down  like  a  flap  at  each  side  and  com- 
pletely hid  him  from  view.  Here  he  lay  and 
waited,  laughing  within  his  sleeve  at  the  idea 
of  his  hiding  within  his  own  wife's  house. 

At  ten  o'clock  the  customers  began  to 
depart.  By  half-past  ten  they  were  all  gone, 
but  Herring  did  not  stir.  He  lay  still ;  his 
heart  beating  a  trifle  hard  now,  it  is  true,  for 
his  wife  might  discover  him,  and  discovery 
would  for  many  reasons  be  undesirable.  No 
one,  however,  looked  under  the  counter,  and 
he  presently  heard  a  clear  child's  voice  say 
from  the  inner  room — 

"Mother,  I  think  you  may  put  up  the 
shutters  and  lock  up  the  shop,  Tis  gone 
half-past  ten,  mother;  and  I'm  feared  as 
them  boys  won't  come  to-night." 

"  Mo,  Rosy  dear;  they  was  to  have  come 


an  hour  agone,  as  I  wished  to  give  'em  a 
bite  o'  supper.  My  heart  misgives  me  as 
some'ut  'as  happened  to  the  laddies;  and  I 
had  Poppy's  bed  all  ready." 

As  Mother  Herring  spoke,  she  stooped 
down  and  patted  the  clean  straw  where 
Herring  lay.  He  curled  up  his  feet,  and  in 
the  shadow  she  saw  nothing. 

"  Mother,  I  have  some'ut  so  nice  for  yer 
supper,"  said  tlie  child's  voice  again. 

There  was  a  slight  delay  of  putting  up 
shutters  and  drawing  of  bolts,  and  then 
Mother  Herring  and  Rosy  disappeared  into 
the  warm,  bright  little  kitchen,  drawing  the 
bolt  of  the  shop  behind  them. 

The  moment  they  did  so,  Herring  softly 
glided  from  his  bed  under  the  counter,  crept 
up  to  a  window  which  opened  on  the  kitchen, 
and  looked  through.  From  this  window  he 
could  sec  the  whole  brilliantly  lighted  little 
room ;  but  he  himself,  being  in  the  dark, 
couid  not  be  seen.  As  he  stood  and  leant 
against  the  window  his  trembling  hands 
trembled  more  violently,  and  his  white  face 
grew  yet  whiter.  The  fact  was,  the  sound 
of  Rosy's  voice  had  upset  him  in  the  most 
unexpected  manner.  When  last  be  had  seen 
Rosy  she  had  been  a  baby.  He  never  heard 
her  speak  before. 

It  is  perfectly  true,  that  in  the  very  lowest 
human  nature,  there  still  lives  a  spark  of  the 
Divine.  This  spark  had  been  touched  in 
Herring  by  the  sweet  sound  of  his  own 
child's  voice.  He  could  not  understand  his 
sensations.  He  found  himself  suddenly 
longing  for  his  child.  His  wife,  who  had 
done  so  much  for  him,  awoke  no  good  sensa- 
tions ;  but  the  innocent  voice  of  the  creature 
to  whom  be  had  given  bemg  touched  him, 
touched  him  painfully,  and  in  a  way  that  he 
neither  liked  nor  imderstood.  As  yet  he 
had  not  seen  Rosy,  for  she  was  never  allowed 
to  attend  in  the  shop.  Now  he  felt  that  he 
must  run  all  risks  to  see  her.  He  had  stayed 
behind  the  other  customers  for  the  purpose 
of  making  observations  and  learning  more 
of  his  wife's  worldly  prospects,  and,  perhaps, 
if  he  thought  well,  opening  the  till  where  she 
kept  her  savings ;  but  now  he  only  thought 
of  one  thing — his  child ;  he  must  see  bis 
own  child. 

Leaning  against  the  window,  he  looked  in, 
trembling.  Through  the  badly  fitting  panes 
of  glass  he  could  not  only  see,  but  hear.  He 
clasped  his  trembling  hands  £rmly  against 
the  window-sill  as  he  listened. 

During  supper  Rosy  and  her  mother  talked 
about  the  boys,  and  wondered  and  conjec- 
tured as  to  their  noQ-^ppeatance ;  but  when 
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that  meal  was  over,  the  little  girl  climbed 
upon  her  mother's  knee  and  hud  her  head 
on  her  shoulder. 

"  It  is  very  late,  my  darling ;  you  had 
better  say  your  prayers  and  go  to  bed,"  said 
the  mother. 

Rosy,  at  eight  years  old,  still  used  almost 
baby  words.  She  knelt  by  her  mother's 
side,  folded  her  hands,  looked  up,  and  said, 
"  Please,  dear  God  and  Jesus  Christ,  bless 
my  dear  father  and  mother ;  make  my 
mother's  shop  pay  her  well ;  and  give  us  both 
enough  to  eat  and  to  drink,  and  to  put  on ; 
take  care  of  me,  as  you  do  of  the  sparrers, 
please ;  and  please  take  grea/  care  of  my 
dear,  dear  father  who  is  far  away.  Make 
me  a  good  child  to  my  father,  whenever  he 
comes  home  again.  Give  me  Thy  holy 
spirit,  and  teach  me  to  make  the  pies  and 
the  soup  better  and  better.  For  Jesus' 
iafce.  Amen,  Oh  I  and  please  bless  dear 
feter  and  Poppy," 

Then  Rosy  climbed  again  on  her  mother's 
knee,  and  before  she  went  to  bed  said — 
what  indeed  she  said  nearly  every  night  of 
her  life — "Have  you  heard  yet  when  my 
father  ts  coming  back  again,  mother  f " 
"  No,  deary." 

"  But  he's  sure  to  come  some  day  ?  " 
"  Yes,  I  think  he  is  sure." 
"  Mother,  when  he  comes,  what  shall  I 
do?" 

"  Run  to  him,  and  put  your  arms  round 
his  neck,  and  give  him  a  great  welcome. 
Rosy." 

"  Pat  my  arms  round  his  neck,  and  give 
him  a  great  welcome,"  repeated  Rosy.  "Yes, 
I  can  do  that  He  must  be  a  very  good 
man,  or  you  would  not  love  him  so  much, 
mother." 

Mrs.  Herring  was  silent.  Presently  Rosy 
went  to  bed,  and  her  mother  followed  her, 
putting  out  the  light  as  she  did  so. 

Herring  crept  back  again  to  the  soft  straw 
which  had  been  prepared  for  Poppy,  and  lay 
down.  He  thought  himself  sleepy,  but  he 
did  not  sleep.  He  knew  that  he  was  tired, 
but  he  could  not  rest.  He  tossed  from  side 
to  side ;  he  could  find  no  peace.  "Piease, 
God,  take  grrat  care  of  my  dear,  dear  father 
wha  it  far  away"  These  words  in  Rosy's 
prayer  kept  repeating  themselves  over  and 
over  in  his  mind.  Other  words  said  by  her 
soft  lips  came  also  back  to  torture  him ; 
above  all  that  last  speech  of  hers — "  Hemust 
be  a  very  good  man,  or  you  would  not  lave  him 
io  fitueA."  Poor,  poor  Rosy,  how  little  she 
knew  !  For  the  ^rst  time  in  all  his  life, 
Herring  was  conscious  of  a  feeling  of  tegret. 


of  a  feeble  desire  for  the  liigher  life.  For 
the  first  time  he  was  not  satisfied  with  him- 
self, and  would  have  changed  himself  if  he 
could  to  a  better  man — he  would  have  done 
that  for  Rosy's  sake ;  just  because  he  liked 
her  bright  face,  and  could  not  quite  enjoy 
the  thought  of  giving  her  pain.  This  long- 
ing for  the  good,  for  the  sake  of  his  own 
innocent  child,  was  not  very  strong  in  the 
evil  man  ;  but  it  was  sufficiently  there  to 
keep  him  awake  and  to  make  him  uncom- 
fortable. The  soft  bed  prepared  by  Mother 
Herring  with  such  care  for  little  Poppy  be- 
came no  longer  soft,  no  longer  bearable. 
Did  Rosy  know  how  near  was  her  father, 
who  was  not  a  good  man,  to  her  that 
night?  He  must  get  away  from  his  pure 
little  Rosy,  and  at  once.  Rising  softly, 
he  stumbled  through  the  dark  shop  to  the 
window,  unfastened  the  bolts,  let  down  the 
shutter,  then,  listening  until  any  sound  of 
approaching  footsteps  should  have  died 
away,  stole  like  a  thief  in  the  night  from 
what  should  have  been  that  Holy  of  Holits 
to  him,  his  own  hearth,  the  home  of  his 
own  wife  and  child. 


There  was  consternation  the  next  day  iti 
the  little  shop,  consternation  and  much 
astonishment :  some  one  had  evidently  broken 
in  in  the  night.  This  was  a  self-evident  fact, 
for  the  shutters,  so  firmly  barred  by  Mrs 
Herring's  own  fingers  the  night  before,  had 
been  removed ;  the  window  itself  was  un- 
fastened, even  a  little  open  j  and  there  were 
other  marks  to  show  that  an  intruder  had 
visited  the  place.  Yes,  it  was  very  evident 
that  some  one  had  come  into  Mother  Her- 
ring's little  shop;  but  with  what  intent? 
That  was  the  puzzle.  Nothing  was  gone, 
not  a  can,  nor  a  plate,  nor  a  jug  removed. 
Even  that  tempting  batch  of  penny  pies, 
which  Rosy  had  placed  in  the  shop  for 
greater  coolness  the  night  before  ;  that  batch 
of  pies  had  not  been  lessened  by  so  much 
as  one.  Mother  Herring  approached  with 
trembling  steps  the  little  safe  where  she  kept 
her  day's  earnings  :  that  safe  contained  over 
two  pounds  in  coppers  and  small  silver — not 
one  Etnall  coin  had  been  removed,  nor  W3& 
the  lock  even  tampered  with. 

It  was  all  very  strange  ;  and  somehow  the 
effect  of  the  entrance  of  this  thief  who  did 
not  rob,  this  night  intruder  who  took  no- 
thing away  with  him,  troubled  and  perplexed 
Mrs.  Herring  far  more  than  if  she  bad  really , 
been  a  loser.  l'j  !.<■   ,  ^.vs.^iL 
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"  Then  it  'ud  all  have  been  as  plain  as  a 
pilce-staff,"  she  said  over  and  over  to  herself; 
"  but  now " 

She  said  nothing  more  after  that  "  now ;' " 
only  her  gentle  face  had  a  cloud  over  it. 

As  for  Rosy,  she  was  too  young  and  too 
innocent  to  wonder  very  much,  or  very  long. 
I  think  it  is  quite  possible  that  she  had  some 
secret  theory  of  her  own  as  to  the  mystery 
of  this  night  visitor.  Rosy  had  heard  of 
angels,  and  she  was  a  ianciful  child.  How- 
ever, she  kept  her  conjectures  to  herself,  and 
soon  forgot  them  in  her  eager  wondering  as 
to  whether  Peter  and  Poppy  would  come  to- 
night. 

The  news  that  Mother  Herring  had  been 
robbed — some  said  even  murdered — brought 
a  great  influx  of  visitors  into  the  little  shop 
that  day,  and  by  the  night  it  was  quite 
thronged.  The  neighbours  were  loud  in 
their  pity,  wonder,  and  commiseration.  They 
also  gave  miscellaneous  advice ;  some  pro- 
posed to  stay  with  Mrs.  Herring  all  night  to 
help  her  to  watch  against  a  fresh  intrusion  ; 
others  said  that  she  should  get  a  policeman 
to  take  care  of  the  house,  or  at  least  re- 
quest one  to  walk  up  and  down  near  the 
house  all  night.  Mother  Herring,  however, 
quietly  replied  to  alt  these  suggestions  that 
she  was  not  afraid ;  that  whoever  had  come 
had  done  no  harm,  and  that  she  would  just 
look  well  about  her  and  lock  up  carefully  to- 
night. Nothing  would  move  the  litde 
woman  from  this  resolve,  and  the  wondering 
neighbours  had  to  hold  their  peace. 

At  ten  o'clock  to  the  moment  that  night 
Rosy  sKppied  softly  round  the  counter, 
clasped  her  mother's  gown  in  her  two  hands, 
and  whispered  in  a  voice  that  trembled  with 
delight,  "  Mother,  mother,  I  seed  Pete  and 
Poppy  jest  now ;  they  was  a-peeping  in  at  our 
little  winder,  mother." 

"  Poor  lads !  beckon  to  'em  to  come  in, 
Rosy,  and  take  'em  straight  inlo  our  little 
kitchen.  Rosy." 

Rosy  waited  for  no  further  leave,  but 
darting  through  the  crowd  of  customers,  was 
presently  seen  leading  Peter  and  Poppy 
right  through  their  midst  into  the  shelter  of 
the  bright  little  kitchen. 

"  I'm  'shamed  of  yer,"  was  her  greeting  to 
them  both ;  but  then,  in  the  excess  of  her 
real  joy,  she  clasped  their  hands  and  danced 
softly  up  and  down. 

Peter  looked  abashed  and  self-conscious ; 
but  Poppy,  who  was  about  Rosy's  own  height, 
gazed  into  her  face  and  presently  whispered, 
"Fm  werry'ungry;  might  I  'ave  a  penny 
pie  wid  this  'ere  hart 'ny,  Rosy  ?  " 


Rosy  laughed  and  gave  it  to  him,  and  he 
sat  down  contentedly  on  the  floor  to  eat  it. 

"  And  now,  Peter,  why  did  you  not  come 
last  night?"  asked  Rosy. 

Peter  was  silent. 

"Won't  you  tell  me,  dear  Peter?"  asked 
gentle  little  Rosy,  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

The  moment  she  touched  him,  he  turned 
pale  and  trembled.  Suddenly  he  flung  his 
rough  head  down  on  his  large  hands,  and 
burst  into  a  passion  of  crying.  "  Oh  !  I 
can't  tell  yer.  Rosy.  Don't  atsk  me,  dear 
Rosy." 

"  No,  he's  not  fur  to  tell,"  said  Poppy. 
"  It  wor  a  werry  dark  place,  and  werry  nasty, 
and  I  wor  frightened;  an'  we're  not  fur  to 
telL" 

He  returned  to  the  delights  of  his  penny 
pie,  and  Peter,  after  a  moment  ot  two, 
wiped  away  his  tears  and  sat  silent.  Rosy, 
young  as  she  was,  was  quite  wise  enough  to 
perceive  a  change  in  him.  The  innocent, 
happy  look  which,  with  all  his  ignorance  and 
dirt,  he  had  always  worn,  was  gone  ;  per- 
plexity and  care  were  manifest  now  on  his 
brow. 

Punctual  to  the  moment,  at  half-past  ten 
Mother  Herring  came  in,  and  then  diey  had 
supper ;  and  then,  after  Rosy  had  washed 
up  and  put  away,  they  all  sat  as  they  had 
done  the  Sunday  before,  except  that  this 
time,  in  her  relief  at  having  them  back  again. 
Mother  Herring  put  her  arms  round  Poppy's 
neck,  and  somehow,  the  next  thing,  he 
found  his  little  head  resting  on  her  breast. 
In  this  position,  with  Peter's  great  black  eyes 
fixed  on  her,  and  Rosy  quite  trembling  with 
excitement,  she  unfolded  her  plans  to  them 
both.  But  what  ailed  Peter— Peter,  who 
all  bis  life  had  been  almost  homeless,  almost 
friendless  ?  What  ailed  him,  as  be  sat  with 
darkening  brow  and  clenched  hands,  and  a 
look  on  his  dark  face  that  frightened  little 
Poppy  so  much,  that  although  in  all  his  life 
before  he  had  never  even  dreamed  of  such 
happiness,  he  began  to  cry  ? 

"When  Mother  Herring  ceased  to  speak. 
Rosy  touched  Peter  and  said,  as  she  had 
said  once  before,  "  What  is  it,  Peter?" 

"  'Tis  this,"  said  Peter,  rousing  himself —    | 
"  'tis  this :  that  I'm  the  most  misribble  boy 
in  h'all  the  world.     I  wor  never  werry  'apfiy;    I 
but  now  I'm  misribble.     No,  Mother  Her-    | 
ring,  ma'am,  1  can't  a-tell  yerj  I  can't  tell 
nobody,  only  as  I'm  werry  misribble.     I'm 
more  gratified  to  you.  ma'am,  and  to  Rosy. 
than  I  can  put  into  no  words  :  and  ef  so  be 
as  yer  wiJl  let  little  Poppy  sleep  under  the 
counter,  and  'ave  a  bit  o'  shelter  these  'ere 
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cold  nights,  why,  ma'am,  Mother  Herring, 
ma'am,  and  Rosy,  III,  I'll  never  forget  It  to 
eithei  of  yer ;  and  it  'ud  comfort  me  more'n 
3.  bit  to  think  as  Poppy  is  so  coin&itle ;  but, 
ma'am,  I  can't  do  nothink  at  that  ere  broom 
and  crossing,  I  can't  do  nothink  bnt  go  an- 
other way,  Mrs.  Herring,  ma'am." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Peter  ?  "  said  Mrs. 
Hening.  "  Do  you  really  mean  to  tell  me 
that  you  are  not  going  to  let  me  help  you  ? 
Why,  you  promised  quite  differently  on 
Sunday  night." 

"  I  'as  had  a  misfortin  since  Sunday  night," 
replied  Peter ;  "  and,  yes,  ma'am,  that's  about 
it.  I'm  not  fiir  to  starve;  but  I  can't  tell 
yer,  ma'am — I  can't — I  can't !" 

Here  Peter  again  gave  way  to  those  violent 
sobs  which  shake  very  strong  natures. 

There  was  something  too  genuine  about 
the  boy  for  Mother  Hening  to  doubt  him. 
She  said  nothing  until  the  sobs  had  spent 
th^nselves,  then  she  spoke. 

"  Peter,  I  don't  deny  as  I'm  real  grieved. 
I'm  puzzled  too ;  and  I  fears  me  as  yer  is 
led  to  do  some'ut  wrong ;  I'm  feared  fur  yer, 
Peier  lad  !  But  if  yer  won't  tell,  and  may 
be — for  I  ain't  the  one  to  judge — yer  can't 
tell.  But  look  here,  Peter  lad ;  ef  so  be  as 
yer  can  promise  me  that  yer  is  not  going  to 
h'eam  yer  bread  in  no  dishonest  manner " 

"  It  ain't  dishonest,"  said  Peter. 

"  WeU,  lad — why.  111  trust  yer,  even  tho'  I 
can't  help  yer.  I  don't  deny  as  I'm  pained 
— p^ned  and  disappointed;  but  don't  you 
keep  away  from  us,  Peter  lad ;  come  same  as 
ever,  and  some  day  you  may  be  able  to  tell 
whu  I  sees  is  a  sore  trouble  to  yer  to-night. 
As  long  as  yer  can  call  yerself  a  honest  boy, 
and  truthfiil,  come  yere,  and  be  sure  of  a 
welcome,  Peter." 

"Thank  yer.  Mother  Herring."  said  Peter. 
"  I'll  come ;  yes,  I'll  come  sure." 

"And,  lad,  what  I'm  thinking  is,  that  we 
might  buy  the  broom  and  crossing  for  bit 
Poppy  yere.  He's  a  small  one,  but  lads  as 
tiny  has  done  well  wid  abroom  and  crossing." 

"  Oh,  Mother  Herring,  why  it  'ud  save  little 
Poppy.     Oh,  I  don't  know  what  ter  say ! " 

"  Say  nought,  lad,  but  leave  it  to  me.  I'll 
manage  fur  little  Poppy ;  he  shall  sleep  yere, 
and  go  to  his  crossing  h'every  morning,  and 
buy  his  bits  o'  victuals  out  o'  my  shop  ;  and 
on  Sundays — why,  Pete,  as  long  as  you  are 
the  two  things  as  you  promised  to  be,  you  and 
Poppy  may  eat  yer  Sunday  dinner  along  o' 
Rosy  and  me.  Now,  it  is  werry  late,  and 
my  Rosy  is  sleepy,  so  I'll  put  yer  both  to 
sleep  in  Poppy's  bed  to-night." 


It  was  midnight — past  midnight — and  that 
calm  had  come  over  London  which  just  gives 
her  breathing  space  to  pause  before  com- 
mencing her  next  great  rush  for  wealth  and 
life,  Even  in  the  low  and  evil  part  of  the 
town  where  Mother  Herring  lived  there  was 
this  pause  of  peace  and  quiet.  No  more 
angry,  loud  voices  were  heard  without ;  and 
withiu,  up-stair^  and  down,  perfect  silence 
reigned.  In  the  little  kitchen  Rosy  slept 
peacefully.  Under  the  shop-counter,  on  their 
warm  bed  of  straw,  the  two  lads  lay  in  each 
other's  arms.  Peter's  troubles  had  left  him, 
and  Poppy  was  dreaming  of  golden  days  with 
his  broom  and  crossing. 

Only  Mother  Herring  lay  upon  her  bed 
and  wept.  After  a  time  she  rose  sofUy,  and, 
opening  the  door  between  living-room  and 
shop,  went  into  the  shop.  She  trod  without 
aw^JDg  a  sound  on  the  floor.  Presently  she 
paused  by  the  little  window,  where  her  hus- 
band had  stood  and  watched  Rosy  the  night 

"  Oh,  John ! "  sobbed  the  little  woman,  "did 
yer,  h'indecd,  come  in  like  a  thief  in  the  night  f 
I  'avc  a  feel  as  it  wor  you,  John  ;  but  you 
might  have  come  bold,  for  I  loves  yer  still. 
Yes,  John,  faithful  and  true,  1  loves  yer  still. 
Even  tho'  ye're  a  rare  big  sinner  I'd  be  the 
first  to  forgive  yer  after  the  dear  Lord  hisself." 

She  said  nothing  more  after  these  words, 
which,  unconsciously,  she  had  uttered  aloud. 
She  went  to  the  other  window  from  where 
her  husband  had  disappeared,  and  leant 
against  it,  and  gave  a  sob,  for  there  was  great 
pain  in  her  faithful  breast.  Then  she  re- 
turned to  Rosy's  side.  She  did  not  know 
that  she  was  overheard — that  the  lad  who 
had  refused  to  tell  her  of  his  doings  had 
awakened  to  the  sound  of  her  soft  footfall, 
and  had  heard  her  words. 

CHAPTER  XL — A  HARD   BAROAIN. 

Earlv  in  the  morning,  before  one  streak 
of  the  short  winter  day  had  dawned,  Peter 
softly  left  Poppy's  side,  and,  unbarring  the 
shop-door,  went  out.  He  was  not  a  lad 
given  to  embraces,  so  he  bestowed  no  kiss 
on  Poppy's  small  face,  but  just  once,  very 
tenderly,  he  stroked  his  cheek.  There  was 
a  good  deal  expressed  by  the  action;  and 
had  there  been  any  light  and  any  spectators 
to  witness  the  expression  on  the  face,  they 
would  have  augured  well  for  the  resolve  form- 
ing then  within  the  heart. 

When  he  got  into  the  street  the  snow  was 
falling;  in  short,  nothing  could  have  been 
more  dismal ;  but  Peter,  whistling  a  tune  not 
very  cheerfully,  set  off  on  a  brisk  trot  down  a 
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street  which  soon  led  him  a  long  way  from 
Mother  Herring's  httle  shop.  Presently  he 
found  himself  on  the  quays,  minghng  with 
the  rough  lot  who,  even  at  that  early  hour, 
congregated  there.  He  was  too  rough-look- 
ing himself,  however — too  thoroughly  to  all 
intents  and  purposes  one  of  them  all,  for  any 
one  to  take  any  special  notice  of  him.  He 
walked  on  to  a  certain  part  of  a  certain  quay, 
then  stood  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
looking  unconcernedly  about  him. 

"Want  a  job,  rny  lad?"  saida  jaunty  sailor 
voice.  Peter  did  very  much  indeed,  but  he 
moodily  shook  his  he^d.  Others  made  the 
same  demand,  for  young  lads  seemed  in  re- 
quest that  morning;  but  to  each  and  all 
Peter  only  replied  by  that  same  head-shake. 
Presently  his  dull  face  awoke,  but  not  with 
any  expression  of  pleasure.  He  simply  saw 
coming  to  meet  him  the  person  whom  he 
was  waiting  for. 

"  Ah  !  Peter,"  said  this  individual,  coming 
up  and  laying  his  hand  heavily  on  the  young 
lad's  shoulder,  "  I'm  sony  I'm  a  bit  late,  boy. 
The  fact  is,  I've  lost  that  'ere  job  with  the 
boats.  You  and  I  must  look  ebewhere  fur 
our  bread-and-butter.  Come  along,  and  lefs 
talk  about  it." 

"  I  could  have  got  plenty  of  jobs,"  answered 
Peter  in  his  surliest  voice,  "  ef  yer  'ad  not 
bound  me  so  tight  There  wor  more'n  one 
as  wanted  a  'andy  lad  like  me  down  yere 
this  blessed  morning." 

"  Why,  boy,  yer  a  bit  out  o'  temper,  I'm 
thinking.  Come  along  and  'ave  a  little 
breakfast,  and  we'll  talk  it  out" 

So  saying,  the  nian  put  his  arm  through 
Peter's  and  led  him  away. 

"And  Where's  the  little  'un,  lad?"  he  said  ; 
"  Where's  the  little  tender  brother,  Pete  boy?" 

"  That's  nought  to  you,"  answered  Peter. 
"I  never  promised  nought  for  Poppy,  and 
he's  h'all  right.  I  never  promised  nothink 
fur  the  little  'un,  and  I'm  at  yer  sarvice." 

"  But  yer  don't  mean  ter  say,"  replied  Her- 
ring, for  it  was  he,  "you  don't  surely  never 
mean  to  say  as  Poppy  'ave  been  left  wid  the 
little  'oman  as  yer  calls  Mother  Herring  ?" 

"I  means  ter  say  nothink,"  said  Peter, 
"  I  promised  nought  fur  Poppy,  and  I'm  at 
yer  sarvice." 

Hemng  saw  it  would  be  useless  to  try  to 
get  any  more  out  of  Peter  just  then,  but  his 
wicked  face  grew  very  dark  indeed  as  he  led 
the  lad  into  a  low  eating-house  and  ordered 
some  breakfast.  It  was  not  until  the  meal, 
scanty  enough  for  both,  was  finished  that  he 
spoke  again. 

"  It  seems  to  me  now,  Peter  boy,  as  you 


and  I  had  best  h'understand  one  another. 
You  knows  a  secret  about  me  as  I  don't 
want  yer  ter  know.     Ain't  that  so?" 

"  I  knows  a  thing  or  two  about  yer,  and 
more'n  you  thinks,"  replied  Peter  not  too 
judiciously. 

"Jest  so,  my  lad.  Well,  them  'ere  secrets 
as  you  had  no  call  to,  must  be  paid  fur.  You 
knows  ray  secret,  and  I  means  to  make  use 
of  you.  You're  only  a  small  h'ignorant  boy, 
and  I'm  a  knowing  man  ;  a  man  as  has  seen 
a  pretty  bit  of  life,  Peter.  You  may  run 
away  from  me,  but  I'll  folier  yet  h'up.  You 
may  try  h'ever  so  to  hide  Crom  me,  but  I'll  get 
trail  of  yer.  I'm  not  the  sort  of  feller  as 
yer'd  lightly  offend,  Peter ;  that  yer  'ad  better 
know  sooner  or  later." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Peter. 

As  the  man  spoke  a  change  was  coming 
over  the  lad's  face  ;  a  look  that  was  scarcely 
fear,  but  might  be  better  expressed  as  the 
effect  of  fascination,  was  making  itself  mani- 
fest. 

Herring  saw  the  look,  and  said  softly, 
"Ain't  it  so?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Peter  again. 

"  Well,  lad,  you  'as  found  out,  as  1  knows, 
some'ul  about  Mother  Herring.  You  'as 
found  h'out  other  things  too.  You  'ad  no 
call  to  learn  my  secrets,  and  you  must  pay 
for  'em.  When  I  found  as  you  knew  too 
much — more'n  as  was  h'^reeable  to  me — I 
locked  yer  h'up ;  I  locked  yer  h'up  and  that 
small  brother  of  yours,  into  my  h'own  cellar. 
I  meant  yer  no  harm.  Lor  1  why  should  I  ? 
But  I  meant  to  keep  yer  both  there  as  long 
as  it  suited  me.  Well,  the  little  'un  cried  bitter, 
and  you  was  in  a  state — and  I'm  no  h'end  of 
a  soft — so  I  lets  yer  both  h'out  on  a  condi- 
tion.    Ain't  that  so,  lad  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  Peter,  "where's  the  use  of 
talking  of  it  ?     I'm  not  a-denying  of  it." 

"No;  but  you  has  got  to  know  it  well, 
Peter  lad,  and  to  be  guided  by  it ;  fur  I'm 
not  the  sort  of  feller  as  'uli  stand  larks.  No 
larks  wid  me,  I  can  tell  yer  !" 

"  Weil,  say  it  over  again,"  said  Peter.  "  I'm 
sick  of  it  h'all,  but  say  it  all  over  again." 

"That's  wot  I'm  about  to  do,  my  lad. 
You're  to  foUer  me  about,  and  to  do  wot  I 
bids  yer,  and  to  'ave  no  call  to  Mother 
Herring.  Yer  not  to  take  no  'ploynient  from 
Mother  Herring,  and  ef  h'ever  yer  lets  h'out 
my  name  to  that  'ere  little  'oman,  or  tells  'er 
one  thing  'bout  me,  why  I'll — I'll — I  won't 
say  wot  I  won't  do,  Peter," 

"  I  promised  yer  h'all  that  afore,"  replied 
Peter.  "  I  hasn'  taken  no  'ployment.  Wot's 
the  use  o'  badgering  me  ?  " 
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"  No,  my  lad,  you  hasn't  taken  none ;  but 
Poppy  has.  You  needn't  go  fur  to  deny  it — 
Poppy  has." 

"  I  don't  say  nought  'bout  Poppy,"  repHed 
Peter. 

"  You  'ad  better  confide  in  me,  Pete,  fur 
I  can   soon  trace  that  bit  o'  a  lad  h'ou 
There's  more'n  ways  than  one  to  get  rid  of 
bit  of  a  lad  like  that." 

These  words  had  the  effect  that  Herring 
desired  on  Peter.  His  face  grew  very  white, 
he  clenched  his  hands,  and  his  wild  eyes  had 
the  expression  of  a  hunted  creature.  It  was 
plain  to  him  that  he  was  completely  in  the 
power  of  this  most  evil  man.  He  must 
descend  to  entreaties.  He  must  even  im- 
plore. 

"  Look  yere,"  he  said,  in  a  changed  voice  : 
"III  confide  in  yer.  I  know  yer  has  no  pity  ; 
yer  knows  nought  as  to  wot  pity  means  ;  but 
ni  tell  yer  jest  the  truth.  I  has  left  Poppy 
wid  Mother  Herring.  He  is  to  'ave  the 
broom  and  crossing  as  wor  meant  fur  me. 
But  Poppy — lor !  he  is  innercent.  He  knows 
DO  more'n  a  babe.  He  don't  guess  about 
yer.  Why,  Poppy's  onlysix  year  h'old.  He 'ud 
be  rare  and  h'in  the  way  ef  we  wanted  to  do 
much,  and  he  'ud  have  ter  be  fed  and  lodged, 
and  now  at  Mother  Herring's  he  is  to  'ave  a 
bed  under  the  counter,  and  his  broom  aod 
crossing.  Why,  it  fairly  provides  fur  little 
Poppy ;  and  he  can  never  tell,  he  can  put 
Mother  Herring  h'up  ter  no  scent.  Lor ! 
last  night,  h'all  as  he  could  say  wor  that  we 
was  both  in  a  dark  room,  and  we  wom't  fur 
to  tell.  Wot  'ud  Mother  Herring  nor  yet 
Rosy  larn'  from  that?  It  'ud  be  best  fur 
little  Poppy  fur  to  stay.  I'll  be  no  good  to 
yer  ef  little  Poppy  is  a  fretting,  master." 

Here  Peter  paused,  raising  his  eyes  full  of 
unknown  pleading  to  Herring's  face.  Her- 
ring certainly  was  by  no  means  moved  by 
Peter's  words,  but  he  was  struck  with  their 
truth.  What  possible  injury  could  a  tiny  boy 
like  Poppy  do  to  him  ?  Whatever  so  small 
a  boy  might  say  would  surely  be  worthless. 
Yes,  it  was  a  great  thing  to  have  Poppy  dis- 
posed of.  He  could  now  really  hope  to  do 
something  with  Peter,  He  might  turn  this 
af&ir  too  to  his  own  advantage,  and  bind 
Peter  by  this  very  means  more  closely  to  his 
service.  It  had  been  a  necessity  to  him  to 
keep  Peter,  but  he  had  not  been  at  all  sure 
that  Peter  would  stay  ;  he  had  used  threats, 
but  he  saw  quickly  enough  that  Peter  was 
too  brave  and  fearless  a  boy  to  be  for  any 
length  of  time  influenced  by  them.  But  now  I 
he  might  use  other  means.  He  might  touch 
a  vulnerable  part,  and  so  for  ever  bind  the  | 


lad,  who  knew  too  much,  to  himself.  It  did 
not  take  him  long  to  think  all  this  out,  and 
when  he  spoke  his  voice  was  simply  persua- 
sive. 

"  Look  yere,  Peter  lad,  you  thinks  'ardly 
on  me,  but  I  ain't  the  sort  as  you  thinks  on. 
Lor !  why  shouldn't  I  'ave  feelings  same  as 
h'other  folks?  I  don't  want  ter  harm  the 
little  'un,  and  as  long  as  you  keeps  by  me, 
why,  I'll  let  Poppy  stay  at  Mother  Herring's ; 
'tis  a  nice  place  fur  the  young  'un,  and  1  'ave 
no  sort  of  h'objection  to  his  staying;  so  'tis  a 
bargain.  You  be  true  to  me,  you  stick  ter 
me,  and  I'll  be  true  ter  you  ;  but  ef  I  sees  as 
you  means  ter  run  away,  and  ef  h'ever  yer 
does  run  away,  why,  look  h'out  fur  the  young 
'un,  that's  all." 

"  I  won't  run  away,"  answered  Peter. 

"  And  there's  another  thing :  you  don't  go 
ter  that  Mrs,  Herring's  no  more.  You  promise 
me  that  too.  I'll  'ave  no  words  a-passing  be* 
twecn  you  and  Mother  Herring.  You  pro- 
mise me  that  too  ef  I  lets  little  Poppy  Stay." 

Peter's  face  grew  still  whiter.  After  a 
pause  he  said — 

"  Werry  well ;  I'll  not  go." 

"  You'll  be  mine,  lad,  body  and  soul." 

At  these  words  Peter  roused  himself. 

"  I  doesn't  know  rightly  wot  that  'ere  means, 
master,  but  I'll  tell  yer  now  once  fur  h'all  how 
far  I'll  go  wid  yer,  Ef  yer  lets  little  Poppy 
stay  in  that  good  place,  and  ef  my  mind  is  at 
rest  about  the  little  'un,  why,  I'll  be  so  far 
gratified  to  yer  as  I'll  sarve  yer  faithful, 
I'll  do  what  yer  tells  me.  I'll  work  "ard  at 
wot  h'ever  yer  gives  me  to  do,  and  I'll  give 
yer  solemn  and  faithful  half  of  wot  I  'ams. 
I'll  never  tell  to  Mother  Herring,  nor  to 
little  Rosy,  wot  I  knows  'bout  you,  and  I 
won't  go  -there  ef  yer  says  no.  But  I  won't 
do  some  things;  there's  some  things  as  I 
won't  a-promise.  I  won't — no,  wotever 
'appens— do  no  thiefing  fiir  yer,  and  I'll  tell 
no  lies.  I  don't  say  it  be  werry  wrong  to 
thieve,  or  to  tell  lies;  I  won't  say  nought 
'bout  that.  I'm  a  poor  h'ignorant  boy,  and 
I  don't  know  nought  'bout  no  right  nor  no 
wrong,  only  jest  I  don't  like  them  'eie  things, 
id  I  Jest  won't  do  'em.  You  may  beat  me 
id  starve  me,  but  in  that  I'll  never  change. 
You  may  even  take  Poppy  away,  but  I'll  not 
change — no,  never.  And  there's  one  other 
thing  as  I'd  like  fur  to  say  now,  and  that  is, 
as  I'll  go  and  see  Poppy  h'every  Sunday ;  ef 
you  don't  wish  it  I'll  not  see  Mother  Heiring 
nor  Rosy,  but  I'll  go  and  talk  to  little  Poppy 
h'every  Sunday  o'  my  life.  There,  master, 
now  you  knows  h'all ;  fur  the  rest  I'll  sarve 
yer  faithful," 
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It  seemed  a  strange  chance  that  threw 
Peter,  and  Poppy,  and  Mother  Herring's 
worthless  husband  together.  A  strange  chance 
that  they  should  have  met  in  the  same  crowd, 
have  seen  the  little  woman  at  the  same 
moment,  and  by  so  doing  the  boys  and  the 
man,  whose  ways  hitherto  had  been  so  far 
apart,  have  yet  become  entangled.  A  strange, 
and  surely  an  evil  chance  was  this,  that  one 
so  low  and  bad  as  Herring  should  have 
bound  himself  to  Peter,  just  when  he,  Peter, 
was  making  brave  strides  in  the  unknown 
and  yet  longed-for  direction  of  the  good. 
But  was  the  chance  so  evil?  No.  There 
was  no  more  of  real  evil  in  it  to  the  boy 
than  there  is  evil  in  the  furnace  to  the  gold, 
than  there  is  evil  in  the  pruning-hook  to  the 
root  of  the  tree  ;  no  more  of  real  evil, 
though  much,  alas  !  of  present  pain.  Peter 
was  no  common  lad,  and  God  meant  to  train 
him  in  no  common  way. 

The  moment  Herring  saw  his  wife  on  that 
eventful  day  to  them  all,  the  moment  he  saw 
her,  and  learned  from  the  innocent  lips  of  the 
boys  that  she  was  now  well  off,  and,  as  he 
expressed  it  to  himself,  earning  heaps  of 
money,  he  resolved  to  know  more  of  her  and 
her  doings,  to  get  at  the  whole  truth,  and 
to  act  in  the  matter  as  seemed  best  to  his 
selfish  interests.  To  effect  this  purpose 
thoroughly  he  must  approach  her  ut^ wares. 
She  must  on  no  account  know  who  he  was. 
Did  she  really  discover  him  to  be  her  lost 
husband  he  knew  quite  enough  of  her 
character  to  feel  sure  that  with  all  the  old 
and  faithful  love  in  her  eyes  and  voice,  she 
would  welcome  him  back ;  like  the  prodigal 
he  would  be  welcome  to  the  little  woman, 
and  like  the  prodigal  would  have  the  best  of 
everything  she  could  lavish  on  him.  But 
Herring  did  not  wish  for  any  prodigal's  wel- 
come then.  The  assurance  that  his  wife  still 
loved  him,  and  would,  after  all  his  baseness, 
still  be  good  to  him,  awoke  no  echoes  of 
longing  in  his  breast.  He  did  not  want  his 
wife;  did  he  find  out  that  she  was  really  rich 
and  doing  well,  it  might  be  necessary  for 
him  to  claim  her  for  the  sake  of  her  money. 
But  he  would  first  of  all  be  quite  sure  that 
the  money  was  there. 

Fearing  that  the  boys  might  betray  him, 
and  give  Mother  Herring  a  hint  of  his  real 
identity,  he  had  taken  them  home  to  the 
cellar  in  which  he  lodged,  and  after  treating 
them  to  something  to  eat,  had  quietly  locked 
them  up  for  the  night.    In  vain  they  pleaded 


and  entreated  ;  his  was  not  a  nature  to  be 
deeply  moved  by  the  voice  of  disappoint- 
ment and  pain.  He  went  away,  intending 
to  find  out  all  he  wished  to  know  about  his 
wife  that  night,  and  to  give  the  boys  their 
liberty  in  the  morning.  He  went  to  his  own 
wife's  house,  hid  under  the  counter  in  tlie  bed 
prepared  for  little  Poppy,  and  there,  for  the 
first  time  in  all  his  life,  heard  the  sweet  voice 
of  his  own  child  Rosy.  It  moved  him,  as  we 
have  seen — it  moved  him  strangely.  Hia 
good  angel  came  to  him,  in  that  innocent 
voice,  in  that  innocent  face.  He  wa& 
troubled,  he  was  terrified,  by  the  visit.  So 
uncomfortable  was  he  made  that  he  forgot 
to  think  about,  or  to  find  out,  if  his  wife  was 
rich  or  poor,  struggling  for  a  mere  living  or 
laying  by  money.  On  this  night  he  actually 
forgot  that  there  was  such  a  thing  in  all  the 
world  as  money.  It  was  as  though  some 
one  was  holding  up  a  searching  candle,  and 
with  that  keen  light  was  looking  fiill  into  his 
corrupt  and  most  wicked  heart  He  had 
a  great  torturing  longing  to  be  clean  enough 
to  clasp  his  own  child  to  his  breast  Being 
so  unclean  and  unworthy,  he  crept  shivering 
away. 

But  the  moment  he  got  outside  he  became 
haunted  by  a  passionate  longing  to  possess 
his  child,  to — wicked  or  not  wicked — have 
his  own  with  him.  This  longing  was  never 
again  to  leave  the  unhappy  man. 

Thus  he  went  back  to  his  cellar.  He 
intended  now  to  give  the  boys  their  liberty, 
for  he  had  no  further  interest  in  them.  He 
unlocked  the  door  and  went  in. 

I  have  said  before  that  Herring's  life  had 
been  eviL  It  had  been  criminally  evil ;  he 
had  often  been  in  prison  ;  he  was  even  now, 
for  a  share  in  a  large  robbery  in  Birming- 
ham, liable  to  a  long  confinement  in  prison. 
He  entered  his  cellar.  He  had  left  it  locked, 
but  some  one  had  forced  an  entrance  during 
his  absence.  A  man  was  sitting  by  some 
embers  in  the  grate.  This  man  sprang  up 
at  his  approach.  He  was  one  of  his  pals 
and  accomplices  in  the  late  robbery,  and, 
unknowing  that  any  one  could  overhear  him, 
greeted  Herring  with  words  in  which  he 
plainly  described  Herring's  crime,  and  ac- 
cused him  of  cowardice  in  running  away. 
No  intelligent  ears  could  have  failed  to 
recognise  the  words ;  they  proclaimed  Her- 
ring to  be  a  robber.  Herring  looked  round 
the  low,  wretched  room  in  an  agony  of 
terror.  He  saw — what  his  companion  had 
not  noticed — that  Peter  was  awake. 

Alas  for  Peter  I  From  that  moment  his 
late  was  sealed.      Herring  could  not  now 
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afford  to  lose  sight  of  him.  Did  Peter 
choose  he  might  betray  him.  He  must  bully 
Peter  ;  he  must  coerce  him  ;  he  must  use  ali 
means,  whether  fair  or  fotil,  to  induce  him 
to  keep  his  secret ;  above  all,  he  must  never 
let  him  go  From  this  hour  their  two  lives 
must  run  together.  On  no  account  must  the 
boy  go  to  Mother  Herring;  on  no  account 
must  he  learn  from  her  lips  the  laws  of  good- 
ness and  virtue— ah,  no  !  for  did  he  learn 
that  theft  was  evil,  his  first  use  of  that  know- 
ledge would  be  to  betray  him.  Herring.  No, 
he  must  stay  with  Herring,  and  be  his  slave 
and  tool. 

At  first,  in  his  despair,  the  wretched  man 
thought  of  running  away — away  once  more 
from  I-ondon,  and  leaving  the  boys  to  their 
fate,  without  having  ought  to  say  to  them. 


with  him,  and  then,  away  from  Poppy,  told 
him  of  his  fate.  He  must  remain  with  him  ;  he 
must  not  go  back  to  Mother  Herring.  Finally, 
no  one  knew  how,  he  got  the  boy  to  promise 
to  be  his.  At  first  he  meant  to  have  Poppy 
too ;  but  when,  after  their  interview  with 
Mother  Herring,  Peter  pleaded  for  his  little 
brother,  Herring  began  to  reflect  that  he 
I  might  be  well  rid  of  Poppy,  that  he  could  do 
more  with  Peter  away  from  his  little  brother  ; 
also  that  he  now  had  a  real  hold  and  power 
over  Peter,  for  his  object— his  base,  low 
object  of  objects — was  to  corrupt  the  boy,  so 
that  his  word  might  be  worthless  against 
him.  Having  made  him  as  evil  as  himself, 
he  would  leave  him  to  his  fate. 

Thus  they  made  their  compact,  the  boy 
and  the  man,  the  man  laughing  in  his  sleeve 
at  the  boy's  proud  protestations  that  he 
would  follow  him  in  all  but  in  evil.     Ay,  he 
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sliouid  soon  eat  those  proud  words,  he  should 
soon  have  acquaintance  with  sio — sin  that 
should  pollute  him  for  ever  and  ever. 

And  all  the  time,  as  the  man  plotted  and 
planned,  and  Satan  walked  on  one  side  of 
him,  helping  him  and  serving  him,  at  the 
other,  looking  into  his  eyes,  laying  soft  fingers 
on  his  wicked  heart— soft  fingers  that  yet 
tortured  him — walked  his  guardian  angel,  in 
the  shape  of  the  memorj'  of  little  Rosy. 

CHAPTER   xni.— '"him   AS  PEC  WASHED   THE 
FEET  OF." 

Poppy  could  scarcely  believe  in  his  own 
good  fortune.  On  the  morning  after  Peter 
left  him  he  awoke  to  find  breakfast  swaiting 
him  ;  and  then,  after  breakfast,  Mother  Her- 
ring herself  took  him  out,  and  made  all 
arrangements  for  his  crossing,  and  put  him 
tinder  the  charge  of  another  boy,  who  was 
good-natured  and  who  promised  to  help  him. 
This  boy  was  true  to  his  word ;  he  really 
did  show  Poppy  not  only  how  to  handle  his 
broom,  but  also  gave  him  some  valuable 
hints  as  to  the  right  people  to  ask  for  coppers. 
"  A  deal  lies  in  the  mouth,"  remarked  this 
young  discemer  of  character.  "  Ef  they  'ave 
big,  fat  mouths,  don't  trouble  'era  on  a  cold 
day  ;  theta  is  the  greedy  sort.  And  ef  their 
mouths  are  thin,  wid  no  lips  at  h'ali,  don't 
waste  time  on  'em,  wotever  the  weather; 
them's  stingy,  and  won't  part  wid  a  penny, 
not  ef  you  is  starving.  But  look  out  for  'em 
as  has  smiles  in  the  comers  o'  their  lips; 
look  h'up  tender  and  sad-like  at  'em,  for  yer 
'as  'em." 

Poppy  so  far  profited  by  these  instructions 
that  his  first  day  on  his  own  account  brought 
him  a  very  fair  harvest.  He  returned  to 
Mother  Herring's,  when  all  expenses  were 
paiJ,  with  eightpence  in  his  pocket.  He 
was  highly  excited  and  pleased  at  his 
good  fortune,  and  Mother  Herring  took  care 
that  the  half  of  this  fortunate  day's  earnings 
should  go  by  to  meet  the  expenses  of  a  less 
fortunate  day,  which  would  be  sure  to  come. 

All  went  well  with  little  Poppy  until  Sun- 
da}' ;  but  on  Sunday  morning  he  awoke  with 
an  inexpressible  longing  in  his  heart  for 
Peter.  He  had  no  crossing  to  sweep  on  this 
day,  for  Mother  Herring  had  insisted,  for 
every  reason,  on  his  keeping  the  day  of  rest. 
She  knew  how  ignorant  the  little  one  was; 
but  while  with  her  he  should  learn  all  that 
she  could  teach  him.  Still,  on  this  Sunday, 
when,  for  almost  the  first  winter  Sunday  of 
his  Ufe,  he  felt  neither  cold  nor  hungry,  he 
had  an  aching,  tmsatisfied  feeling  that,  for  at! 
his  rare  good  fortune,  he  had  lost  something 


very  valuable.  He  had  no  time  during  his 
busy  week  days  to  think  so  much  of  Peter, 
or  to  miss  him  so  sorely ;  but  there  was 
nothing  in  Mother  Herring's  perfectly  orderly 
little  home  to  take  off  his  thoughts  from  his 
absent  brother  to-day.  He  sat  by  the  bright 
kitchen  fire  and  moped,  and  Rosy  could  not 
make  out  what  ailed  him. 

"  What  'ud  you  do  on  other  Sundays, 
Poppy?''  she  asked,  when,  her  ordinary 
duties  done,  she  had  time  to  sit  down  by 
his  side. 

"Slide,  maybe,"  answered  Poppy  with  a 
profound  sigh ;  "  or,  maybe,  ef  it  wor  not 
too  cold,  we'd  go  into  one  o'  the  parks  away 
to  the  west,  and  Peter,  he'd  hunt  me." 

"  Hunt    you,    Poppy  !      What     do    you 

"  Yes,  Peter  wor  the  big  lion  as  we  once 
seed  at  a  travelling  'nagery.  Peter  wor  that 
'ere  lion,  and  I  wor  a  little  kid  as  he  had  got 
ter  h'eat.  Lor!  that  wor  prime  fun,"  con- 
cluded Poppy  with  another  sigh. 

"  Rosy,  dear,  maybe  it  'ud  be  a  good  plan 
ef  you  and  Poppy  went  to  church  this  morn- 
ing," here  interrupted  Mrs.  Herring.  "There's 
lots  o'  time  ;  and  though  the  little  'un  won't 
know  rightly  wot  it  h'all  means,  yet  he'll 
begin  arter  a  bit,  and  the  sooner  he  begins  at 
the  beginning,  the  sooner  he'll  get  to  the 
blessed  h'end." 

"Mother,"  exclaimed  Rosy,  "ef  I  takes 
Poppy  to  church  this  morning,  may  1  teach 
him  h'all  as  I  knows  arterwards  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sure,  deary,  wid  h'all  the  heart  in 
the  world." 

Then  Rosy  told  Poppy  to  wash  his  face 
over  again,  and  to  brush  his  hair,  and  he 
obeyed  her;  not  that  he  had  any  idea  what 
church  meant,  but  because  he  was  glad  of 
any  change  that  would  take  his  thoughts  off 
Peter. 

In  church  there  was  plenty  to  take  up  the 
attention  of  the  little  street  Arab.  He  failed 
utterly  to  discover  what  it  all  meant;  but  he 
was  interested,  even  charmed,  with  the  sing- 
ing, and  on  their  way  home  he  asked  Rosy 
heaps  of  questions. 

Then  there  was  dinner— one  of  Rosy's 
nice  Sunday  dinners — and  at  dinner  Mrs. 
Herring  said  casually  that  perhaps  Peter 
might  come  in,  and  that  she  hoped  hewoivld. 
This  raised  Poppy's  hopes,  and  he  ate  his 
dinner  in  much  content  and  satisfaction. 
But,  alas  I  both  the  meat  and  the  nice  pud- 
ding that  followed  were  all  eaten  without 
Peter,  and  b^  the  time  Rosy  had  washed  up 
the  dinner  thmgs  and  put  them  away  Poppy's 
spiiits  hod  again  si^nk- J^ell^  fft^tMpfva  as 
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he  was,  he  found  himself  very,  very  dull ;  he 
was  not  tired  enough  to  lie  down  and  sleep, 
nor  cold  enough  to  enjoy  the  fire,  and  not 
being  one  scrap  hungry,  there  was  no  plea- 
sure in  thinking  of  the  nice  tea  which  should 
be  his  by-and-by.  Now  that  his  vagrant 
gipsy  life  seemed  put  away  from  him  he 
began  to  long  for  it,  for  in  that  life,  with  all 
its  privations,  he  had  Peter — and  oh  !  what 
fun  Peter  had  given  him  I 

Neither  Mrs.  Herring  nor  Rosy,  who  were 
now  engrossed  with  one  another,  took  much 
notice  of  him  as  he  lay  on  the  floor.  This 
iras  the  special  hour  when  the  mother  taught 
the  child,  and  Rosy  and  Mrs.  Herring  were 
too  much  absorbed  with  each  other  to  see, 
when  at  last  Poppy  scrambled  to  his  feet, 
softly  unlatched  the  kitchen  door,  and  let 
himself  out. 

In  the  street  he  stood  still :  he  must  find 
Peter;  whatever  the  consequence  he  must 
have  one  good  sight  of  Peter,  He  had 
hoped  that  Peter  would  have  come  himself 
to  Mother  Herring's  to  look  for  him ;  but  as 
he  did  not,  he  must  take  the  search  on  him- 
self. 

He  was  Just  hesitating  how  and  where  to 
commence  his  search  when  a  hand  was  laid 
on  his  little  shoulder,  and  there  stood  Peter 
himself. 

"Well,  young  'un,"  said  the  elder  boy; 
"why,  wot's  up?" — for  Poppy,  in  his  relief 
and  gladness,  had  suddenly  begun  to  cry. 
"  Ain't  yer  happy,  young  'un  ?  "  continued 
Peter  in  an  anxious  tone. 

"  Oh  yes,  Pete  !  Oh  yes,  I  be  werry, 
'cept  Sundays.  Might  I  run  away  just  for 
Sundays,  Peter  ?  " 

Peter  siniled.  "  Yer  a  silly  young  'un,"  he 
said,  "not  ter  know  when  yer  is  well  orf. 
But  now  stop  crying,  for  I  can't  stay  long, 
and  I  has  a  deal  to  hear,  I  makes  no  manner 
0'  doubt." 

"But  why  can't  yer  come  h'ln,  Peter? 
They  'spects  yer,  Rosy  and  Mother  Herring 
do.  They  'spected  yer  ter  dinner,  Peter,  and 
'tis  so  wann  in  the  kitchen,  and  Rosy  is  so 
tare  and  perky  in  her  Sunday  best  Come 
right  h'in  this  'ere  minute,  Peter." 

"  They  'spected  me  to  dinner,  did  they  ?  " 
replied  Peter ;  "  and  I'm  a  bit  'ungry  too. 
But  there,  lor,  it  ain't  nothink  I  No,  Poppy 
lad,  I  ain't  a-goin'  in.  You  come  fur  a  walk, 
and  tell  me  h'all  about  'ow  yer  manages  that 
'ere  crossing," 

This  was  too  exciting  a  subject  for  Poppy 
not  instantly  to  have  his  attention  diverted. 
He  b^an  to  chatter  volubly  as  his  brother 
led  him  away. 


They  stayed  out,  the  little  one  talking 
without  ceasing,  the  elder  boy  quiet  and 
saying  scarcely  a  word,  for  over  an  hour. 
Then  Peter  brought  Poppy  back  to  Mother 
Herring's. 

"  Run  in  now,  Poppy,"  he  said.  "  Tell 
Mother  Herring  and  Rosy  as  I'm  rare  and 
obligated  to  'em  fur  h'all  they  is  doin'  (tir 
yer.  No,  lad,  I  can't  go  h'in.  There,  there, 
I'd  like  it  sore,  but  I  can't,  so  don't  press  me. 
I'll  come  back  to  yer.  Poppy,  this  day  week, 
and  now  good-bye  to  yer." 

With  these  words  Peter  wrenched  his  hand 
from  Poppy's,  and,  darting  round  a  comer, 
was  quickly  out  of  sight.  He  ran  swiftly 
until  he  knew  the  little  one  could  not  pursue 
iiim  any  farther,  then  slowly,  and  in  a 
dejected  manner,  retraced  his  steps.  He 
came  back,  however,  with  a  purpose.  He 
was  an  observant  boy,  and  he  had  noticed 
before  that  the  very  small  window  which  lit 
Mrs.  Herring's  sitting-room  looked  into  a 
blind  alley,  and  this  alley,  strange  to  say, 
was  now  in  such  a  ruinous  condition  that  it 
had  been  condemned  to  be  pulled  down,  and 
so  for  the  present  was  without  inhabitants. 
The  window  in  question  was  too  small  to  be 
dangerous,  »id  Mother  Herring  had  never 
thought  of  putting  any  blind  to  it.  All  these 
facts  Peter  knew.  He  got  back  to  the  house, 
went  down  the  blind  alley,  found  that  by 
clinging  to  the  ledge  he  could  look  in  at  the 
window ;  found  also  to  his  great  delight 
that  he  could  not  only  see,  but  hear.  He 
pressed  his  face  against  the  window-paue, 
secure  in  the  profound  darkness  outside  of 
being  unnoticed  by  those  within.  When  first 
he  looked  in.  Mother  Herring,  Rosy,  and 
little  Poppy  were  having  tea.  It  was  good 
as  a  cordial  to  Peter's  heart  to  see  little  Poppy 
enjoying  that  tea — good  as  a  cordial  to  the 
brave  lad,  though  he  was  faint  with  hunger 
himself.  He  looked  until  the  moisture  suf- 
fused his  eyes,  then  dropped  down  on  the 
ground  and  coveted  his  face  with  his  hands. 

The  fact  was  he  had  to  get  down  from  bis 
present  strained  position,  for  the  look  of  the 
tea  which  he  could  not  taste  made  him  fee! 
quite  sick.  When  he  looked  in  again  the  tea 
things  were  all  removed,  and  Poppy  was 
perched  on  the  floor  opposite  to  Rosy,  who 
also  sat  on  the  floor, 

"  Now  Poppy,"  said  Rosy,  in  her  grave 
voice,  "  you  have  got  to  be  very  good,  for  1 
am  going  to  teach  you  a  hymn." 

"  Yes,  I'll  be  good,"  replied  Poppy ;  "  but 
wot's  a  'ymn,  please.  Rosy." 

"Oh,  'tis  poetry.  You'll  understand  when 
you  Icam  it." 
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Then  Rosy,  opening  her  hymn-book,  b^an 
to  repeat  slowly,  and  in  a  grave  voice,  Mrs. 
Alexander's  sweet  words —    ' 

"  Then  ii  >  gnea  hill  fu  awAT." 

One  or  two  lines  of  this  hymn  she  repeated 
several  times,  and  Poppy  made  great  efforts 
to  repeat  them  after  her. 

"There,"  she  said,  after  the  twentieth 
attempt,  "  now  I'll  try  and  tell  you  about 
what  the  hyron  meaos.  'Tis  all  about  Jesus 
our  Lord." 

"Jesus — Him  as  Peg  washed  the  feet  of  so 
often?"  asked  Poppy  in  a  tone  of  sudden 
interest. 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  dear,"  replied  Mother 
Hening,  whose  eyes  as  suddenly  overflowed. 

"  'Tis  just  the  same  dear  Jesus,"  answered 
little  Rosy,  "  and  he  did  let  a  poor  woman 
once  wash  His  feet.  He  died  for  you  and 
me,  Poppy,  and  now  He  lives  in  heaven ; 
but  He  sees  us  still;  He  sees  eveiy  single 


thing  we  do,  and  He  is  always  helping  us  to 
be  good  if  we  ask  Him." 

"  Did  He  die  for  Peter  and  for  Peg;  and 
does  He  help  Peter  to  be  good?"  asked 
Poppy. 

"Yes,  my  dear,"  said  Mother  Herring 
again  ;  "  'tis  borne  in  on  me,  I  can't  mind 
why  or  how,  that  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  takes 
a  deal  of  interest  in  that  dear  lad,  and  helps 
him  maybe  when  he  don't  know  it.  The  lad, 
I  sore  misdoubt  me,  have  something  on  his 
mind,  and  I  can't  help  him,  though  I'd  Uke 
to ;  but  there  1  the  Lord  knows  how  to 
deliver." 

Poppy  did  not  quite  understand,  and  after 
a  moment's  pause  Rosy  began  to  talk  again, 
going  back  in  her  childish  way  to  the  be- 
ginning of  what  made  so  wonderful  an  end. 

Neither  she,  nor  Mother  Herring,  nor 
little  Poppy,  heard  a  sob  in  the  darkness  out- 
side, or  the  slow  retreating  footsteps  of  a 
tired,  faint,  and  hungry  lad. 
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WE'VE  seen  the  blind,  and  now  we  see 
How  blind  our  eyes  have  been, 
How,  living  on  in  childish  glee, 
We  yet  have  lived  in  sin. 

For  sin  it  is  to  use  our  sight 

To  look  on  earth  and  sky. 
And  not  to  thank  the  God  whose  light 

Lightens  our  seeing  eye, 

0  God,  our  Maker,  we  repent. 

And  turn  at  once  to  Thee, 
^Vho  hast  our  many  blessings  sent, 

Who  gave  us  eyes  to  see. 

Vet  still  we  find  we  still  are  blind ; 

We  feel,  we  grope,  we  sigh  ! 
It  is  so  dark  in  heart  and  mind— 

Oh,  give  the  seeing  eye ! 

Oh,  what  are  we  ?  and  who  art  Thou  ? 

We  will  not,  cannot  rise, — 
With  hidden  face  we  humbly  bow ; 

We  pray  for  seeing  eyes. 

What  is  this  light  [hat  shines  around? 

Heaven  opens  to  our  cry; 
We  have  our  Lord,  our  Saviour  found — 

Christ  gives  the  seeing  eye. 

8.  H.    S. 
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BERNARD  GILPIN. 

^n  (English  S^poatit. 
By  Mrs.  FRANCIS  G.  FAITHFULL. 


"  T  DOE  not  blame  this  man  for  rerusing  a 

■^  bishopricke,  for  what  doth  he  want 
that  a  bishopricke  could  enrich  him  withale  ? 
Besides  that,  he  is  free  from  the  great  weight 
of  care."  So  said  Lord  Burleigh,  turning  his 
horse  at  the  brow  of  Raioton  HtU  for  a  last 
look  at  Houghton  Rectory,  where  Bernard 
Gilpin  had  the  night  before  hospitably  en- 
tertained him.  He  had  never  forgotten  a 
certain  sennon  heard  years  before  from 
this  same  Bernard  ;  and  all  he  had  seen  at 
Houghton  had  but  heightened  his  admiration 
for  the  "  aposde  of  the  North." 

Nor  would  any  admiration  have  seemed 
excessive  to  the  wild  north-country  folks, 
among  whom  Gilpin  Uved  and  died,  "a  man 
most  holy  and  renowned." 

Bernard  was  bom  in  1517,  when  Luther 
was  nailing  up  his  theses  on  the  gate  of 
Wittenberg  Church.  The  boy  grew  up  in 
a  quiet  valley  shut  in  by  lofty  fells. 

After  learning  all  that  could  be  taught  him 
in  the  grammar  school  at  home,  he  entered 
Queen's  College,  Oxford,  "  as  a  poor  serving 
child,"  and  there  gained  good  repute  as  a 
scholar,  and  was  in  due  time  elected  one  of 
the  Fellows.  Later  on,  however,  at  Wolsey's 
invitation,  he  removed  to  Christchurch — the 
cardinal's  new  foundation. 

Yielding  to  the  wishes  of  his  friends  he 
subsequently  accepted  the  Crown  hving  of 
Norton,  in  Durham,  and  was  consequently 
summoned  to  preach  before  King  Edward. 
In  his  sermon  delivered  at  Greenwich  he  set 
forth  bow,  "  when  every  man  should  look 
upon  his  own  faults  to  seek  amendment,  it  is  a 
proverb  lately  sprung  up,  '  no  man  amendeth 
himself ;  ,  every  man  seeketh  to  amend 
another,  and  all  the  while  nothing  is 
amended.'  Gentlemen  say  that  the  com- 
monalty lire  too  well  at  ease;  they  grow 
every  day  to  be  gentlemen,  and  know  not 
themselves  ;  their  horns  must  be  cut  shorter 
by  raising  their  rents,  by  fines,  and  by  pluck- 
ing away  their  pastures.  The  mean  men, 
they  murmur  and  grudge,  and  say  the  geutle- 
tnen  have  all,  and  there  were  never  so  many 
gentlemen  and  so  little  gentleness ;  and  by 
^eir  natural  logic  you  shall  hear  them 
reason  how  improperly  these  two  congregate, 
these  yokefellows  gentlemen  and  gentlencsse 
31%  bajiished  so  &ir  asunder.  ...  If  a  man 
hath  studied  the  Scciptme  all  his  life  long 


and  learned  the  whole  Bible  by  heart,  and 
yet  have  no  love,  he  is  ignorant  of  God's 
will"  And  he  went  on  to  reproach  the 
magistrates  in  that  "  when  the  poor  came  to 
seek  justice  in  London,  the  great  men  did 
not  see  them  till  their  servants  had  been 
bribed." 

Resigning  the  vicarage  of  Norton,  he  went 
to  the  Continent,  where  he  remained  al- 
together three  years,  visiting  Antwerp, 
Ghent,  Brussels,  and  Anally  lodging  for  some 
time  in  Paris  under  the  roof  of  a  printer, 
who  introduced  him  to  several  notable  men 
in  the  city.  His  friends  were  now  in  no 
haste  to  see  him  back,  for  it  had  become  too 
plain  that  under  Mary's  rule  even  a  suspicion 
of  heresy  might  cost  a  man  his  hfe.  But  he 
found  himself  comparatively  safe  in  the 
diocese  of  Durham,  which,  remote  and  inac- 
cessible, had,  as  old  Fuller  says,  "  halcyon 
days  of  ease  and  quiet  under  God  and  good 
Cuthbert  Tunstal."  The  bishop  soon  made 
him  his  archdeacon,  and  he  entered  eagerly 
upon  duties  by  no  means  light.  "  The 
vices  which  reign  at  this  time  in  all  estates, 
but  especially  among  us  priests  who  ought 
to  be  the  salt  of  the  earth,  break  me  many 
a  sleep."  "  No  pedlar  to  sell  wares  in  the 
church  porch  durii^  divine  service  ;  parish 
clerks  must  be  able  to  read ;  no  lords  of 
misrule,  ...  or  morris-dancers,  or  others  .  .  . 
should  play  any  unseemly  parts  in  the  lime  of 
divine  service."  An  injunction  such  as  this, 
issued  by  an  Archbishop  of  York,  tells  a 
tale  of  lax  discipline.  Gilpin's  eager  at- 
tempts at  reform  provoked  an  hostility  very 
trying  to  a  man  of  naturally  hot  temper,  and 
he  had  soon  to  be  warned  that  he  might  be 
making  dangerous  enemies.  They  hated 
him,  as  he  bitterly  said,  because  he  preached 
against  pluralities  and  non-residence,  and 
"  did  not  make  whole  sermons,  as  they  did, 
about  transubstantiation,  purgatory,  holy- 
water,  images,  prayers  to  saints,  and  such- 
like." At  length,  wearied  out  by  the  malignity 
which  thwarted  his  best  efforts,  he  resigned 
his  office  to  become  his  uncle's  chaplain. 
But  he  was  still  suspiciously  watched.  One 
day  a  fellow-chaplain  sounded  him  as  to 
Luther  and  his  writings.  He  replied  that 
he  had  read  none  of  Luther's  works,  having 
chiefly  studied  the  Scriptures  and  the  ancient 
fathers,  but  that  it  was  certain  the  Roman 
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doctrine  of  transubstantiation  had  varied 
from  time  to  time.  The  bishop,  sittirg  by 
the  fire,  leant  back  and  hearkened,  then 
rising,  said  hastily — "  Come,  come,  let  him 
alone,  for  he  hath  more  learning  than  you 
all." 

Tunstal  soon  afterwards  gave  him  the 
living  of  Hough ton-le- Spring,  a  large  village 
near  Durham,  sheltered  by  the  steep  hills  of 
Warden  Law  and  Houghton.  He  would 
also  have  given  him  a  stall  in  the  cathedral, 
but  Gilpin,  declaring  that  he  had  already 
more  wealth  than  he  could  well  employ, 
be^ed  that  it  might  be  otherwise  bestowed. 
As  soon  as  his  ruinous  parsonage- ho  use 
could  be  made  in  any  way  habitable  he 
moved  into  it,  and  now,  with  no  qualms  of 
conscience,  began  his  labours  as  a  parish 
priest.  Later  on  he  avowed,  with  some  re- 
morse, that  "  ignorance  and  fear  of  enemies 
had  somewhat  restrained  him."  But  he  could 
hardly  have  been  over  cautious,  for  the 
Romish  priests,  his  neighbours,  soon  found 
an  excuse  for  bringing  him  before  the  bishop. 
Tunstal.contrived  to  acquit  him,  "the  country 
people  all  favouring  him ; "  but  his  enemies 
now  carried  their  accusations  to  one  sure  to 
lend  a  ready  ear ;  and  Bonner,  praising  their 
zeal,  promised  that  in  a  fortnight  the  pastor 
of  Houghton  should  be  brought  to  the 
stake. 

Gilpin's  London  friends,  getting  wind  of 
his  danger,  sent  off  a  messenger  in  hot  haste, 
bidding  him  fly  for  his  life.  He  heard  the 
man's  errand  calmly,  and  calling  his  steward, 
William  Airy,  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder, 
saying — "  At  length  they  have  prevailed 
against  me.  I  am  accused  to  the  Bishop  of 
London,  from  whom  there  will  be  no  escaping. 
God  forgive  their  malice,  and  grant  me 
strength  to  undergo  the  trial"  He  then 
bade  Airy  prepare  a  long  garment,  "and 
make  it  ready  with  all  speed,  for  I  know  not 
how  soon  I  may  be  called  upon  to  wear  it." 
And  he  put  on  this  martyr's  robe  daily  as  a 
reminder  of  what  might  lie  before  him.  He 
would  not  attempt  escape,  convinced  that  he 
was  watched ;  and,  moreover,  that  if  God 
willed,  his  life  would  be  saved.'  "Be  assured," 
he  said  to  his  anxious  friends,  "  I  should 
never  have  thrown  myself  voluntarily  into 
the  hands  of  my  enemies ;  but  I  am  fully 
determined  to  persevere  in  doing  my  duty. 
Besides,  how  can  you  imagine  that  I  should 
prefer  the  miserable  life  of  an  exile  before 
the  joyful  death  of  a  martyr  ?"  In  a  few  days 
he  was  arrested,  but  while  journeying  south- 
ward broke  his  leg.  His  guards,  snecringly 
alluding  to  a  saying  of  his,  asked  whether 


this  accident  had  befallen  for  his  good.  He 
meekly  answered  that  he  doubted  it  not. 
Before  he  was  able  to  travel  again  Mary 
had  died,  and  he  was  welcomed  back  to 
Houghton,  a  free  man,  by  his  rejoicing 
people. 

He  had  not  long  returned  there  when 
Elizabeth,  to  his  great  surprise,  nominated 
him  to  the  See  of  Cariisle.  In  spite  of  all 
remonstrances  he  at  once  declined  the  post. 
"  If  any  other  bishopric  besides  Carlisle  had 
been  offered  to  me  I  might  possibly  have 
accepted  it ;  but  in  that  diocese  I  have  so 
many  friends  and  acquaintance,  of  whom  I 
have  not  the  best  opinion,  that  1  must  either 
connive  at  many  irregularities,  or  draw  upon 
myself  so-much  hatred  that  I  should  be  less 
able  to  do  good  there  than  any  one  else." 

Nor  was  he  to  be  decoyed  from  Houghton 
by  a  later  offer  of  the  provostship  of  his  old 
college  at  Oxford,  being  well  content  to 
spend  his  energies  in  teaching  the  simple 
country  people  what  he  believed  to  be  truth, 
while  teaching  himself  to  be  very  patient  and 
gende  with  them,  giving  them  help  and 
sympathy  in  trouble,  and  dealing  tenderly 
with  their  scruples,  prejudices,  and  faults. 
For  slander  alone  he  had  no  toleration ;  it 
deserved,  he  said,  a  severer  punishment  than 
theft.  "  It  is  time  both  for  you  and  me,"  he 
once  wrote,  "more  deeply  to  ripe  our  own 
conscience,  and  more  diligently  to  search 
our  own  faults,  and  to  leave  off  from  curious 
hearkening  and  espying  of  other  men."  His 
living — worth  ^^400  a  year,  a  good  income 
in  those  days — was  mainly  spent  in  charity. 
"  His  clothes  were  ever  such  as  cost  not 
very  deare.  ...  In  things  belonging  to  bis 
own  body  he  was  very  frugal,  and  retained 
the  austerities  of  the  ancients.  In  things 
which  might  tend  to  the  good  of  others  ex- 
ceedingly bountiful."  Wayfarers  halting  at 
his  door  found  so  ready  a  welcome  for 
themselves  and  their  beasts,  that  it  came  to 
be  said,  "  If  a  horse  were  turned  loose  any- 
where in  the  county  it  would  at  once  make 
its  way  to  Houghton."  His  house,  like 
many  Border  rectories,  was  fortified  by  an 
embattled  tower,  and  large  as  it  became 
was  often  crowded  with  guests  of  every 
degree ;  "  and  yet  withal  there  was  perfect 
order,  each  and  all  being  fitly  lodged  and 
entertained." 

Every  Sunday  from  Michaelmas  to  Easter 
he  had  tliree  tables  spread  for  gentlemen, 
yeomen,  and  peasants,  and  looked  to  have 
them  filled.  The  great  pot  at  the  Rectory 
was  kept  always  boiling;  and  each  Thursday 
throughout  the  year  a.  quantity  of  meat  was 
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dressed  for  the  poor,  while  at  Christmas  an 
ox  was  divided  amoog  them.  In  bad  seasons, 
indeed,  these  hospitalities  were  a  heavy 
drag  upon  him.  "  These  times,"  he  said 
once,  "  make  me  so  tired  of  house-keeping 
that  I  would  I  were  dischai^ed  from  it  if  it 
could  be  with  a  clear  conscience." 

But  benevolence  was  a  pleasure  for  which 
he  claimed  no  thanks.  When  walking  abroad 
be  would  give  away  his  cloak  to  some  shiver- 
ing traveller.  If  a  fanner  had  poor  crops  he 
abated  his  tithe.  If  a  man  was  burdened 
with  many  children  he  helped  to  settle  them 
in  life.  Crossing  a  field  one  day,  he  found 
a  ploughman  piteously  bemoaning  a  horse 
that  had  but  just  fallen  down  dead.  "  I'll 
let  yon  have,  honest  man,  that  horse  of  mine," 
said  Gilpin  at  once,  pointing  to  the  animal 
his  servant  rode,  "Ah,  master,"  rejoined 
the  man,  "  my  pocket  will  not  reach  such  a 
beast  as  this."  The  answer  came  promptly — 
"Take  him,  take  him;  when  I  demand  niy 
money  then  thou  shalt  pay  me<"  He  returned 
a  legacy  left  him  to  some  relations  of  the 
legator's  who  were  in  need,  and  took  infinite 
pains  to  seek  out  and  relieve  those  who  were 
unwilling  to  proclaim  their  wants. 

In  the  pleasant  churchyard,  shaded  by 
ancient  sycamores,  he  built  a  grammar  school 
with  a  master's  house  attached  ;  and  in  time 
so  many  boys  flocked  thither  that  he  fitted 
up  part  of  his  own  rectory  for  such  as  could 
not  be  otherwise  lodged.  Himself  a  good 
linguist,  historian,  and  theologian,  he  over- 
looked the  children's  teaching,  sending  any 
of  special  promise  at  his  own  cost  to  the 
university,  corresponding  regularly  with  them 
and  their  tutors,  and  now  and  again  visiting 
them  there. 

Houghton  was  not  the  only  scene  of  Gil- 
pin's labours.  Many  of  the  northern  parishes 
had  then  no  pastoral  care,  for  the  Cathohc 
chapels  and  chantries  had  been  swept  away, 
and  of  the  Reformed  clergy  numbers  had 
either  perished  at  the  stake  or  fled  over  seas 
during  the  Marian  persecutions.  So  Gilpin, 
using  a  preaching  license  procured  for  him 
by  Lord  Burleigh  year  by  year,  left  his 
curate  awhile  in  charge  at  home,  and  betook 
himself  to  the  more  neglected  villages,  usually 
setting  apart  Christ  mas -time  for  a  journey  to 
two  remote  Border  dales  watered  by  the  Tyne 
and  the  Reed,  and  surrounded  by  bog-topped 
and  almost  inaccessible  mountains,  where 
ruined  forts  and  cairns,  piled  ages  before  in 
memory  of  stain  warriors,  told  of  ancient 
battle-fields. 

This  "  debateable  land,"  claimed  alike  by 
Scots  and  English,  was  the  haunt  of  outlaws 


from  both  countries,  who  sold  on  one  side  of 
the  Border  what  they  plundered  from  the 
other,  and  who  knew  no  Christian  teaching 
till  Gilpin  ventured  among  them,  choosing 
that  bitter  season  because  by  reason  of  the 
many  holidays  they  could  then  best  come 
together  to  listen  to  his  words  of  hope  and 
warning.  His  steward  Airy  was  generally 
his  only  companion.  Sometimes  "  he  was 
constrained  to  lodge  in  the  snow  all  night," 
and  then  he  would  bid  Airy  "  trot  the  horses 
up  and  down,  and  neither  to  permit  them 
nor  himself  to  stand  still,  while  he  himself 
meanwhile  did  bestir  himself,  sometimes  run- 
ning, sometimes  walking,  as  not  able  to  stand 
still  for  cold." 

The  roads  were  terribly  bad,  and  the  food 
so  coarse  that  only  hunger  could  make  it  eat- 
able. Gilpin  had  set  places  for  preaching, 
using  the  church  where  one  was  at  hand, 
otherwise,  a  bam. 

"  Mr.  Gilpin  did  preach  at  one  church  in 
Redsdale,  where  there  was  nayther  mynister, 
nor  bell,  nor  bouke,  bot  an  old  bouke  whych 
was  sett  forth  in  King  Edward's  tyme,  and 
an  old  Salter  torn  in  pecis.  He  sent  the 
Clarke  to  gyve  wamyng  he  would  preach, 
and  in  the  mean  tyme  there  camme  a  man 
rydyng  to  the  chyrch  style  havynge  a  dead 
child  layd  afore  hym,  over  hys  saddyle  cruche, 
and  cryed  of  Mr,  Gylpyn,  not  knowing  him  : 
'  Come,  passon,  and  do  the  cure,'  and  layd 
down  the  corse  and  went  his  waye,  and  Mr. 
Gylpin  did  berye  the  chylde,  and  did  servyce 
and  ^rechid." 

"The  half  barbarous  and  rustic  people 
esteemed  him  a  very  prophet."  Once  his 
horses  were  stolen,  but  when  the  thief  knew 
them  to  be  his,  he  brought  them  back  "  with 
much  speed  and  great  trembling,  and  humbly 
craved  the  pardon  and  benediction  of  Father 

"  Upon  a  certain  Lord's-day,  Mr.  Gilpin 
coming  to  a  church  in  those  parts  before  the 
people  were  assembled,  and  walking  up  and 
down  therein  espied  a  glove  hanging  on  high 
in  the  church.  Whereupon  he  demanded  of 
the  sexton  what  could  be  the  meaning  thereof, 
and  wherefore  it  hanged  in  that  place,"  The 
sexton  explained  that  it  was  hung  there  by 
one  as  a  challenge  to  any  one  who  should 
dare  to  take  it  down.  Mr.  Gilpin  bade  him 
take  it  down.  "'Not  I,  sir,'  replied  the 
sexton.  '  I  dare  do  no  such  thing.'  '  But,' 
saith  Mr.  Gilpin,  'if  thou  wilt  but  bring  me 
hither  a  long  stafi,  I  will  take  it  down  my- 
self.' And  so,  when  a  long  staff  was  brought, 
Mr.  Gilpin  took  down  the  glove,  and  put  it 
up  in  his  bosom.    By-and-b^  came  the  people 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


to  church  in  abundance,  and  Mr.  Gilpin 
when  it  was  his  time  went  up  into  the 
pulpit.  'I  hear,'  saith  he,  'that  there  is 
one  amongst  you  who  even  in  this  sacred 
place  hath  hanged  up  a  glove  to  this  purpose, 
and  threateneth  to  enter  into  a  combat  with 
whosoever  shall  take  it  down.  Behold,  I  have 
taken  it  down  myself!'  and  at  that  word, 
plucking  out  the  glove,  he  showed  it  openly." 

The  Catholics  tried  to  draw  him  again 
into  their  ranks,  but  he  was  deaf  alike  to 
their  arguments,  and  those  of  the  Puritans 
whom  he  blamed  for  stirring  up  contentions, 
peace  and  charity  being,  as  he  held,  of  more 
moment  than  any  form  of  Church  govern- 
ment. Yet  with  characteristic  generosity  he 
interceded  for  the  unhappy  Catholic  peasantry 
who,  in  the  rising  of  1569,  had  emptied  his 
well-filled  barns,  and  driven  off  the  cattle 
from  his  meadows;  and  with  characteristic 
courage  he  stood  by  his  friend  Lever,  when 
the  Calvinism  he  had  learnt  in  exile  cost  him 
his  preferments. 

Nor  did  he,  while  holding  faithfully  to  the 
Reformed  Church,  refrain  from  censuring  the 
shortcomings  which  disgraced  too  many  of 
its  adherents.  It  happened  that  once  as 
he  was  setting  forth  into  Redesdale  and 
Tynedale,  his  Bishop  maliciously  desired  him 
to  preach  the  visitation  sermon,  Gilpin  sent 
his  servant  to  beg  that  some  other  might  be 
selected,  since  "  tliete  were  many  *ho  would 
be  willing  enough  to  preach  at  the  visitation, 
whereas  there  was  not  a  man  who  would 
supply  his  place  in  the  congregations  who 
were  to  meet  him  in  the  Border  districts." 
The  servant  came  back  reporting  that  the 
Bishop  "made  no  reply,  but  held  his  peace;" 
and  Gilpin  accordingly  went  his  way.  He 
returned  to  find  himself  suspended,  and 
almost  immediately  afterwards  was  summoned 
to  meet  the  Bishop  and  clergy  at  Chester-le- 
Strcet,  "  I  must  have  you  preach  to-day," 
was  the  Bishop's  greeting.  Gilpin  explained 
that  he  could  not  lawfully  do  so  while  under 
suspension.  The  Bishop  replied  that  he  took 
off  the  suspension.  Gilpin  tlien  urged  that 
he  was  unprepared.  "But  we  know,"  said 
the  Bishop,  "that  you  have  such  a  habit  of 
preaching  that  you  are  able  to  perform  it,  if 
you  please,  even  upon  the  sudden ; "  and 
presently  growing  warm,  he  added,  "  I  com- 
mand you  upon  your  canonical  obedience  to 
go  up  into  the  pulpit."  Gilpin  hesitated  a 
moment,  and  then  saying,  "  Well,  seeing  it 
must  be  so,  your  lordship's  will  be  done," 


in  a  few  minutes  began  his  sermon.  He 
saw  Broughton,  and  Barnes  the  judge  of  the 
Ecclesiastical  Court,  taking  notes  below  j  but, 
nevertheless,  he  enlarged  plainly  and  forcibly 
on  the  gross  injustice  practised  in  this  Court, 
and  especially  on  the  piteous  case  of  some 
orphans  who  had  lately  been  despoiled  of 
their  patrimony  by  Barnes.  Then  turning  to 
the  Bishop,  he  went  on,  "Say  not  that  these 
crimes  have  been  committed  by  the  fault  of 
others  without  your  knowledge,  for  whatever 
either  yourself  shall  do  in  person,  or  suffer 
through  your  connivance  to  be  done  by  others, 
is  wholly  your  own." 

Barnes  and  Broughton  hoped  and  believed 
that  Gilpin  had  sealed  his  fate.  As  he  left 
the  pulpit,  his  friends,  some  of  them  in  tears, 
gathered  ronnd  him.  "  You  have  put  a  sword 
into  the  Bishop's  hand  to  slay  you ;  if  he 
was  offended  before  without  a  cause,  what 
will  he  be  now?" 

Gilpin  walked  on  quietly,  gently  keeping 
them  off  with  his  hand,  and  saying,  "  Be 
not  afraid;  the  Lord  God  overruleth  us  all. 
So  that  the  truth  may  be  propagated  and 
God  glorified,  God's  will  be  done  concerning 
me." 

When  he  went  to  take  leave,  the  Bishop 
said  to  him,  "  I  will  bring  you  to  your  house." 
They  went  together,  and  having  entered  a 
private  room,  the  Bishop  turned  and  caught 
him  by  the  hand,  exclaiming,  "Father 
Gilpin,  I  acknowledge  you  are  filter  to  be 
the  Bishop  of  Durham  than  I  am  to  be  parson 
of  this  church  of  yours.  I  ask  forgiveness 
for  enors  past.  Forgive  me,  father.  I  know 
you  have  hatched  up  some  chickens  that  now 
seek  to  pick  out  your  eyes ;  but  while  I  live 
Bishop  of  Durham,  be  assured  no  man  shall 
injure  you." 

As  age  stole  upon  him,  the  many  charges 
he  had  undertaken  told  upon  his  strength. 
<  When  too  infirm  for  missionary  work,  he 
still  laboured  in  his  parish,  and  watched  over 
his  school,  amending  its  statutes  as  seemed 
needful,  and  procuring  for  it  a  charter. 

He  was  crossing  the  market-place  at  Dur- 
ham, when  an  ox  knocked  him  down.  At 
first  it  was  feared  that  he  would  sink  under 
his  injuries,  but  he  partly  recovered,  and 
though  henceforth  lame  and  feeble,  worked 
on  till,  on  the  4th  of  March,  1583,  he  died, 
aged  sixty-six,  and  "  being  full  of  faith  un- 
feigned and  of  good  works,  he  was  at  last  put 
into  his  grave  as  a  heap  of  wheat  in  due  time 
is  swept  into  the  garner." 
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SUNSET. 

.  .  .  nlmml  will  KDd  unto  TOO  from  the  Father."— Sr.  John  J 

I'M  watching  sunset's  golden  glow 
Round  yonder  clifl-like  cloud; 
There's  light  above,  and  light  bt:low, 

Where  piled-up  waters  crowd. 
The  darker  some  dense  rocky  peak. 

The  brighter  seems  the  gold  ; 

One  strangely  wild,  fantastic  freak 

Has  lustrous  gleams  untold. 

So  soiTow's  cloud-like  boundary 

Claims  elements  of  bliss, 
"  The  Comforter  "  behind  may  lie, 

Earth's  vapour  to  dismiss ; 
For  all  the  clouds  are  rolling  far, 

There's  naught  but  glory  left, 
Now  lucid  sky — one  twinkling  star 

Its  clearer  blue  has  cleft 

How  like  the  beams  of  comfort  oft, 

First  glinting  round  the  cloud. 
Then  melting  into  radiance  soft 

Beneath  that  rising  shroud — 
So  soon  dispelled,  or  wafted  on 

Beyond  sight's  firmament, 
The  darkened  sorrow  surely  gone  ; 

Light,  peace,  and  patience  sent. 
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THE   TEMPERANCE  REFORMATION. 
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'T'HERE  are  very  many  grounds  on  which 
-L  we  can  ask  men  to  promote  the  temper- 
ance reformation.  There  are  economical 
grounds ;  for  whatever  opinions  we  may  hold 
about  the  legitimacy  of  the  moderate  use  of 
alcohoiic  liquors,  it  is  certain  tliat  in  this 
country  they  are  used  so  immoderately  as 
to  lead  to  an  enormous  waste  of  national 
wealth.  I  suppose  that  the  English  people 
of  all  ranks  are  the  most  extravxigant  people 
in  Europe ;  and  those  golden  years  of  com- 
mercial prosperity  which  we  enjoyed  not 
long  ago,  but  which  are  not  likely  to  return, 
encouraged  an  enormous  increase  in  the  ex- 
pensiveness  of  our  modes  of  living.  If  the 
nation  is  to  be  safe  from  ruin  we  must  learn 
to  be  more  moderate  in  our  expenditure,  and 
while  there  is  great  wastefulness  in  other 
directions,  one  of  the  most  obvious  ways  of 
arresting  the  exhaustion  of  the  national 
wealth  is  to  diminish  the  amount  of  drink- 
ing. Another  strong  reason  for  promoting 
the  temperance  reformation  is  the  physical 
suffering  which  our  present  drinking  customs 
entail  on  vast  masses  of  the  people.  There 
are  thousands  of  families  in  this  town  that 
would  find  it  hard  to  live  in  comfort  if  they 
never  drank  at  all.  On  the  wages  which 
they  earn,  it  would  be  very  difficult  for  them 
to  pay  sufficient  rent  to  live  in  a  reasonably 
good  house,  very  difficult  for  them  to  buy 
decent  clothing,  to  get  wholesome  food,  very 
difficult  for  them  to  pay  for  coal  and  gas, 
very  difficult  for  them  to  pay  for  medicine, 
and  to  meet  many  other  of  the  inevitable 
expenses  of  living.  But  if,  when  a  man 
earns  three-  or  four-and-twenty  shillings  a 
week,  six  or  seven  shilhngs  go  in  beer,  if 
when  he  earns  eighteen  sliillings  a  week,  foar 
or  five  go  in  beer,  then  quite  apart  from  the 
loss  of  time,  loss  of  health,  and  loss  of  wages 
resulting  from  occasional  fits  of  drunkenness, 
it  is  a  sheer  impossibility  that  he  and  his 
wife  and  children  should  be  able  to  procure 
the  barest  physical  comforts.  If  not  a  penny 
were  spent  in  drink,  if  the  man  never  lost  a 
day's  work  through  being  drunk,  he  and  his 
wife  and  children  would  lead  a  hard  life,  but 
his  drinking  makes  their  life  a  life  of  physical 
misery.  And  we  may  ask  you  to  support  the 
temperance  reformation  on  moral  grounds. 


u  one  chat  bealsth  t)iai.ir:  but  I  keep  nadn  mybodj,  and 
L  I  have  pcsuhcd  lo  atbcn,  I  myKlf  ■hould  ba  ■  cui- 

Brunkenness  is  a  debasing,  disgusting,  hor- 
rible vice,  and  it  is  the  root  of  other  vices  as 
horrible  as  itself.  It  sometimes  turns  kindly, 
good-tempered  men  into  fiends ;  it  is  the 
occasion  of  a  large  proportion  of  the  crimes 
of  violence  which  still  disgrace  our  country. 
When  the  drink  is  in  them,  men  are  guilty  of 
many  vices  and  of  many  cruelties  from  which 
they  would  recoil  when  sober;  and  even 
when  the  fit  of  drunkenness  is  past,  it  leaves 
many  men  in  a  state  of  irritabihly  and  ill- 
temper  which  makes  them  a  terror  to  those 
about  them.  Drunkenness  is  a  gross  vice. 
It  destroys  the  material  comfort  of  large 
numbers  of  our  people.  It  leads  to  an 
enormous  waste  of  our  national  resources. 

On  all  these  grounds  the  temperance  re- 
formation claims  our  support,  fiat  these  are 
grounds  on  which  we  can  rest  our  arguments 
and  appeals  elsewhere.  In  this  place  we  can 
advance  to  grounds  of  another  kind.  Drunk- 
enness is  a  gross  vice  ;  it  is  also  a  terrible 
sin — a  sin  which  the  eternal  God  sternly 
condemns ;  a  sin  which  provokes  His 
anger,  and  which  He  has  threatened  to  punish 
with  other  and  more  awful  penalties  than 
those  which  it  brings  upon  men  in  this 
world.  Drunkenness  destroys  the  material 
comforts  of  men  :  it  does  what  is  worse  than 
that,  it  destroys  their  rest  of  heart  in  God, 
it  strips  them  of  the  honours  which  belong 
to  the  children  of  God ;  sooner  or  later  it 
will  bring  upon  them  the  tortures  of  a  terrible 
moral  anguish.  Drunkenness  is  a  ivaste  of 
our  material  resources ;  it  is  also  a  waste  of 
something  infinitely  more  precious.  For  the 
drunkard  the  infinite  love  of  Christ  is  wasted. 
His  teaching  is  wasted.  His  example  is 
wasted.  His  death  is  wasted.  For  the  drunk- 
ard the  promises  of  eternal  life  and  blessed- 
ness are  wasted.  He  wastes  not  merely  his 
earthly  comfort;  he  sacrifices  for  his  drink 
an  immortality  of  glory.  These  are  reasons 
for  promoting  the  temperance  reformation, 
which  should  have  immense  force  with  those 
of  us  who  believe  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

But  when  we  consider  the  vice  of  drunken- 
ness under  these  aspects,  when  we  consider 
it  in  relation  to  God,  in  relation  to  Christian 
righteousness,  in  relation  to  immortality,  there 
are  questions    raised    which  are  of  serious 
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practical  interest  to  those  who  have  never  been 
guilty  of  drunkenness,  and  who  believe  that 
they  are  not  likely  to  be  guilty  of  it — ques- 
tions which  are,  indeed,  of  grave  importance 
to  those  who,  by  toul  abstinence,  have 
placed  themselves  out  of  the  leach  of  this 
particular  vice.  It  is  not  necessary  to  be  a 
drunkard  in  order  to  be  guilty  of  physical 
sins  which  imperil  our  eternal  salvation.  In 
the  text  Paul  speaks  of  the  discipline  of  the 
body  as  a  necessary  part  of  the  Christian  life, 
necessary  if  he  himself  is  not  to  mis;  the 
peat  prize  for  which  he  is  cpntending.  He 
speaks  of  the  body  as  though  it  were  his  foe. 
He  is  plainly  r^arding  it  as  the  seal  and 
stronghold  of  evil  passions  and  evil  tenden- 
cies which  he  must  master  or  else  be  eternally 
mined.  In  a  vigorous  metaphor  he  describes 
himself  as  a  pugilist  in  the  Grecian  games, 
and  he  is  fighting  with  his  own  body.  He 
says  that  he  fights  like  a  man  who  understands 
the  art ;  he  does  not  fait  out  wildly  as  one 
that  strikes  the  air,  he  plants  his  blows  where 
they  will  tell.  The  words  "I  keep  my 
body  under,"  are  far  less  picturesque  than 
the  words  which  Paul  employs.  What  he 
says  is,  "  I  deliver  my  blows  straight  in 
the  face,  under  the  eyes,"  or,  to  use  our 
own  English  equivalent,  "  I  beat  it  black 
and  blue." 

Paul,  after  his  manner,  says  one  thing  at  a 
lime.  Taken  by  itself  this  vigorous  and  pas- 
sionate way  of  describing  his  Sght  with  the 
body  might  justify  the  extremities  of  asceti- 
cism. If  our  body  is  our  foe,  to  be  punished 
and  crushed,  then  it  might  seem  our  duty  to 
deny  it  all  pleasures,  to  deny  it  warmth,  and 
test,  and  pleasant  food,  and  pleasant  drinks, 
and  everything  else  for  which  it  craves.  It 
might  seem  our  duty  to  torture  it  with  a  hair 
shirt,  to  scourge  it  with  whips,  and  to  reduce 
it  to  emaciation  by  fasting.  But  that  is  quite 
contrary  to  Paul's  teaching  elsewhere.  He 
vehemently  condemns  asceticism,  condemns 
it  as  a  very  formidable  foe  to  the  Christian 
Eiith.  He  teaches  that  every  creature  of 
God  is  good,  if  it  be  received  with  thanks- 
giving -  and  the  whole  teaching  of  the  New 
Testament  concerning  the  body  is  incon- 
»stent  with  this  gloomy  severity.  The  body, 
we  are  told  throughout  the  New  Testament, 
is  not  an  clement  of  human  imperfection ; 
it  is  necessary  to  the  integrity  of  man's 
nature.  It  was  created  not  by  the  devil 
but  by  Christ,  and  it  is  a  wonderful  creation. 
It  is  also  true  that  Christ  created  all  the 
pleasant  things  which  delight  the  eye,  the  ear, 
the  taste,  the  touch.  He  made  us  capable 
of  physical  enjoyment,  and  He  provided  the 


means  of  physical  enjoyment.  Physical  en- 
joyment, therefore,  cannot  be  sinful. 

Flesh  and  blood,  I  say,  according  to  the 
teaching  of  the  New  Testament,  are  necessary 
to  the  fulness  and  perfection  of  man's  nature 
in  this  world.  But  the  intellect  is  nobler  than 
the  Hesh ;  the  aSections  and  the  conscience 
are  nobler  than  the  intellect ;  and  the  height 
of  man's  dignity  is  never  reached  until  his  in- 
tellect, heart,  and  conscience  are  transfigured 
by  the  love  and  righteousness  of  God.  In 
this  hierarchy  of  life,  in  these  ordered  grada- 
tions of  faculty  and  power,  it  is  essential 
that  the  noblest  should  have  the  noblest 
place  and  the  most  vigorous  authority,  and 
that  the  inferior  ranks  should  be  kept  in 
their  inferior  position.  When  the  lower, 
though  necessary  parts,  of  man's  nature  be- 
come insubordinate,  when  they  usurp  an 
importance  which  is  not  theirs,  they  must 
be  suppressed.  lashed  back  again  to  their 
proper  place.  The  flesh,  with  its  strong  and 
resdess  cravings  for  satisfaction,  is  very  apt  to 
refuse  sovereignty  to  the  intellect  and  to  the 
conscience  and  to  the  law  of  God.  Then  it 
becomes  necessary  to  fight  it,  and  to  fight  it 
relentlessly  until  it  is  subdued.  In  its  right 
place  it  is  admirable ;  its  pleasures  are  legiti- 
mate j  it  contributes  to  the  strength  and 
beauty  of  our  whole  life.  It  is  only  when 
it  rebels  against  loftier  authorities,  when  it 
interferes  with  the  dtvtner  aims  of  life,  that  it 
becomes  out  foe.  Paul  recognises  this  fact 
even  in  this  place.  "  I  fight  my  body  and 
bring  it  into  subjection."  What  he  says  is 
that  he  made  his  body  his  slave.  He 
fought  it,  and  made  it  his  servant  instead 
of  his  master.  When  slaves  revolted  their 
masters  fought  them ;  but  slaves  were  a  large 
part  of  their  masters'  wealth — the  masters 
injured  themselves  when  they  injured  their 
slaves.  It  might  be  necessary  to  wound 
them,  to  maim  them,  to  punish  them,  in 
order  to  keep  them  in  subordination,  but  it 
was  the  master's  interest  that  his  slaves 
should  be  healthy  and  strong. 

But  the  trouble  is,  that  with  large  numbers 
of  men,  the  body  is  the  master  not  the 
servant.  To  feed  it  well,  to  clothe  it  well,  to 
give  it  all  possible  luxuries  is  their  great 
business  in  life.  They  care  more  lor  physical 
health  and  physical  enjoyment  than  for  litera- 
ture, or  for  art,  or  for  morality,  or  for  God. 
Everything  is  made  to  give  way  to  the  body; 
the  slave  is  made  the  prince ;  the  regal  powers 
of  the  intellect  arc  compelled  to  do  perpetual 
service;  the  authority  of  conscience  and 
the  voice  of  God  Himself  are  disregarded. 
There  are  forms  of  this  physical  insubordi- 
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nation  which  are  not  flagrant  enough  to  call 
down  the  moral  condemnation  of  society  while 
society  is  governed  by  its  present  low  moral 
ideals,  but  which,  nevertheless,  imperil  the 
eternal  salvation  of  men.  Physical  habits,  in 
which  men  indulge  without  any  self-reproach, 
make  the  fibre  of  their  nature  coarse,  and 
gradually  deaden  all  their  loftier  activities. 
Men  are  guilty  of  physical  indolence,  of 
physical  un cleanliness,  of  excessive  sensuous 
indulgence  of  many  kinds.  They  eat  too 
much  or  eat  unwisely,  they  drink  too  much, 
though  they  never  get  drunk.  And  in  all 
these  ways  the  flesh  gradually  masters  the 
spirit.  You  can  see  the  process  going  on ; 
men  become  heavy,  dull,  and  slow ;  they  sink 
into  sluggish  stupidity.  Whatever  brightness 
and  clearness  of  intellect  they  once  had  are 
gradually  lost.  Their  will  becomes  irreso- 
lute. Their  temper  becomes  moody,  irritable, 
passionate,  or  melancholy.  Peace  and  joy 
pass  out  of  their  life  altogether.  Their 
spiritual  affections  become  languid,  hope  has 
no  radiance  in  it,  faith  no  vigour,  love  no 
fervour.  They  have  not  kept  their  body 
under;  it  is  their  master,  not  their  slave, 
and  so  the  light  in  which  they  once  lived  is 
clouded ;  year  by  year  it  becomes  more  and 
more  dim  ;  the  dimness  deepens  into  dark- 
ness, and  unless  they  repent  the  darkness  will 
deepen  into  eternal  right. 

Paul's  principle  is  that  whatever  physical 
habits  interfere  with  the  clearness,  the  elas- 
ticity, the  vigour  of  our  intellectual,  moral, 
and  spiritual  life,  must  be  given  up.  We 
must  fight  the  body,  and  make  it  our  slave. 
Now,  as  I  have  said,  it  is  not  drink  alone 
which  works  this  mischief.  You  may  be  a 
total  abstainer,  and  yet  be  guilty  of  physical 
vices  which  will  separate  you  from  Christ  and 
end  in  eternal  destruction. 

But  drink  is  one  of  the  commonest  causes 
of  men's  ruin.  For  that  reason  it  is  wise  and 
necessary  to  engage  in  this  exceptional 
crusade  against  it.  Those  who  originated 
the  Total  Abstinence  Movement,  and  those 
who  have  sustained  it,  have  rendered  an  im- 
mense service  to  the  country.  They  have 
rescued  innumerable  men  and  women  who 
had  sunk  into  the  vice  of  drunkenness ;  they 
have  saved  a  still  larger  number  of  men  and 
women  who  might  have  sunk  into  it.  They 
have  given  comfort,  honour,  and  peace 
to  innumerable  homes,  which,  but  for  them, 
and  for  their  work,  would  have  been  scenes 
of  misery  and  of  shame.  It  is  a  lawful  and 
honourable  work  for  those  who  themselves 
arc  not  imperilled,  to  share  the  burdens  of 
their  brethren   who  are  exposed  to  fierce 


temptation  and  so  to  fulfil  the  law  of  Christ. 
Yes,  your  work  is  a  noble  one,  one  which 
has  achieved  already  a  great  redemption  for 
large  masses  of  your  fellow-countrymen,  and 
it  may  achieve  a  greater  redemption  still. 

But  the  very  enormity  of  the  evils  which  you 
are  trying  to  lessen,  the  very  efficiency  of  the 
means  by  which  you  are  trying  to  lessen  them, 
should  make  you  careful  not  to  imperil  your 
movement  by  unwise  and  reckless  advocacy. 
It  is  clear,  I  think,  that  the  advocates  of  total 
abstinence  are  now  in  a  position  to  carry 
with  them  an  immense  and  overwhelming 
mass  of  popular  sentiment,  if  they  do  not,  by 
their  own  rashness  and  waut  of  wisdom,  be- 
tray the  cause  which  is  committed  to  their 
trust.  There  have  been  from  time  to  time, 
during  the  last  twenty  years,  occasional  indi- 
cations of  a  resentment  and  reaction  against 
the  movement  which  might  even  now  lead  to 
disastrous  results,  and  it  is  for  the  advocates 
of  total  abstinence  to  save  their  cause  from 
this  peril. 

Do  not  foi^et  what  I  reminded  you  of  just 
now,  that  a  man  may  be  a  total  abstainer  and 
yet  not  make  his  body  his  slave.  Do  not  lead 
men  to  imagine  that  if  they  abstain  they 
fulfil  ail  the  law  and  the  prophets.  You  have 
in  the  East,  wherever  Mahomedanism  pre- 
vails, whole  races  of  total  abstainers,  and  yet 
these  very  races  are  guilty  of  gross  sensuality. 
Donot  be  betrayed  into  the  folly  of  speaking 
of  all  drinking  as  though  it  were  sinful ;  place 
your  movement  on  its  right  foundation,  vin- 
dicate it  upon  the  eternal  principles  of  mo- 
rality and  of  the  Christian  faith.  The  prin- 
ciple on  which  Christian  temperance  rests  is 
that  a  man  should  keep  his  body  in  such  a 
condition  as  to  make  it  the  effective  servant 
and  comrade  of  his  nobler  life.  Excessive 
drinking  clouds  the  brain,  dulls  the  conscience, 
takes  all  the  force  and  fire  out  of  the  religious 
affections,  and  if  continued  in,  will  at  last 
quench  them  altogether.  Drinking  which 
does  not  make  a  man  drunk  may  work  the 
same  evil.  You  may  be  drinking  a  great  deal 
too  much  and  ruining  yourselves  body  and 
soul,  yet  never  be  in  danger  of  falling  into 
the  hands  of  the  police,  and  having  to  pay 
55.  and  costs.  If  a  man  drinks  so  as  to 
impair  his  higher  hfe,  he  commits  a  sin, 
whether  he  gets  drunk  or  not.  But  it  does 
not  follow  that  because  it  is  a  sin  to 
drink  so  as  to  impair  the  higher  life, 
therefore  it  is  a  sin  to  drink  at  all.  Drink- 
ing too  much  is  a  vice,  because  it  lessens  a 
man's  power  for  serving  God  and  his  race. 
If  any  man's  drinking  does  not  lessen  his 
power  for  that  service,  his  drinking  is  not  a 
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vice.  If  aaj  man's  drinking  iocreaEes  his 
power  for  that  service,  his  drinking  is  a  duty 
instead  of  a  vice.  It  is  our  duty  to  keep  our 
body  in  such  a  condition,  whether  by  drink- 
ing  or  not  drinking,  that  it  shall  be  the 
vigorous  comrade  of  the  higher  hfe,  not  its 
master.  While  a  man  docs  this  he  fulfils 
the  law  of  temperance,  the  only  law  authorita- 
tive for  man. 

But  you  say  you  cannot  draw  the  line  at 
which  excess  begins  between  one  glass  and  a 
dozen.  Of  course  you  cannot;  and  you 
cannot  draw  the  line  at  which  excess  begii 
between  one  mutton  chop  and  a  dozen ;  but 
are  you  to  say  that  because  a  man  would 
be  guilty  of  a  disgusting  vice  if  he  ate 
dozen  diops  at  a  sitting,  he  is  to  be  looked 
upon  with  suspicion  because  he  takes  one? 
Should  that  style  of  argument  be  followed, 
then  all  rational  men,  all  the  advocates  of  a 
noble  and  lofty  morality,  all  who  are  intelli- 
gently loyal  to  Christ,  will  be  bound  to  offer 
the  total  abstinence  movement  a  serious  atid 
energetic  opposition.  This  immoral  super- 
stition which  sometimes  shows  itself  in  con- 
nection with  the  temperance  reformation  is 
almost  the  only  serious  peril  to  which  it  is 
now  exposed.  And  let  none  of  you  yield  to 
that  plausible  lie  of  the  devil,  which  has  done 
more  mischief  to  Christendom,  probably,  than 
any  other,  that  because  this  impression  may 
be  useful  though  it  is  false,  it  should  not  be 
condemned,  should  even  be  propagated.  A 
lie  can  never  serve  God  or  man, — never; 
and  when  once  any  men,  no  matter  how  good 
and  noble  their  cause  may  be,  take  into  their 
service  that  which  is  ethically  and  religiously 
false,  they  prepare  the  way  for  disaster  and 
for  ruin.  Your  true  line  of  argument  is  clear, 
plain,  and  straight.  The  enormous  evils  of 
drunkenness  demand  a  sharp  and  stringent 
remedy ;  to  save  the  drunkard  it  is  indispen> 
sable  that  he  should  be  prevailed  upon  never 
to  touch  the  drink  which  has  cursed  him. 
It  is  an  honourable  thing  for  those  who  them- 
selves could  drink  in  moderation  to  abstain 
in  order  to  give  moral  support  to  those  who 
cannot;  and  further,  this  abstinence  is  for 
most  men,  in  all  probability,  physically  safe, 
and  for  many  men  physically  advantageous. 
The  remarkable  growth  of  medical  opinion 
during  the  last  few  years  in  favour  of  total 
abstinence  adds  immensely  to  the  strength 
of  your  position. 

But  there  are  some  of  you  who,  like  myself, 
do  not  recognise  the  obligation  personally  to 
abstain.  You  have  the  impression  that  you 
keep  your  body  under  by  drinking  a  little, 
radier  than  by  drinking  nothing,  that  you  work 


more  effectively  while  you  drink  in  modera- 
tion than  when  you  abstain  altt^ether,  that 
your  brain  is  clearer,  your  wilt  firmer,  your 
whole  life  more  vigorous.  Your  body,  so 
you  think,  is  a  more  useful  slave,  a  more 
effective  comrade  for  the  moderate  use  of 
these  drinks.  You  ought  to  wish  it  were  not 
so  and  that  you  could  place  yourselves  frankly 
and  completely  by  the  side  of  those  who  are 
in  the  advanced  line  in  this  movement  But 
you,  too,  care  for  the  rescue  of  the  nation 
from  intemperance,  and  it  is  for  you  to  rejoice 
heartily  In  the  zeal,  In  the  earnestness,  in  the 
success  of  those  who  can  wisely  practise  a 
severer  rule.  It  is  for  you  to  strengthen  in 
their  fidehty  to  their  purpose  all  who  have 
resolved,  whether  for  their  own  sake  or  for 
the  sake  of  other  men,  to  abstain  altogether. 
I  know  of  few  sins  of  carelessness  which  may 
lead  to  woise  and  more  appalling  results  than 
the  sin  of  those  who,  by  mockery  or  en- 
treaty, induce  abstainers  to  drink.  You  may 
see  the  result  of  your  reckless  folly  some  day 
in  men  sunk  through  you  into  brutality,  ruined 
themselves  and  the  cause  of  ruin  in  others. 
Even  if  you  cannot  abstain  you  can  discou- 
rage what  are  described  as  the  drinking  cus- 
toms of  society.  There  are  people  on  whom 
you  can  call  at  no  hour  of  the  day,  and  I 
suppose  at  no  hour  of  the  night,  without 
being  asked  and  urged  to  take  what  is 
vaguely  called  "  something."  There  is  one 
consideration  which  may  perhaps  lead  some 
of  you  to  give  up  that  folly.  In  the  slang 
of  the  day,  it  is  "bad  form."  You  do  not 
find  that  practice  maintaided  in  houses  above 
a  certain  social  level.  It  has  gone  out.  Those 
who  cherish  and  prolong  old-fashioned  cus- 
toms may  continue  it  still,  but  it  has  ceased 
to  be,  what  so  many  of  you  are  anxious  always 
to  observe,  it  has  ceased  to  be  the  "  proper " 
thing,  and  perhaps  that  consideration  may 
reach  some  who  cannot  be  reached  by  con- 
siderations of  a  graver  kind.  There  are  many 
people,  unhappily,  who  are  so  miserably  su- 
perficial and  morally  frivolous  that  any  noble 
laws  for  conduct  fail  to  touch  them,  but  a 
reason  of  that  kind  may  perhaps  reach  some 
of  them. 

But  there  are  other  ways  in  which  you  can 
help  this  reformation.  I  have  a  strong  con- 
viction that  although  you  can  never  make 
a  nation  virtuous  by  Act  of  Parliament,  you 
can  do  a  great  deal  by  legislation  to  diminish 
some  kinds  of  vice.  Those  who  speak  of  the 
inefhcacy  of  Acts  of  Parliament  to  diminish 
vice  are  strangely  inconsistent,  for  I  wonder 
what  they  would  say  if  they  were  told  thai 
no  Acts  of  Parliament  could  diminish  the 
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vice  of  theft,  and  that  our  laws  against  theft 
should,  therefore,  be  abandoned.  You  know 
very  well  that  laws  against  theft,  though  they 
do  not  make  men  honest,  do  prevent  a  great 
many  men  from  thieving.  A  man  is  not  an 
honest  man  simply  because  he  is  not  a  thief. 
There  is  many  a  man  who  is  intensely  dis- 
honest who  is  prevented  from  thieving  by  the 
law  and  its  penalties,  and  there  are  many 
men  who  have  no  strength  of  self-control, 
who  in  the  Christian  sense  are  not  "sober" 
men,  but  who  would  be  saved  from  the  vice 
of  drunkenness  if  the  law  discouraged  seri- 
ously and  sternly  the  creation  of  those 
temptations  to  drunkenness  which  the  law 
permits  to  exist  in  nearly  every  street  in  this 
town.  I  do  not  believe  that  in  the  present 
temper  of  the  public  mind,  and  with  our  pre- 
sent social  habits,  it  is  possible  to  close  all 
public-houses  in  a  great  town  like  this,  and 
if  it  is  not  possible  it  is  not  very  much  use 
asking  wliether  it  is  desirable  or  noL  But 
it  would  be  quite  possible  to  diminish  the 
number  of  these  houses,  to  place  them  under 
severer  regulations,  and  to  carry  out  severely 
the  regulations  that  do  exist.   And  it  is  also 


possible  to  multiply  such  counter  and  rival 
attractions  as  those  which  have  been  created 
in  this  town,  in  Liverpool,  in  Bristol,  and 
in  other  parts  of  the  country,  and  which 
are  already  telling,  and  teUing  powerfully, 
upon  the  drinking  customs  of  the  communi- 
ties where  Ihey  exist.  The  establishment  of 
the  cocoa  and  cotfee  houses  here  and  in 
other  parts  of  the  country  has  proved  to  be 
one  of  the  most  powerful  aids  to  temperance 
reform.  It  is  for  those  who  desire  to  see  the 
nation  completely  rescued  from  drunken- 
ness to  join  in  this  movement,  which  is  an 
attempt  to  unite  all  who  care  for  this  great 
object.  This  Union  does  not  pledge  its 
members  to  abstinence.  It  asks  them  to 
abstain  themselves  if  they  can  abstain  with- 
out injury  to  their  work,  and  to  encourage 
other  people  to  abstain;  it  endeavours  to 
confirm  in  abstinence  those  who  are  abstain- 
ing already;  it  tries  to  promote  the  passing 
of  laws  limiting  and  repressing  provoca- 
tions to  drunkenness,  and  to  strengthen 
all  social  movements  which  are  likely  to  in- 
crease the  general  temperance  of  the  com- 
munity. 
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"  T^HERE  is  something,"  says  Washington 
■»-  Irving,  "in  the  character  and  habits 
of  the  North  American  sa.vagt,  taken  in  con- 
nection with  the  scenery  over  which  he  is 
accustomed  to  range,  its  vast  lakes,  bound- 
less forests,  majestic  rivers,  and  trackless 
plains,  that  is  to  my  mind  wonderfully  strik- 
ing and  sublime." 

Some  such  impression  as  this  iias  probably 
been  made  at  one  time  or  another  upon  the 
minds  of  all  those  whose  attention  has  been 
turned  to  the  Indians  of  North  America, 
their  present  manner  of  life,  their  past  his- 
tory. The  Indians  of  the  border  stand,  in- 
deed, upon  a  different  footing.  They  liave 
been  brought  into  a  contact  with  the  while 
man  for  wliich  they  were  wholly  unfitted,  and 
from  which  they  have  gained  little  but  evil. 
Too  often  they  have  been  unfairly  dealt 
with,  and  in  a  series  of  long  and  unequal 
conflicts  with  their  stronger  neighbours  all 
their  worst  and  most  savage  qualities  have 
been  brought  into  play.  But  from  the  true 
wild  tribes  of  the  West  there  is  still  much 
to  be  hoped.  They  still  retain  many  of  the 
best  virtues  of  their  forefathers ;  the  same 
truthfulness,  the   same  simplicity,  the  same 


loyalty  to  their  chiefs,  the  same  open-hearted 
kindliness  towards  one  another.  The  living 
representatives  of  chiefs  like  Longfellow's 
Hiawatha — stately,  imaginative,  hospitable — 
are  stUl  to  be  found  among  them  ;  their  free, 
roving  life  is  still  such  as  the  quaint  old 
writers  on  North-West  America  have  de- 
scribed it  to  us;  dim,  poetic  beliefs  in  a 
Great  Spirit,  and  in  a  place  of  blessedness 
awaiting  the  brave  beyond  the  "  mountains 
of  the  setting  sun,"  have  not  yet  laded  from 
their  minds. 

From  the  first  discovery  of  the  New  World 
generous  hearts  have  been  stirred  to  indigna- 
tion by  the  story  of  the  wrongs  done  to  the 
original  inhabitants,  and  since  the  days  of 
the  earliest  colonists  up  to  the  present  time 
continual  efforts  have  been  made — aJas  !  with 
but  little  success— ^o  counteract  the  evil  with 
good,  and  to  do  justice  to  the  claims  of  the 
native  races.  More  than  two  hundred  years 
ago  John  Eliot  devoted  the  best  powers  of  a 
life-time  to  this  task.  He  collected  the 
Indians  into  separate  settlements,  organized 
upon  the  basis  of  the  Mosaic  law;  he  spent 
infinite  pains  in  mastering  a  language  of 
extraordinary  difficulty,  and  after  long  years 
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of  labour  produced  a  complete  translation  of 
the  Bible.  The  grand  old  man  had  the  trial 
of  outliving  the  most  successful  period  of  his 
work ;  his  settlements  were  dispersed,  and 
many  of  his  converts  killed  while  he  was  still 
in  their  midst,  always  ready  to  renew  his 
work.  Now  not  a  single  representative  of 
those  tribes  for  whom  he  laboured  so  abun- 
dantly survives,  and  his  Mohican  version 
of  the  Bible  remains  an  interesting  memorial, 
not  only  of  a  dead  language,  but  also  of  the 
untiring  zeal  of  that  first  noble  evangelist  of 
the  Red  Indians. 

The  eastern  tribes  are  all  now  utterly  ex- 
tinct. "Such  must,  sooner  or  later,  be  the 
fate  of  those  other  tribes  which  skirt  the 
frontier  ....  In  a  little  while  and  they 
will  go  the  way  that  their  brethren  have 
gone  before.  The  few  hordes  which  still 
litter  about  the  shores  of  Huron  and  Superior 
will  share  the  fate  of  those  tribes  that  once 
spread  over  Massachusetts  and  Connecticut." 

So  wrote  the  author  of  the  "  Sketch-Book  " 
forty  years  ago  ;  bat  happily  Washington 
Irving'a  melancholy  prophecy  has  not  yet 
been  verified,  and  it  is  of  an  effort  now 
being  made  to  raise  and  Christianize  these 
very  tribes,  "  still  lingering  about  the  shores 
of  Huron  and  Superior,"  (hat  we  desire  to 
tell  in  the  following  pages. 

Ten  years  ago  the  Rev.  Edward  Wilson, 
pandson  of  the  late  Bishop  of  Calcutta, 
Daniel  Wilson,  undertook  the  chaige  of  the 
mission  settlement  of  Garden  River,  on  Lake 
Superior.  This  mission  had  been  established 
some  twenty-five  years  previously  by  the 
New  England  Company,  an  English  society, 
formed  for  the  purpose  of  civilising  and 
Christianizing  the  Indians. 

Shortly  before  Mr.  Wilson's  arrival  the 
chaplain  had  been  removed  to  another 
station  and  the  mission  abandoned  by  the 
company,  owing  to  want  of  funds.  Con- 
siderable progress  had,  however,  been  made, 
and  when  Mr.  Wilson  came  to  carry  on  the 
work  he  found  a  church,  parsonage,  and 
schools  already  built,  and  most  of  the  popu- 
btion  professing  Christianity. 

From  the  very  first  Mr,  Wilson  began  his 
labours  among  these  Indians  with  a  clearly 
defined  plan  of  operations  before  his  mind. 
Experience  has  proved  the  dangers  atten- 
dant upon  a  loo  sudden  transition  from 
sav^e  to  civilised  life,  even  where  the  utmost 
precautions  have  been  taken.  It  has  shown 
how  apt  the  sudden  and  complete  change  of 
habits  is  to  induce  in  those  who  are  subjected 
to  it  various  forms  of  disease — such  as  con- 
sumption in  particular — and  in  general  to 


weaken  the  whole  constitution.  Mr.  Wilson 
proposed  to  himself  to  found  an  industrial 
home,  where  the  children  of  the  surrounding 
Ojebway,  or  Chippeway,  Indians  should  be 
collected  together,  and  accustomed  &oni 
childhood  to  a  life  of  civilisation.  His 
scheme  was  warmly  supported  by  the  Chris- 
tian chiefs;  even  those  who  were  but  half 
civilised  themselves  recognising  that  in  some 
such  plan  as  this  lay  the  best  hope  for  their 
children's  future  welfare. 

Readers  of  the  Sunday  Magazine  will 
remember  the  interesting  account  of  the 
beginnings  of  Mr.  Wilson's  work  that  ap- 
peared in  this  magazine  some  years  ago.* 
They  will  remember,  also,  how  two  brothers 
belonging  to  the  great  family  of  Shingwankt 
chief  "Little  Pine"  and  chief  "Buhkwujje- 
nene,"  accompanied  Mr.  Wilson — the  first 
on  his  journey  to  Toronto,  the  second  on 
that  to  England — for  the  purpose  of  col- 
lecting funds  for  the  proposed  institution. 
The  quaint  language,  the  earnest  pleadings 
of  the  brothers  were  not  without  effect. 
Sufficient  money  was  raised  for  the  erection 
of  agood-sized  wooden  building;  some  of  the 
village  children  and  a  few  from  a  distance 
were  received  into  it,  and,  amid  great  rejoic- 
ings, the  Home  was  opened  on  September 
Z2rid,  1873.  Not  a  week  later,  fire  broke 
out  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  the 
house,  with  all  that  it  contained,  was  burnt 
to  the  ground.  Mr.  Wilson's  account  of  that 
dreadful  night — of  the  hurried  flight  from  tlie 
burning  house  out  into  the  pitiless  rain,  the 
anxiety  when  for  a  few  moments  it  seemed 
that  three  of  the  Indian  children  were  miss- 
ing— has  been  already  published.!  Every- 
thing had  been  destroyed,  and  it  was  clear 
that  for  a  while,  at  least,  the  Wilsons  must 
seek  a  home  elsewhere ;  so,  cairying  with 
them  the  coffin  of  the  baby  daughter  who 
had  died  from  the  effects  of  that  nighfs 
exposure,  they  embarked  upon  the  steamer, 
and  sadly  bade  farewell  to  their  friends  at 
Garden  River. 

The  story  of  their  loss  called  forth  much 
sympathy,  both  in  Canada  and  England, 
and  the  sum  of  ;£2,ooo  was  quickly  raised 
in  aid  of  the  mission.  Nor  did  Mr.  Wilson 
shrink  from  beginning  the  work  afresh.  He 
was  soon  at  his  post  again,  and  in  less  than 
a  year's  time  the  foundations  of  the  new 
building  were  duly  laid  by  the  then  Governor- 
General,  Lord  Dufferin.  Various  reasons 
caused  a  new  site  to  be  chosen  for  the  Home, 
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about  nine  miles  distant  from  the  former 
one. 

The  present  Shingwauk  Home — so  named 
from  the  Indian  family  who  have  had  so 
large  a  share  in  all  the  work  of  the  mission — 
was  formally  opened  by  the  Bishops  of 
Huron  and  Algoma  on  August  and,  1875. 
It  is  a  substantial,  three-storied  stone  build- 
ing, large  enough  to  accommodate  about 
sixty  boys.  It  stands  upon  the  Ste.  Marie 
River,  which  unites  the  lakes  of  Huron  and 
Superior,  and  is  not  tar  distant  from  the 
little  town  of  Sault  Ste.  Marie.  In  winter- 
time when  the  lake  traffic  is  at  a  stand-still, 
the  Home  is  indeed  secluded,  being  a 
hundred  and  thirty  miles  away  from  any 
American  railway,  and  more  than  double  the 
distance  from  any  Canadian  one.  It  is, 
however,  conveniently  situated  for  water 
communication,  and  the  carriage  of  goods 
from  the  river  to  the  Home  has  been  still 
further  facilitated  by  the  making  of  a  tram-way. 

The  possession  of  more  than  ninety  acres 
of  land  is  of  the  greatest  possible  advantage 
to  the  Home,  both  as  tending  more  and  more 
to  make  it  self- supporting  and  as  providing  the 
boys  with  an  abundance  of  work  of  the  most 
healthful  kind.  The  care  of  both  farm  and 
garden  is  undertaken  by  the  lads,  under  the 
direction  of  a  trained  gardener  and  farm-man. 

In  order  to  give  the  system  a  fair  chance, 
Mr.  Wilson  insists  that  all  Indian  parents 
bringing  theii  children  to  the  Home  shall 
sign  an  agreement,  in  presence  of  the 
Indian  agent,  binding  themselves  not  to 
withdraw  them  until  the  expiration  of  the 
time  fixed.  Long  holidays  are,  however, 
given  each  summer;  and  in  the  case  of  those 
boys  whose  parents  wish  them  to  come 
home,  the  return  journey  is  paid. 

The  usual  term  of  training  at  the  Shing- 
wauk Home  is  five  years;  for  those  who 
intend  to  become  teachers  or  doctors  or  to 
enter  the  ministry  it  is,  of  course,  longer, 
and  boys  of  special  promise  will  ultimately  be 
sent  elsewhere  to  complete  their  education. 

An  ordinary  boy  of  ten  years  old  spends 
the  first  two  years  of  his  training  at  Shing- 
wauk entirely  in  die  school.  During  the 
third  year  he  is  a  "  half-timer,"  dividing  the 
day  between  his  trade  and  his  lessons ;  and 
the  last  two  years  he  devotes  wholly  to  his 
trade.  The  various  trades  are  taught  in  the 
Home  by  resident  workmen,  and  so  soon  as 
the  boys  are  fairly  proficient  they  are  appren- 
ticed to  workmen  m  the  town.  Whatever 
money  they  may  earn  during  this  period  is 
divided  into  thjee  unequal  parts,  of  which 
the  smallest  is  paid  over  weekly  to  the  boys 


as  pocket-money,  the  second  is  invested  for 
them  in  the  savings-bank,  and  the  remainder 
goes  to  the  general  account  of  the  Home. 
The  money  in  the  savings-bank  thus  goes  to 
form  a  reserve  fund,  from  which,  on  leaving 
the  Home,  the  boy  is  supplied  with  books, 
toob,  or  whatever  he  may  stand  most  in 
need  of  on  starting  foe  himself. 

The  apprentice-system  is  a  characteristic 
feature  of  the  Shingwauk  training,  and 
hitherto  it  has  been  found  to  work  well.  It 
leads  the  Canadian  workmen  to  take  a 
kindly  interest  in  their  dark-skinned  appren- 
tices, and  thus  establishes  a  friendly  relation 
between  them,  to  the  mutual  advantage  of 
each.  It  has  been  no  part  of  Mr.  Wilson's 
plan  to  gather  his  Indian  boys  into  a  village 
apart ;  such  a  separation  may  work  well  for 
a  time,  but  in  a  country  like  Canada  it  would 
be  impossible  to  maintain  it  for  long ; — rather, 
he  has  sought  to  fit  them  to  mix  with  their 
white  fellow -subjects,  and  so  to  fit  them  that 
they  may- be  benefited  and  not  injured  by 
the  contact  The  letters  received  from  the 
various  master  workmen — the  carpenter,  the 
printer,  the  tailor,  &c. — speak  in  terms  of 
high  praise,  not  only  of  the  general  character 
and  steady  industry  of  the  boys,  but  also  of 
the  good  progress  made  in  their  work. 

At  first  Mr.  Wilson  was  in  some  doubt 
lest  ingrained  habits  of  indolence  should 
hinder  the  lads  Scorn  becoming  efficient  work- 
men, but  on  this  point  his  fears  have  been 
completely  set  at  rest.  Last  summer  it  was 
su^ested  to  the  elder  boys  that  they  should 
try,  during  some  part  of  the  long  vacation, 
to  get  worfc  among  the  white  people ;  three 
prizes  being  offered,  one  for  the  most  work 
done,  another  for  the  highest  wages  gained, 
and  a  third  for  the  best  certificate  of  con- 
duct brought  from  the  employer.  All  three 
prizes  were  fairly  earned,  and  in  each  case 
the  master's  report  was  highly  satisfactory. 

With  the  exception  of  the  help  given  by 
the  matron  and  one  woman-servant,  all  the 
work  of  the  house — the  cooking,  baking, 
cleaning,  &c. — is  done  by  the  boys  them- 
selves, each  one  being  on  duty  for  a  week  at 

lime.  The  workers  are  superintended  by 
the  captain  of  the  school  and  an  elaborately 
graduated  band  of  monitors.  Plenty  of  time 
is  given  for  play  ;  but  the  boys  on  duty  are 
decorated  with  a  shoulder-badge,  and  it  is  a 
rule  that  while  this  is  on,  the  wearer  is  not 
allowed  to  play. 

As  regards  school-work,  the  average  In- 
dian boy  would  compare  favourably  with 
an  English  national  scholar  of  the  same 
agei   only  it  must  be  taken  into  account 
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that  ill  the  case  of 
the  Indian  boy  Eng- 
lish has  first  to  be 
masteredas  a  foreign 
language.  It  is  of 
primary  importance 
to  the  success  of 
Mr.  Wilson's  plan 
thai  the  boys  should 
be  able  to  speak  and 
understand  English 
with  ease,  and  no 
pains  are  spared  (o 
perfect  them  in  the 
language.  Besides 
the  regular  instruc- 
tion in  school,  the 
new-comers  are 
drawn  up  in  tine 
and  made  to  go 
through  such  exer- 
cises as  "shutting 
the  door,"  "  pulling 
down  the  blind," 
and  so  on,  in  order 
to  accustom  them 
to  understand  direc- 
tions given  in  Eng- 
lish. An  ingenious 
method  has  also 
been  devised  for 
discouraging  the 
talking  of  Indian. 
Each  week  a  num- 
ber of  buttons  are 
distributed  among 
the  boys,  and  when- 
ever one  lad  hears 
another  talking  In- 
dian he  claims  from 
him  a  button.  At 
the  end  of  the 
week  the  holders 
give  back  their  but- 
tons to  the  authorities  and  receive  in  ex-  scholars)  being  duly  opened  in  October, 
change  an  equal  number  of  nuts.  ,  1877.     The  building  is  of  stone,  something 

But  while  all  these  efforts  are  made  on  like  a  smaller  edition  of  the  Shingwauk 
behalfof  theboySjthegirls  are  not  neglected.  ,  Home.  It  is  intended  to  hold  thirty  chil- 
From  the  first  Mr.  Wilson  has  recognised  the  dren,  but  at  present  it  has  not  more  than  half 
great  importance  of  raising  up  Indian  women  that  number.  As  in  the  Boys'  Home,  all  the 
to  be  fit  companions  to  their  civilised  hus-  housework  is  done  by  the  scholars  under  a 
bands  and  brothers.  Into  the  first  Home  ■  working  matron ;  and  the  girls  are  further 
children  of  both  sexes  were  received,  but  j  trained  to  undertake  the  mending  and  making 
after  the  tire  it  was  thought  desirable  to  open  !  for  both  institutions.  The  laundry  and 
a  separate  building  for  the  girls.  Owing  to  j  dairy  also  afford  useful  training  for  the  girls  ; 
the  want  of  funds  this  was  only  accomplished  |  and  it  is  intended  that  they  shall  do  their 
three  years  ago  ;  the  "  Wawanosh  Home  for  part  in  the  cultivation  of  the  large  kitchen- 
Girls  "  (so  named  after  an  Indian  chief,  ,  garden ; — such  outdoor  occupation  being  well 
whose  grand-daughter  was  one  of  the  earliest  j  suited  to  the  health  and  h^biti^C  J^i^tan^rls- 
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It  is,  perhaps,  early  days  to  speak  of  the 
progress  made  by  the  girls,  but  it  may  at 
least  be  said  that  they  are  thriving  and  happy; 
that  they  have  been  very  quick  in  accus- 
toming themselves  to  unwonted  habits  of 
cleanliness  and  order;  and  that  with  regard 
to  book-learning  they  show  as  much  aptitude 
as  the  boys. 

The  half-yearly  examination  is  always  fol- 
lowed by  the  distribution  of  prizes — a  very 
grand  ceremony,  and  one  which  takes  place 
in  the  presence  of  a  large  number,  both  of 
Indian  and  English  guests.  After  the  boys 
and  giris  have  received  their  prises,  the  most 
advanced  among  the  apprentices  each  ex- 
hibits some  specimen  of  his  handicraft ;  the 
smith  bringing  a  hammer,  the  shoemaker  a 
pair  of  boots,  and  so  on.  This  little  exhi- 
bition is  not  without  its  use ;  no  part  of  the 
proceedings  more  delights  the  Indians,  and 
it  presents  them  witli  a  tangible  proof  of  the 
utility  of  the  lostitution  more  convincing  to 
their  minds  than  any  number  of  examination 
papers,  however  well  answered. 

Nor  is  the  school-work  neglected.  The 
answers  of  the  twelve-year-old  Menesenoons, 
or  "  Little  Warrior,"  who  has  now  exchanged 
his  somewhat  uncouth  name  for  the  more 
familiar-sounding  "  Benjamin,"  to  questions 
in  English  and  Bible  history,  are  highly 
creditable.  So  too  are  his  Scripture  proofs 
of  passages  from  the  Prayer-book,  showing 
as  they  do  an  intelligent  knowledge  of  the 
Bible.  Having  been  in  the  Home  since  he 
ivas  eight  years  old,  he  has  had  special  ad- 
vantages. He  is  now  learning  the  rudi- 
ments of  medicine,  and  is  able  to  make  up  a 
doctor's  prescription.  He  is  one  of  those 
to  whom  it  is  intended  eventually  to  give  a 
higher  education  than  is  possible  at  Shing- 
wauk.  Joseph  Esquimau,  formerly  named 
Puhgoonageezhig,  or  "Hole  in  the  Sky," 
who  entered  the  Home  knowing  hardly  any 
English,  was  reported  at  the  end  of  two 
years  to  be  using  the  Fourth  Standard  read- 
ing book,  and  to  be  learning  geography, 
grammar,  and  Latin ;  while  in  addition  to 
liis  other  accomplishments  he  was  a  capital 
baker,  and  could  play  a  little  on  the  organ. 
This  boy  has  since  risen  to  be  captain  of  the 
school,  but  equally  good  accounts  might  be 
given  of  several  of  the  others. 

Nor  is  it  the  least  hopeful  feature  in  the 
character  of  these  Indian  boys  that  they  are 
habitually  honest  and  truthful.  "  They  may 
sometimes,"  writes  Mr.  Wilson,  "  be  dogged 
and  refuse  to  say  anything,  but  if  kindly 
treated  they  will  open  their  hearts  and  seem 
to  find  relief  in  unburdening  their  minds, 


often  almost  unnecessarily  inculpating  them- 
selves by  their  detailed  confessions." 

Amusing  accounts  reach  us  of  the  at- 
tempts made  from  time  to  time  to  enlarge 
the  boys'  minds  and  make  them  intelligent 
citizens,  by  instructing  them  a  little  in  "the 
news  of  the  world  ! "  Under  this  somewhat 
comprehensive  heading  a  good  deal  of  mis- 
cellaneous information  is  imparted  as  to  the 
uses  of  telephones,  torpedoes.  Customs 
Offices,  &c. ;  and  the  boys  are  questioned  as 
to  who  is  the  Canadian  Premier,  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States,  the  Canadian 
Home  Secretary — this  last  being  an  official 
in  whom  the  Home  has  a  strong  personal 
interest.  Such  teaching  is,  of  course,  little 
more  than  play,  but  it  all  tends  to  make  the 
boys  understand  something  of  the  govern- 
ment under  which  they  live,  and  thus  they 
will  gradually  grow  up  to  take  an  intelligent 
part  in  those  political  questions  which  in- 
terest their  fellow-subjects,  and  many  of 
which  so  nearly  concern  themselves. 

But  the  Shingwauk  Home  is  before  all 
else  a  missionary  institution.  Several  of 
the  boys,  and  of  the  girls  as  well,  are  being 
trained  to  be  teachers.  One  young  man  is 
already  working  as  a  catechist  among  the 
Indians  at  Garden  River,  and  in  time  it 
is  hoped  that  others  may  be  sent  out  to 
labour  among  the  unsettled  tribes  of  the 
Far  West,  There  are  none  yet  ready  to  go 
forth  by  themselves,  but  whenever  Mr,  Wil- 
son goes  on  his  missionary  voyages  in  the 
little  boat,  so  appropriately  named  TAe 
Missionary,  he  is  always  accompanied  by  a 
band  of  the  elder  scholars,  who  act  the  part 
of  crew,  The  excitement  of  these  voyages, 
the  camping  out  at  nights,  is  exactly  con- 
genial to  the  Indian  habits  and  disposition, 
and  gives  the  boys  just  what  they  most 
delight  in,  while  at  the  same  time  it  affords 
them  some  insight  into  missionary  work. 

Mr,  Wilson  describes  one  such  journey  to 
a  spot  where  four  different  bands  of  Indians 
were  gathered  together  to  receive  their  annual 
pay  from  the  Queen,  Four  hundred  miles 
by  water  and  ninety  by  land  bring  them  to 
the  camping-ground  where  the  Indians,  de- 
corated in  fur  and  feathers  and  elaborately 
painted,  are  found  squatting  upon  the  ground, 
smoking  and  watching  the  wild  dances  of  the 
excited  medicine  men.  The  musicians  beat 
loudly  upon  their  rude  drums,  and  tlie  whole 
scene  is  noisy  and  excited.  In  the  evening 
Mr.  Wilson  goes  to  a  piece  of  high  ground 
in  order  to  address  the  people ;  but  Black- 
stone,  the  terrible  chief  Blackstone,  whose 
name  has  been  a  tenor,  who  has  taken  part 
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in  horrible  massacres  of  the  while  population, 
now  comes  forward,  bayonet  in  hand,  and 
forbids  the  preaching.  "  You  must  not  speak 
to-night;  to-morrow  I  will  let  you  speak." 
Pointing  to  the  sky,  the  missionary  answers, 
"The  Great  Spirit  has  told  us  to  speak  to- 
night, and  we  must  obey  the  Great  Spirit — 
we  cannot  obey  man  about  this."  Then,  as 
the  chief  still  strives  angrily  to  hold  him  back, 
he  moves  on  to  the  rock  which  he  has  chosen 
for  his  pulpit.  The  boys  stand  round  him, 
and  now  the  words  ring  out  through  the 
evening  air — 


There  is  something  very  stirring  in  the  well- 
known  words  of  the  chorus — 

suDg  as  they  are  now  by  the  little  handful 
of  Christians  in  the  midst  of  this  heathen 
country.  The  Indian  words  fall  upon  the 
ears  of  the  crowd  and  arouse  their  attention, 
and  then  Mr.  Wilson  goes  on  to  tell  them  of 
the  Saviour  of  the  world.  One  of  the  lads, 
too,  speaks  to  them,  and  tells  them  how  slow 
his  people  were  to  accept  Christianily,  and 
yet  how  now  nothing  would  persuade  them 
to  give  it  up,  "  And  then,"  says  Mr.  Wilson, 
"  we  kneel  on  the  bare  rock,  and  amid  the 
jeers  and  opposition  of  the  heathen  crowd, 
offer  our  prayer  to  God  that  He  will  be 
pleased  to  change  the  hearts  of  these  people 
and  aSord  an  entrance  for  the  light  of  the 
Gospel." 

Such  an  unfriendly  reception  as  this  is  not 
tlie  rule,  however,  among  the  Indians.  Here 
is  another  and  a  brighter  picture,  of  a  visit 
paid  some  weeks  later  to  a  tribe  on  the  shores 
of  Lake  Neepigon,  a  large  lake  to  the  north 
of  Lake  Superior.  At  once  the  chief  steps 
forward  to  welcome  Mr.  Wilson  as  the  English 
teacher  for  whom  he  and  his  people  have  so 
long  been  looking.  He  tells  how  thirty  years 
ago  the  head  of  their  tribe  went  to  attend  a 
gathering  of  Indians  at  Sault  5te.  Marie,  and 
how  deeply  he  had  been  then  impressed  by 
the  words  of  the  Commissioner,  Sir  John 
Robinson,  who  had  urged  upon  him  to 
change  his  roving  life  for  a  more  settled  one, 
and  to  watt  for  the  "  Black-coat,"  whom  he 
promised  to  send.  On  his  return  the  old 
man  called  together  his  people,  and  repeated 
to  them  the  advice  of  the  "  white  chief,"  which 
they  at  once  obeyed  as  far  as  in  them  lay. 
Years  passed  on,  and  the  old  man  died, 
charging  his  people  with  his  dying  breath  to 
wait  for  the  coming  of  the  English  teacher ; 
to  receive  him  well,  find  to  ask  him  to  open 


a  school  among  them.  "  We  still,"  adds  the 
speaker,  "  obey  the  precepts  of  our  father : 
we  do  not  as  the  other  Indiana  do.  Our 
father  enjoined  us  not  to  travel  about  all  the 
time  like  other  Indians,  but  to  settle  upon 
our  land  and  cultivate  it  like  the  white  people. 
We  have  already  cleared  some  land,  and 
every  year  we  plant  potatoes.  We  have  built 
also  three  log  houses  like  the  white  people. 
We  cannot  do  much  more  than  this  until  we 
have  some  one  to  teach  us."  And  the  chief 
ends  his  speech  wi(h  the  words,  "  Thus  to 
this  present  day  have  we  kept  to  the  precepts 
of  our  father,  and  we  now  welcome  you  as 
the  English  teacher  that  our  father  told  us  to 
look  for."  One  is  irresistibly  reminded  of 
the  faithful  Rechabites  of  old — "  Thus  have 
we  obeyed  the  voice  of  Jonadab,  our  fiither, 
and  have  done  according  to  all  that  Jonadab, 
our  father,  commanded  us." 

To  this  waiting  people  the  story  of  the 
Cross  is  now  told,  while  they  sit  round  listen- 
ing with  deep  attention  and  lively  sympathy. 
The  next  morning,  when  the  missionary  is 
obliged  to  take  his  leave,  one  of  the  men  leads 
forward  a  bright-looking  boy  of  thirteen  or 
fourteen,  a  grandson  of  the  old  chief,  and,  after 
a  mournful  farewell,  intrusts  him  to  Mr,  Wil- 
son to  be  educated  at  the  Shingwauk  Home. 
The  touching  after-history  of  little  Frederick, 
as  he  was  called,  after  his  godfather,  the  Bishop 
of  Algoma,  has  been  already  told  by  Mr. 
Wilson.*  He  was  a  lovable,  gentle  boy,  apt 
to  learn  and  full  of  promise ;  but  before  the 
year  closed  in  be  had  begun  to  show  signs  of 
consumption,  the  illness  of  which  his  mother 
had  died.  In  the  spring  he  rallied  somewhat, 
but  the  improvement  was  not  lasting,  and 
towards  the  middle  of  May  he  passed  gently 
away.  He  was  happy  and  content  in  the 
Home ;  saying,  even  during  his  last  illness,  as 
his  father  had  done,  that  it  had  been  his  grand- 
father's wish  that  he  should  do  what  the 
English  teacher  told  him.  During  the  last 
suffering  days  he  was  often  wandering,  but 
in  the  intervals  of  consciousness  be  would 
give  connected  answers  to  the  questions  that 
were  put  to  him,  and  frequently  attempted 
to  repeat  verses,  or  parts  of  verses,  such  as, 
"  Suffer  the  little  children,"  and  "  God  so 
loved  the  world,"  The  effort  to  repeat  the 
Lord's  Prayer  proved  too  much  for  the  failing 
memory,  and  at  the  words  "  as  it  is  in  heaven  " 
he  stopped,  and  said,  "Can't  say 'my  Father,' 
too  much  run  away  me."  A  little  later  Mr. 
Wilson  asked  him,  "  Who  was  it  that  died  on 
the  Cross  for  us,  Frederick?"  It  was  a  few 
moments  before  the  question  seemed  to  reacl\ 
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his  mind,  and  then  he  made  answer  in  clear 
tones,  "Jesus  Christ." 

The  mournful  task  of  writing  to  break  the 
news  to  the  poor  father  fell  to  Mr.  Wilson, 
The  letter  he  dictated  in  reply  is  touching  in 
its  forbearance,  no  less  than  in  Its  deep  dis- 
tress. "  My  heart  is  sore,"  he  writes.  "  I 
feel  very  sorry  for  what  has  happened.  I  do 
not  blame  anybody  about  the  death  of  my 
boy,  but  I  am  happy  for  the  care  you  have 
taken  of  him.  I  am  very  sick  at  heart."  Not 
unnaturally,  he  adds,  "  After  what  has  hap- 
pened I  do  not  think  any  of  the  Neepigon  In- 
dians will  let  their  children  go  to  the  Home." 
But  he  entreats  that  Mr.  Wilson  will  still  do 
as  he  said,  and  build  a  "  teaching  wigwam  " 
among  them ;  pledging  himself  and  his 
brother  to  provide  the  land.  He  signs 
himself  "  Your  friend  who  loves  you."  Such 
an  appeal  was  not  to  be  withstoisd,  and  Mr. 
Wilson  has  opened  a  separate  fund  with 
the  object  o(  establishing  a  branch  mission 
at  Neepigon. 

It  will  easily  be  understood  that,  even 
under  the  most  strictly  economical  manage- 
ment, the  expenses  of  an  institution  like  the 
Shingwauk  Home  must  necessarily  be  very 
great  It  receives  some  support  from  the 
Indian  department  of  the  Canadian  Govern- 
ment, and  a  grant  from  the  Colonial  and 
Continental  Church  Society ;  for  the  rest  it 
depends  wholly  upon  voluntajy  contributions, 
which  are  unfortunately  very  fluctuating. 

Mr,  Wilson  calculates  the  cost  of  each  boy 
^'  j€^5  per  annum;  _^io  for  board  and 
^5  for  clothing.  Of  the  fifty-two  boys  at 
present  on  the  books  of  the  Home  twenty-one 
are  supported  wholly  or  in  part  by  Canadian 
Sunday-schools;  eleven  more  by  individuals 
in  England  or  Canada,  and  the  remaining 
twenty  by  Government.  In  several  cases, 
however,  the  sum  subscribed  is  only  a  part 
of  the  requisite  amount,  and  the  schools  are 
very  apt  to  be  irregular  in  making  their  pay- 
ments. 

The  girls'  maintenance  is  calculated  at 
j£&,  exclusive  of  clothing.  This  last  is  a 
very  heavy  expense,  and  no  more  useful 
help  can  be  afforded  to  the  institution  than 
by  sending  supplies  of  good,  warm  clothing — 
specially  for  boys. 

In  addition  to  the  cost  of  the  individual 
children,  there  is  the  very  serious  expense  of 
keeping  up  the  two  Homes.  The  salaries  of 
the  schoolmaster  and  matron,  the  wages  of 
the  farm-man  and  gardener,  and  of  the  various 
workmen  connected  with  the  Home — these 
must  all  be  taken  into  account.  The  average 
expense  of  the^tw.o.Hoinefi  is  estimated  at, 


^i,8oo  a  year  (_;^i,zoo  for  the  Boys'  Home 
and  £600  for  the  Girls'),  while  funds  are  still 
required  for  further  building  operations.  Al- 
ready the  Home  needs  to  be  enlarged  to  meet 
the  many  applications  for  admission,  and 
Mr.  Wilson  is  very  anxious  to  build  a  school 
chapel.  At  present  the  boys  march  down  to 
church  at  the  Sault,  but  the  distance  is  too 
great  to  allow  of  their  going  twice  a  day. 

Since  its  first  establishment  up  to  the  pre- 
sent time  the  Shingwauk  Home  has  been 
wholly  free  from  deit,  but  the  report,  printed 
at  the  Home,  shows  liiat  the  finances  are  now 
in  a  very  critical  state.  Many  English  friends, 
whose  support  was  promised  for  five  years 
only,  have  now  withdrawn  their  subscrip- 
tions, and  any  loss  of  help  just  at  this  time 
is  specially  serious,  and,  indeed,  causes  a 
present  difficulty  in  malting  the  quarterly  pay- 
ments. 

Those  who  have  been  interested  in  the 
good  work  done  by  the  mission  will  learn 
with  deep  regret  that  the  anxieties  about 
funds,  added  to  the  already  heavy  responsi- 
bilities of  the  work,  have  proved  too  much 
for  Mr,  Wilson's  health,  and  have  resulted  in 
an  illness  which  it  was  feared  at  one  time 
might  prove  fatal.  Happily  he  is  now  re- 
covering, but  the  doctors  have  entirely  for- 
bidden all  work  during  the  present  winter, 
and  thus  the  boys  have  had  to  be  dispersed 
for  a  long  holiday.  The  Girls'  Home  for- 
tunately continues  its  good  work  under  the 
care  of  its  superintendent,  Miss  Cany ;  and 
it  is  hoped  that  by  the  spring  of  r88i  the 
boys  may  be  reassembled. 

It  may  be  that  this  enforced  cessation  Of 
the  work,  trying  though  it  is,  will  prove  a 
useful  test  of  the  practical  worth  of  the  train- 
ing given  in  the  Home,  and  the  boys  thus 
scattered  abroad  may  be  the  instmments  of 
good  to  many  whom  the  white  missionaries 
have  never  reached. 

In  conclusion  it  may  be  said  that  Canadian 
ministers  of  the  first  rank,  and  of  both  poli- 
tical parties,  have  concurred  in  bestowing 
warm  praise  upon  the  Home.  To  them  it 
has  seemed  that  Mr.  Wilson's  sclieme  is  & 
thoroughly  sensible  one,  well  carried  out,  and 
likely  to  succeed.  They  have  confidence  in 
his  judgment,  and  they  consider  that  all  help 
given  to  the  Shingwauk  Home  is  help  given 
to  a  worthy  and  hopeful  endeavour  to  raise 
the  condition  of  the  natives  of  North  America. 

Any  donations  in  aid  of  Mr.  Wilson's  work 
will  be  gladly  received,  either  by  his  sister, 
^Irs.  Martin,  6,  Dean's  Yard,  Westminster, 
London;  or  by  Miss  F.  E,  Amold-Forster, 
80,  Ecdeston  Square,  S.W. 
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COLOGNE  CATHEDR.\L  13  universally 
acknowledged  to  be  the  most  magni- 
ficent Gothic  edifice  in  the  world.  It  is  a 
majestic  poem,  carved  and  built  in  stone. 
Few  even  of  the  most  thoughtless  of  the 
thousands  of  travellers  who  every  year  pause 
for  a  few  hours  in  their  journey  to  the  Rhine 
country  lo  look  upon  that  wonderful  struc- 
ture, can  altogether  faii  to  be  impressed  by 
the  sublime  beauty  of  its  proportions,  or  to 
be  interested  in  the  manifold  associations 
and  suggestions  of  its  eventful  history.  How 
well  we  ourselves  reroember  our  first  sight  of 
this  cathedral.  It  was  one  of  the  first  of  the 
great  cathedrals  of  the  Continent  which  we 
had  seen,  and  this,  perhaps,  helped  to  give 
vividness  and  permanence  to  impressions 
which  will  certainly  never  wholly  pass  from 
the  mind.  We  had  our  first  view  of  the 
exterior,  as  so  many  tourists  have  had,  by 
moonlight,  when  we  walked  out  within  an 
hour  of  our  arrival  in  the  ancient  city.  And 
as  we  looked  upon  that  mountain  of  ma- 
sonry, with  its,  to  us,  innumerable  pinnacles 
and  spires  and  its  noble  towers,  our  thoughts 
were  carried  irresistibly  and  at  once  to  those 
grand  and  solemn  forest  scenes  with  which 
Gothic  architecture,  when  carried  out  upon  a 
fitting  scale,  must  always  be  associated  in 
the  mmd  of  the  spectator.  Charles  Kings- 
ley  well  said,  writing  some  years  ago,  that 
the  exterior  of  "  the  glorious  Minster  of 
Cologne,"  if  ever  it  were  completed,  would 
be  "  the  likeness  of  one  forest-clothed  group 
of  cliffs  surmounted  by  three  enormous 
pines."  That  comparison  most  aptly  indi- 
cates the  appearance  of  the  cathedral  now ; 
and  some  such  comparison  was  in  our  own 
mind  as  we  passed  those  silent,  moonlit 
streets  on  that  memorable  night,  the  resem- 
blance being  the  more  readily  suggested  be- 
cause of  the  pale,  ghostly  light,  the  deep 
shadows,  and  the  solitude  and  silence  of  the 
hour.  The  interior,  which  we  saw  next 
morning  at  about  hall-past  five  o'clock,  im- 
pressed us  not  less  profoundly.  The  ridi 
early  sunlight  of  a  perfect  August  day,  looking 
richer  still  as  it  poured  through  the  superbly 
painted  windows  of  the  lofty  chancel,  dif- 
tused  itself  over  the  vast  spaces  of  the  build- 
ing, and  showed  its  magnificent  ])roportions, 
its  pilLired  arches,  its  vista  of  "  long-drawn 
aisle  and  fretted  vault,"  to  the  greatest  ad- 
vantage. The  service  was  going  on,  and  the 
voices  of  officiating  priests  and  choir,  now 
dying  away  almost  to  a  murmur  and  again 


swelling  into  a  sound  which  rolled  along  the 
vaulted  roof,  awakening  distant  echoes  and 
making  the  building  mysteriously  vocal, 
seemed  not  out  of  harmony  with  those  sen- 
timents of  awe  and  worship  which  they  at 
once  suggested,  and  did  something  at  any 
rate  to  move  to  expression. 

As  an  architectural  achievement  Cologne 
Cathedral  doubtless  is  the  expression  of  a 
sublime  idea — it  is  a  creation  of  genius,  and 
of  a  genius  which  may  not  unfitly  be  com- 
pared, for  splendour  of  imagination  and  for 
a  kind  of  reverent  audacity  of  conception 
and  aspiration,  with  that  from  which  "  Para- 
dise Lost "  came  forth.  The  history  of  its 
erection  also  is  singular  and  significant,  and 
helps  to  render  the  formal  completion  of  the 
building,  in  October,  1880,  one  of  the  note- 
worthy and  memorable  events  even  of  that 
eventful  year.  The  first  stone  was  laid  in 
1248,  more  than  six  hundred  years  ago;  and 
the  unique  fact  in  the  history  of  the  cathe- 
dral is  that,  notwithstanding  the  lapse  of  ail 
these  centuries,  including  long  periods  of 
forgetfulness,  neglect,  and  intentional  delay, 
and  what  few  would  hesitate  to  call  desecra- 
tion, the  building  has  at  length  been  finished 
according  to  Ifie  original p/an.  In  the  case  of 
other  ecclesiastical  buildings,  the  erection  of 
which  has  been  the  work  of  centuries,  it  has, 
wt  believe,  always  happened  that  each  suc- 
cessive age  has  left  upon  them  the  stamp  of 
its  dominant  architectural  ideas ;  certainly 
this  is  a  noticeable  feature  in  some  of  our 
most  celebrated  English  cathedrals.  But  In 
the  case  of  Cologne  Cathedral,  the  thought 
of  that  one  man,  Gerhard  von  Riehl,  who 
was  laid  to  rest  more  than  halt  a  millennium 
ago,  has  been  carried  out  from  the  ground 
plan  to  the  loftiest  arch  and  the  last  pinnacle. 
And  so,  besides  all  other  suggestive  associa- 
tions, this  cathedral  will  always  stand  to  the 
thoughtful  observer  as  an  impressive  illustra- 
tion of  the  persistent  vitality  of  a  true,  har- 
monious, and  beauliftil  idea.  For  genera- 
tions, and  indeed  for  centuries,  the  work  ot 
building  was  suspended.  In  the  course  ol 
two  hundred  years  from  the  laying  of  the 
foundation,  only  a  fragment  of  the  proposed 
structure  had  been  erected,  and  then  was 
suffered  to  fall  into  decay,  so  that  the  very 
purpose  of  the  building,  as  we!l  as  the  plan 
of  it,  seemed  to  have  passed  out  of  sight. 
It  is  not  yet  quite  forty  years  since  the  task 
of  completion  was  seriously  taken  up  under 
the  auspices  of  Frctjcpdt,  W>y'PP»v<X:<5^ 
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Prussia.  Through  the  storms,  changes,  and 
revolutions — political,  social,  and  religious — 
through  which  Germany  has  been  called  to 
pass  since  then,  this  task  has  been  steadily 
pursued  to  its  accomplishment.  The  idea 
was  too  great  to  be  permanently  lost ;  it  was 
too  much  filled  with  vitality  to  die.     It  lived 
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until  It  compelled  Emperor  and  princes  to 
render  it  service,  and  until  it  may  be  said  not 
only  to  have  gathered  around  itself  the 
interest,  but  also  to  have  exacted  tribute 
from  the  wealth  and  enei^,  of  a  great 
natioiL 

The  day  of  completion  came  at  last,  and 
in  connection  with  a  simple  but  impressive 
ceremony,  the  Imperial  declaration  was  made 
that  the  building  was  finished.  But  this 
occasion  could  not  pass  without  bringing  into 
prominence  the  rehgious  and  ecclesiastical 
difGculties  which  still  rage  in  Germany.  The 
aged  German  Emperor,  who  was  attended 
by  a  brilliant  company  of  princes  and  great 
personages,  was  the  principal  figure  in  the 
ceremony  of  inauguration.  He  made  a  brief 
speech,  signed  a  document  declaring  the 


building  complete,  and  then  the  Te  Dmm 
was  chanted  by  a  "  lay  choir."  The  Arch- 
bishop of  Cologne,  however,  was  absent, 
being  in  banishment,  or,  at  least,  in  an  exile 
necessitated,  it  is  presumed,  by  his  own  con- 
science, on  account  of  his  resistance  of  those 
laws  by  which  Prince  Bismarck  has  sought 
to  uphold  the  claims  of  tiie  State  against  the 
claims  and  pretensions  of  the  Roman  Catho- 
lic Church.  The  priests  connected  with  the 
cathedral  held  a  service  of  their  own  at 
another  hour  of  the  day,  but  in  the  actual 
inaugural  ceremony  they  took  no  part ;  and 
as  the  official  presence  of  Protestant  clergy 
would  doubtless  have  been  an  intrusion,  the 
inauguration  of  the  cathedral  was  the  act  of 
the  civil  power  only.  In  the  absence  of  a 
Roman  Catholic  ceremonial,  many  probably 
felt  that  there  was  little  or  nothing  to  regret; 
for,  besides  the  fact  that  the  Emperor  is 
Protestant,  we  cannot  forget  that  the  public 
ceremonies  uf  the  Papal  Church  are  marred 
by  an  element  of  superstition,  idolatry,  and 
priestcraft  which  must  always  produce  a 
painful  impression  on  a  Protestant  mind. 
But  the  refiection  is  a  sad  o"e  that  Germany 
is  so  torn  by  ecclesiastical  and  religious  dif- 
ferences that,  even  upon  an  occasion  of  so 
much  national  interest,  the  attitude  of  anta- 
gonism between  the  State  and  the  Church 
cannot  be  for  a  moment  abandoned.  It  is 
not  needful  for  us  here  to  enter  upon  the 
discussion  of  the  principles  involved  in  the 
conflict  which  has  now  been  waged  for  many 
years  by  Prince  Bismarck,  with  his  iron  will 
and  iron  hand,  against  the  Ultramontane 
German  priesthood ;  but  we  may  remark 
that  the  result  of  the  conSict  appears  thus 
far  to  have  been,  as  might  have  been  ex- 
pected by  students  of  ecclesiastical  history, 
to  have  given  an  impetus  to  the  ardour  and 
devotion  of  those  Germans  who  are  attached 
to  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  while  it  has 
certainly  not  tended  to  the  advancement  of 
a  purer  faith.  Well. informed  observers  have 
expressed  the  conviction  that  this  policy  of 
severity  has  also  tended  to  weaken,  rather 
than  to  strengthen,  the  authority  and  influence 
of  the  civil  power.  However  this  tHay  be, 
there  is  a  more  lamentable  fact  in  Germany 
than  the  existence  of  religious  discord  and  of 
clerical  insubordination,  and  that  is,  thegeneral 
prevalence  of  such  utter  apathy  and  unbelief 
with  respect  to  Christianity,  that  by  large 
masses  of  the  population  any  form  of  public 
worship  whatever  is  regarded  as  an  obsolete 
superstition,  A  recent  writer  has  not  hesi- 
tated to  say,  and  we  fear  that  the  remark 
scarcely  requires  qualification,  that  "  tlie  land 
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which  was  the  cradle  of  the  Reformation  has 
become  the  grave  of  the  Reformed  Faith," 
We  can  o«ly  express  the  hope  that  if  there 
has  been  death,  there  may  speedily  be  resur- 
rection from  the  dead. 

Such  reflections  and  facts  as  these  naturally 
suggest  the  remark,  How  liitle  can  we  regard 
the    erection    or    completion    of    the   most 
splendid   and  stately  ecclesiastical  building 
as  being  in  any  sense  necessarily  a  sign  of 
religious   life,  or  a  means  of  promoting  it. 
We  are  not,  indeed,  disposed  to  disparage 
Art  as  a  handmaid  of  Religion.     We  know 
that  there  may  be  a  keen  appreciation  of  the 
impressiveness    and   beauty  of  architecture, 
music,  painting,  and  sculpture  as  applied  to 
religious    subjects,    without    any    adequate 
sense  of  the  importance  and  significance  of 
religious  truth  and  religious  life.     But  while 
we  distinguish  between  the  scsthetic  and  the 
religious    faculties,   and    acknowledge    that 
they  do  not  Becessarily  co-operate,  and  that, 
in  either  case,  the  one  may  be  cultivated 
while  the  other  is  neglected,  we  decline  to 
fall  into  the  fallacy  that  in  religious  exercises 
we  can,  at  all  limes,  without  loss,  disdain  to 
seek    aid    from    those     appeals 
which  Art  makes  to  the  senses. 
It  is  true  that  a  man  may  unite , 
in  the   foim  of  worship  in   the 
most  magnificent    building,  and 
may  be  thrilled  by  the  suggestive 
and   impressive   beauty    of   the 
surroundings,  and  stirred  by  the 
exquisite   strains   of  fine  music, 
and  yet  his  spirit  may  be  buried 
in  insensibility,  and  refuse  to  rise 
to    communion   with  God ;   but 
it  would  be  false  to  aigue  that, 
therefore,  music  and  architecture 
could  afford  no  aid  to  the  soul. 
Such  a  man    might  ascend   the 
most  lofty  mountain,  or  enter  the 
mysterious  depths  of  a  primeval 
forest,  or  wander  by  the  ever- 
sounding  sea,  or  look  upon  the 
loveliest  landscape,  or  listen  to 
all  nature's  sweetest  melodies — 
and  yet  find  no  religious  help  in 
any    of    these ;    while,    on    (he 
other  hand,  a  devout  soul,  like 
that   of    the    Hebrew  [Psalmist, 
would  be  touched  with  gratitude, 
adoration,  and  love,  and  would  cry  out  to 
mountains,    and    forests,    and    all     created 
things  to  join  in  his  hymn   of  praise.     And 
so  also  a  devout  spirit  will  find  fresh  im- 


petus given  to  his  thoughts  and  aspirations 
towards  God,  by  the  impressions  of  sub- 
limity and  beauty  which  he  receives  through 
the  God-given  skill  of  architect,  musician,  or 
the  master  of  any  other  art. 

It  cannot,  however,  but  cast  a  shadow 
upon  our  hearts  when  we  reflect  that  (he 
ceremonial  and  teaching  to  which  that  superb 
building  at  Cologne  is  set  apart,  are  fraught, 
as  we  believe,  with  mischievous  influences, 
calculated  to  degrade  the  real  dignity  of 
man,  and  to  derogate  from  the  true  majesty 
of  God.  It  would  be  uncharitable,  indeed, 
not  to  recognise  that  rays  of  light  from 
heaven  may  yet  reach,  and  often  have  reached, 
sincere  and  humble  souls  through  all  the 
mists  and  darkness  of  Popeiy ;  but  the  fact 
as  to  the  prevailing  character  and  tendencies 
of  Popery  as  a  religious  system  cannot  on 
that  account  be  forgotten  or  ignored. 

When  we  look  upon  Cologne  Cathedral, 
which  has  been  the  silent  witness  of  so 
many  changes,  we  cannot  repress  the  hope 
that  the  day  may  even  yet  come  when, 
through  the  prevailing  influence  of  truth 
over  error,  it  will  be  the  scene  of  a  purer 
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faith  and  worship,  and  when  its  stately  walls 
will  be  hallowed  by  the  presence  of  a  great 
multitude  who  shall  worship  God  in  spirit 
and  in  truth.  e,  l.  w. 
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AT  the  south-eastern  angle  of  the  Roman 
Forum  is  the  remarkable  old  church 
of  SS.  Cosmo  e  Damiano.  It  is  composed 
of  portions  of  three  pagan  temples,  and  was 
the  first  example  in  Rome  of  the  conversion 
of  a  shrine  of  the  ancient  superstition  into  a 
building  for  Christian  worship.  Besides  its 
well-known  mosaics  on  the  arch  of  the  tri- 
bune, which  go  as  far  back  as  the  sixth 
century,  it  has  numerous  interesting  relics 
of  antiquity.  Two  of  these  may  be  seen 
inserted  in  the  plain  whitewashed  wall  on 
both  sides  of  the  circular  arch  through  which 
^ou  pass  from  the  round  vestibule  into  the 
interior  of  the  church.  They  are  smooth 
dark-coloured  stones,  about  twice  the  size  of 
a  man's  head,  and  in  shape  not  unlike 
curling  stones,  or  an  orange  from  which  a 
portion  has  been  sliced  off  horizontally  at 
the  top  and  bottom,  with  a  ring  inserted  in 
the  upper  surface.  Such  stones  are  not  un- 
common in  the  older  churches  of  Rome, 
although  they  are  very  seldom  noticed,  as 
their  significance  is  only  known  to  a  few 
experts.  One  is  placed  in  the  centre  of  the 
middle  nave  of  Santa  Sabina,  on  the  Aven- 
tine,  on  the  top  of  a  short  spirally  fluted 
column  of  white  marble,  which  marks  the 
spot  where  St,  Dominic,  the  founder  of  the 
order  of  the  Dominicans,  used  to  kneel  down 
and  pray.  It  has  received  the  name  of 
Pietra  di  Paragone,  or  the  Touchstone. 
Another  may  be  seen  at  the  entrance  of  the 
church  of  Santa  Pudeniiana,  on  the  Esquiline, 
supposed  to  have  been  built  on  the  site  of 
the  house  of  the  Roman  senator  Pudens,  to 
whom  St.  Paul  refers  in  the  second  Epistle 
to  Timothy,  and  whose  daughter,  Pudentiana, 
St.  Peter  is  said  to  have  converted  to  Chris- 
tianity. A  third  exists  among  the  extensive 
and  extraordinary  coUection  of  relics  belong- 
ing to  the  ten  thousand  three  hundred  mar- 
tyrs whose  remains,  according  to  tradition, 
were  deposited  in  the  church  of  S.  Prassede, 
at  the  beginning  of  the  ninth  century,  by 
Paschal  I,  Two  stones  may  be  observed 
upon  the  gable  wall  immediately  above  the 
basins  of  holy  water  in  the  interior  of  the 
church  of  S.  Nicolo  in  Carcere,  near  the 
Ghetto.  Two  others  are  inserted  in  the  walll 
of  the  Baptistery  of  St.  John  Lateran,  be- 
tween the  vestibule  and  the  octagonal  area 
containing  the  so-called  gigantic  font  in 
which  Constantine  was  baptized.  A  very 
interesting  stone  hangs  suspended  from  the 


gilded  iron  grating  which  protects  the  crypt 
or  confessional  of  St.  LaviTence,  immediately 
underneath  the  high  altar  of  the  great 
Basilica  of  San  Lorenzo  beyond  the  Gate. 
A  stone  still  more  remarkable,  guarded  by  a 
strong  iron  grating,  projects  half  its  bulk 
from  the  wall  on  the  right-haod  side  of  the 
arch  which  divides  the  transept  from  the 
middle  nave  in  the  venerable  church  of 
Santa  Maria  in  Trastevere.  In  the  church 
of  Santa  Maria  in  Cosmedin,  better  known 
as  the  Bocca  della  Veriti,  there  is  a  curious 
crypt  called  the  chapel  of  St.  Cyril — who 
undertook  a  mission  about  the  year  860  to 
convert  the  Slaves  in  Bulgaria  to  Chris- 
tianity, and  suffered  martyrdom  in  the 
attempt.  This  crypt  once  Jed,  by  a  door 
which  is  now  blocked  up,  to  the  catacombs, 
and  looks,  with  the  rows  of  small  sepulchral 
niches  in  the  walls — now  empty — either  like 
a  pagan  coiumiarium  or  a  Christian  aro)- 
sohum.  The  bones  of  several  martyrs  said 
to  have  been  laid  here  are  exhibited  to  the 
public  on  certain  days  of  the  year.  Beside 
an  ancient  altar  of  primitive  construction  on 
one  side  is  preserved  a  large  slab  of  granite 
on  wliich  St,  Cyril  is  said  to  have  knelt  when 
he  was  put  to  death ;  and  engrafted  on  the 
wall  opposite  are  two  of  tlie  stones  in 
question,  which  cannot  fail  to  be  seen  when 
attention  is  directed  to  them.  But  it  is  im- 
possible, within  the  narrow  limits  of  a  paper 
like  this,  to  describe  all  the  examples  of  the 
occurrence  of  similar  stones  in  the  Roman 
churches,  I  have  noticed  them  myself  in  no 
less  than  twenty  places  besides  those  I  have 
mentioned,  in  St,  Clement's  and  St.  Paul's 
without  the  Gate,  and  I  am  assured  that  they 
may  be  seen  in  a  great  many  more  churches. 
They  are  nearly  always  pUced  in  the  same 
circumstances,  and  surrounded  with  the  same 
associations. 

My  curiosity  was  greatly  excited  about 
these  curious  articles,  but  I  found  it  very 
difficult  to  obtain  any  accurate  or  satisfactory 
information  regarding  them.  They  go  hy 
the  name  of  Lapides  Martyrum,  or  Martyr- 
stones.  During  the  persecutions  of  the 
early  Christians  in  Rome  they  are  said  to 
have  been  hung  round  the  necks  of  those 
who  were  condemned  to  be  drowned  in  the 
Tiber.  In  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Dio- 
cletian many  martyrs  perished*  in  this  way, 
and  the  stones  by  which  they  were  sunk 
beneath  the  fatal  waters,  according  to  the 
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popular  idea,  were  afterwards  found,  and 
carefully  preserved  as  holy  relics  in  the 
churches  in  which  they  are  now  to  be  seen. 
Beyond  doubt  they  are  genuine  remains  of 
antiquity,  and  some  of  them  at  least  may 
have  been  used  for  the  purpose  allied ; 
although  we  cannot  be  sure,  in  any  case,  that 
the  story  connected  with  particular  stones  is 
authentic.  St.  Sabine  desired  that  the  stone 
which  was  to  be  tied  to  hira  when  thrown 
iu  the  river  should  be  buried  with  his  body, 
and  this  was  done  in  all  likelihood  in  the 
case  of  other  martyrs.  The  stones  in  the 
church  of  SS,  Cosmo  e  Damiano  are  sup- 
posed to  have  been  the  very  ones  that  were 
fastened  to  the  necks  of  these  devoted 
Christians  when  they  were  thrown  into  the 
Tiber,  in  the  reign  of  Maximian.  But  as 
the  place  and  manner  of  their  martyrdom  is 
involved  in  hopeless  obscurity,  the  various 
accounts  given  of  both  being  contradictory, 
such  an  ecclesiastical  legend  may  be  said  to 
have  no  weiglU.  Cosmo  and  Damian  were 
Arabian  doctors  who  were  converted  to 
Christianity,  and  belonged  to  Che  class  called 
"  silverless  maityia,"  that  is,  physicians  who 
took  no  fee  from  those  whom  they  cured, 
but  only  stipulated  that  they  should  believe 
in  Christ  the  Great  Physician.  They  occu- 
pied in  the  Christian  hagiology  the  same 
place  which  the  ancient  myth  of  Esculapius 
occupied  in  the  pagan  mytholc^.  Around 
the  stone  in  the  church  of  Santa  Sabina  a 
curious  legend  has  gathered.  The  sacristan, 
a  Dominican  friar  of  the  neighbouring  con- 
vent, is  in  the  habit  of  telling  the  visitors 
that  the  devil  one  day,  while  St.  Dominic 
was  kneeling  on  the  pavement  as  usual, 
hurled  the  huge  stone  in  question,  with  his 
utmost  force,  against  the  head  of  the  saint ; 
but,  strange  to  say,  it  either  missed  him 
altc^ether  or  (billed  to  do  him  any  injury,  the 
saint  going  ciimly  on  with  his  devotions  as 
if  nothing  had  hapi>ened.  On  the  stone  in 
tlie  church  of  SanLa  Maria  in  Trastevere 
there  is  an  inscription  in  Latin,  informing  us 
that  it  was  fastened  round  the  neck  of 
St.  Callixtus,  the  Bishop  of  Rome,  who,  after 
liavingbeen  scourged  during  an  outbreak  of 
pagan  hostility,  was  thrown  out  of  a  window 
in  his  house  in  the  Trastevere,  and  flung 
into  a  well.  He  founded  this  church  about 
the  year  222,  a  year  before  his  death,  the 
original  building  being  the  first  place  of 
public  worship  established  in  Rome  by  the 
Christians,  and  gave  iiis  name  to  the  well- 
known  catacombs  on  the  Appian  Way,  the 
lirst  common  cemetery  given  for  the  use  of 
the  whole  Christian  community.  The  stone 
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in  the  Basilica  of  San  Lorenzo  is  connected 
with  the  sufferings  and  death  either  of 
St.  Justinian  or  of  St.  Stephen,  the  proto- 
martyr,  who  was  stoned  to  death  in  Pales- 
tine, and  whose  remains,  miraculously  re- 
covered, are  supposed  to  rest  in  the  crypt 
below,  alon^  with  those  of  St.  Lawrence. 
All  these  relics  are  devoutly  worshipped,  and 
they  are  believed  to  cure  diseases,  and  to 
protect  against  evil  those  who  touch  them. 
In  this  respect  they  may  be  classed  with  the 
black  meteoric  stone  which  fell  from  the  sky 
at  Phrygia,  and  was  brought  during  the 
second  Punic  war  to  Rome,  where,  as  the 
image  of  Cybele,  it  was  washed  every  spring 
in  the  waters  of  the  Almo  by  the  priests  of 
the  goddess ;  and  with  the  famous  black 
stone,  also  no  doubt  a  meteorite,  called  by 
the  Mahometans  Hajra  el  Assoued,  or 
Heavenly  Stone,  forming  part  of  the  sharp 
angle  of  the  Kaaba,  or  holy  place  of  the 
Temple  of  Mecca,  whose  surface  has  been 
worn  to  a  considerable  depth  by  the  kisses 
and  touches  of  the  faithful. 

Examining  the  martyr-stones  more  closely, 
we  find  abundant  evidence  to  confirm  the 
account  which  is  usually  given  of  their  origin, 
viz.  that  they  were  hrst  used  as  Roman 
measures  of  weight.  Several  of  them  have 
inscribed  upon  their  upper  surface  the  names 
of  the  quiestois  or  prefects  who  issued 
them,  us  well  as  the  number  of  pounds  and 
ounces  which  they  represented,  the  pounds 
being  distinguished  by  figures  and  the 
ounces  expressed  by  dots  or  small  circles. 
Numbers  of  such  ancient  Roman  weights  of 
stone,  similarly  inscribed,  may  be  seen  in 
the  Kircherian  Museum,  in  the  CoUegio 
Romano.  One  specimen  bears  an  inscrip- 
tion which  signifieG  that,  by  tlie  authority  of 
Augustus,  the  weight  was  preserved  in  the 
temple  of  the  goddess  Ops,  the  wife  of 
Saturn,  and  one  of  the  most  ancient  deities 
of  Italy,  where  the  public  money  was  de- 
posited. Montfaucon,  in  the  third  volume 
of  his  learned  and  elaborate  work  on  Anti- 
quity, has  a  plate  illustrating  a  number  of 
diaracteristic  specimens  of  these  weights 
from  the  cabinet  of  St.  Germain's.  This 
previous  use  would  lead  us  to  suspect  that 
all  the  stones  in  the  Roman  churches  did 
not  figure  in  scenes  of  martyrdom.  Some  of 
them,  indeed,  were  found  in  the  lotuli  or 
graves  of  the  catacombs;  but  this  circum- 
stance of  itself  does  not  prove  that  the  body 
interred  therein  had  been  that  of  a  martyr, 
and  that  the  stone  had  been  employed  in  his 
execution.  For,  although  in  some  instances 
it  has  been  a.scerlained  beyond  dispute  that 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


the  instruments  of  suffering  were  buried  with 
martyrs,  yet  we  know,  on  the  other  hand, 
that  the  early  Christians  were  in  the  habit  of 
depositing  in  the  graves  of  their  friends  the 
articles  that  were  most  valued  by  them 
during  life.  And  hence,  in  the  catacombs,  a 
singular  variety  of  objects  have  been  found, 
such  as  personal  ornaments,  playthings, 
lamps,  dice,  mirrors,  and  stone  weights, 
showing  how  persistent  was  the  old  pagan 
belief  that  the  life  after  death  was  but  a 
continuation  of  the  present  life,  with  all 
its  employments  and  amusements.  Stone 
weights,  therefore,  may  have  been  put  into 
the  graves  of  Christians,  not  as  instruments 
of  suffering  but  as  objects  typical  of  the 
occupation  of  th»  departed  in  this  life,  in 
accordance  with  the  habit  of  their  Etruscan 
forefathers,  which  the  Roman  Christians  had 
adopted.  Some,  however,  of  the  stones,  as 
I  have  said,  may  have  been  used  according 
to  the  popular  legend  for  the  drowning  of 
martyrs ;  and  in  such  cases  we  are  led  to  ask 
why  were  they  so  used  ?  Was  it  because  of 
the  scarcity  of  loose  stones  in  Rome  and  its 
neighbourhood,  whose  geological  formation 
is  entirely  volcanic;  or  was  it  because  the 
old  stone  weights  had  been  completely 
superseded  by  new  ones,  made  of  brass  or 
iron,  and  were  now  consequently  of  no 
value ;  or  was  it  owing  to  the  fact  that  these 
weights  were  conveniently  at  hand  in  places 
of  public  resort,  and  lent  themselves  readily, 
by  the  rings  inserted  in  many  of  them,  to  the 
persecutor's  wicked  purpose  ? 

The  material  of  which  they  are  composed 
is  in  nearly  all  cases  the  same.  It  is  a  stone 
of  extreme  hardness  and  of  various  shades 
of  colour,  from  a  light  green  to  a  dark  olive, 
with  a  degree  of  transparency  equal  to  that 
of  wax  and  susceptible  of  a  fine  polish.  By 
some  writers  it  is  called  a  black  stone;  but 
this  colour  may  have  been  given  to  it  by 
frequent  handling  when  in  use,  and  by  the 
grime  of  age  since,  just  as  the  original  hue 
of  the  holy  stone  of  Mecca  has  been  changed 
by  coming  into  contact  with  the  impurities 
of  the  human  race.  It  was  called  by  the 
Romans,  from  the  use  made  of  it  in  fabri- 
cating measures  of  weight,  k 
and  from  its  supposed  efficacy  in  the 
diseases  of  the  kidneys  lapis  ntphriticus. 
Fabreti  says  that  it  got  the  name  of  lapis 
Lydim  from  the  locality  from  ivhich  it  was 
believed  to  have  come.  It  is  a  kind  of 
nephrite  or  jade,  a  mineral  which  usually 
occurs  in  talcose  or  magnesian  rocks.  At 
one  time  il  was  supposed  to  exist  only  on 
the  river  Kara-Kash,  in  the  Kuen  Luen  moun- 


tains belonging  to  the  Chinese  Empire,  and 
for  thousands  of  years  the  mines  of  that 
locality  were  the  only  known  worked  ones  of 
pure  jade.  It  has,  however,  been  found  in 
New  Zealand  and  in  India ;  while  the  dis- 
coverers of  Soutli  America  obtained  speci- 
mens of  it  in  its  natural  state  from  the  natives 
of  Peru,  who  used  it  for  making  axes  and 
arrow-lieads,  and  gave  it  the  name  of  piedra 
de  yjada,  from  which  comes  our  common 
word/iwlr,  on  account  of  its  use  as  a  supposed 
cure  for  the  iliac  passion.  It  may  be  men- 
tioned that  there  is  a  mineral  closely  allied 
to  jade  called  "Saussurite,"  discovered  by 
the  great  geologist  whose  name  it  bears  near 
Monte  Rosa,  and  since  found  on  the  borders 
of  the  Lake  of  Geneva,  near  Genoa,  and 
in  Corsica.  It  is  possible  that  the  martyr- 
stones  may  be  made  of  this  mineral,  for  they 
have  not  been  analyzed.  But  if  they  are,  as 
it  is  supposed,  made  of  true  jade,  the  fact 
opens  up  many  important  questions.  No 
stone  has  a  more  remarkable  history.  It  is 
an  object  of  interest  alike  to  the  geologist 
and  the  antiquarian ;  and  in  spite  of  the 
most  patient  inquiry  ils  antecedents  are  sur- 
rounded with  a  mystery  which  cannot  be 
satisfactorily  solved.  Its  antiquity  is  beyond 
doubt.  In  the  most  ancient  books  of  China 
it  is  noticed  as  one  of  the  articles  of  tribute 
paid  to  the  emperor.  Dr.  Schliemann  found 
it  among  the  ruins  of  Troy ;  and  the  ancient 
Romans,  as  we  have  seen,  were  familiar  with 
the  use  of  it.  But  its  history  stretches  into 
the  misty  past  far  anterior  in  time  to  alt 
ordinary  records,  to  Cyclopean  constructions, 
or  to  pictured  and  sculptured  stones.  One 
of  the  most  curious  things  brought  to  tight  in 
connection  with  the  pre-hisloric  annals  of  our 
race  is  the  wide  diffusion  of  this  mineral 
over  regions  as  far  apart  as  China  and 
Britain,  India  and  Rome.  Owing  to  its  ex- 
treme hardness  and  susceptibility  to  polish 
it  was  highly  prized  by  the  neolithic  races 
for  the  manufacture  of  stone  axes  and  ham- 
mers. In  nearly  every  European  country 
implements  of  jade  belonging  to  the  primitive 
inhabitants  have  been  discovered.  Some  of 
the  most  beautiful  belonged  to  one  of  the 
latest  settlements  of  the  stone  age  at  Gerla- 
fingen,  in  the  Lake  of  Bienne,  and  were 
mixed  with  bronze  celts  of  primitive  type, 
indicating  that  the  people  of  these  lake- 
dMellings  hved  during  the  transition  period 
between  stone  and  bronze. 

The  presence  of  such  celts  made  of  jade 
obviously  points  to  a  connection  at  a  very 
early  period  with  the  East,  from  whence  the 
stone  must  have  been  brought,  for  it  has  never 
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been  found  in  a  natural  state  west  of  the 
Caspian.  An  interesting  controversy  upon 
this  subject  has  recently  been  carried  on 
in  the  Times  newspaper,  suggested  by  the 
finding  in  the  bed  of  the  Rlione  of  a  jade 
strigil,  an  instrument  curved  and  hollowed  like 
a  spoon,  used  to  scrape  the  skin  while  bathing. 
Various  conjectures  were  formed  as  to  how 
this  isolated  object  could  have  found  its  way 
from  its  distant  quairy  in  the  East  to  this 
obscure  spot  among  the  Alps.  Professor 
Max  Miiller,  and  those  who  along  with  him 
advocate  the  Oriental  origin  of  the  first  settlers 
in  Europe,  are  of  opinion  that  this  strigil,  and 
the  various  jade  implements  found  in  the 
Swiss  lake-dwellings,  are  relics  of  this  Western 
nnigrarion  from  the  primitive  cradle  of  the 
Aryan  race  on  the  plateaux  of  Central  Asia. 
The  implements  could  only  have  come  from 
the  East,  for  the  other  sources  of  jade  supply 
in  New  Zealand  and  America — since  dis- 
covered— were  altogether  unknown  in  those 
primitive  times.  And  this  conclusion  is  sup- 
ported by  an  imposmg  array  of  concurrent 
philological  evidence,  based  upon  the  resem- 
blances between  the  .^an  langnages  of 
Europe,  so  strangely  akin  to  each  other,  and 
the  ancient  dialects  oflndia  and  Persia.  But 
plausible  as  this  argument  looks,  the  more 
probable  explanation  is  that  the  inhabitants 
of  Europe  obtained  the  material  which  they 
laboriously  fashioned  into  tools  from  the  East 
according  to  a  system  of  barter  similar  to 
that  which  stilt  exists  amongst  tribes  more 
rude  and  savage  than  the  Swiss  lake-dwellers. 
Numerous  facts  of  a  like  tendency  are  on 
record,  such  as  the  finding  in  the  tumuli  of 
the  Mississippi  valley  side  by  side  obsidian 
from  Mexico  and  mica  from  the  Alleghanies, 
and  in  the  mounds  around  the  great  northern 
lakes  large  tropical  shells  two  thousand  miles 
from  their  native  habitat.  The  ancient  in- 
habitants of  China  and  India  found  at  a  very 
early  period  that  they  possessed  in  their  jade 
rocks  a  ver>-  valuable  material,  in  exchange 
for  which  they  could  get  what  they  wanted 
from  the  Western  races ;  while  these  Western 
races  had  at  least  one  article  which  they  could 
barter  for  the  much-prized  jade  implements, 
viz.  linen  cloth,  the  weaving  of  which  was 
practised  in  the  oldest  settlements,  hanks  of 
unspun  flax  and  thread,  nets  and  cloth  of  the 
same  material,  having  been  found  not  un- 
frequently  in  the  lake- dwellings.  What  an 
interesting  glimpse  into  the  far-off  past  does 
this  link  of  connection  between  the  East  and 
the  West  give  us  !  It  indicates  a  degree  of 
civilisation  which  we  are  not  accustomed  to 
associate  with  those  primeval  times,    Archie- 


ologists  are  of  opinion  that  the  race  who  in- 
habited central  Europe  during  the  earlier  part 
of  the  stone  age,  were  akin  to  the  modern 
Laplanders.  The  people  of  the  lake-dwellings 
however,  and  especially  those  who  used  jade 
implements,  who  replaced  them,  ivere  a 
superior  and  more  civilised  race.  The  evi- 
dence of  the  articles  which  they  used,  with 
the  exception  of  jade  itself,  points  not  to  an 
Asiatic  origin,  but  rather  to  a  connection 
with  the  shores  on  both  sides  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean, When  they  migrated  northwards 
they  brought  with  them  the  flax  and  the 
cereals  of  Egypt,  and  introduced  with  them 
the  southern  weeds  which  grew  among  these 
cultivated  plants.  The  seeds  of  the  catch- 
fly  of  Crete,  which  does  not  grow  in  Switzer- 
land or  Germany,  have  been  found  among  the 
relics  of  the  earUest  of  the  lake-dwellings  ; 
while  the  familiar  corn  blue-bottle  of  our 
autumn  fields  was  first  brought  from  its  native 
Sicily  by  this  lacustrine  people,  in  whose 
cu!tivat«i  fields  it  grew  as  a  weed,  and  by 
them  spread  over  all  western  and  northern 
Europe.  Such  are  the  interesting  associa- 
tions and  profound  problems  demanding  the 
ingenuity  of  the  greatest  intellect  to  solve, 
which  are  connected  with  this  material.  And 
it  is  unique  in  this  respect,  that  it  meets  us  as 
far  back  as  the  fitst  traces  of  neolithic  man 
in  Cenfral  Europe — na)',  farther  back  still,  in 
the  palxolithic  flints  found  in  the  caves 
near  Mentone ;  and  that  it  is  still  used  in 
the  countries  where  it  is  found  for  a  great 
variety  oi  useful  and  ornamental  purposes, 
idols  being  carved  out  of  it,  and  altars 
adorned  witli  its  semi'fransparent  olive-green 
slabs.  The  inhabitants  of  the  South-Sea 
Islands  until  recently  used  it  for  their  stone 
implements  in  the  same  way  tliat  the  ancient 
lake-dwelieis  did ;  and  the  Mogul  emperors 
of  Delhi  set  such  a  high  value  upon  it  on 
account  of  its  superstitious  virtues  that  they 
had  it  cut,  jewelled,  and  enamelled  into  the 
most  exquisite  forms,  by  the  hands  of  Vene- 
tian and  Genoese  artists. 

In  Rome  the  martyr-weights,  as  relics  of 
the  stone  age,  afford  a  curious  example  of  a 
wtYf  primitive  epoch  projecting  far  into  a 
highly  civilised  one.  Descended  probably 
from  a  remote  antiquity,  when  lacustrine 
dwellings  were  numerous  among  the  lakes  of 
the  Campagna,  of  which  the  early  'historic 
lake  in  the  Forum  was  the  last  survival,  the 
weights  of  jade  continued  in  use  long  after 
bronze  and  iron  implements  were  constructed, 
on  account  of  the  sacred  associations  con- 
nected with  them.  In  proof  of  this  I  may 
further  mention  thai  in  a  secret  chamber  oJ 
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the  Great  Pyramid,  recently  opened  up,  there 
were  found  a  round  ball  of  granite  and  a 
squared  piece  of  cedar-wood — specimens  of 
the  weights  and  measures  of  the  ancient 
Egyptians.  Weights  and  measures  were 
regarded  by  the  Romahs  as  invested  with 
a  peculiar  religious  significance;  the  stone 
of  which  the  weights  were  composed  was 
called  from  that  circumstance,  or  because  of 
the  occult  qualities  attributed  to  it,  lapis 
divinus;  and  therefore  there  was  a  deep- 
seated  prejudice,  which  reached  down  to  the 
days  of  the  highest  splendour  of  the  empire, 
against  the  introduction  of  a  new  substance. 
This  was  the  case  with  all  articles  used  in 
religious  ceremonies.  As  l?.te  as  the  period 
of  SL  Paul's  residence  in  Rome,  and  at  the 
time  of  the  first  persecution  of  the  Christians, 
ancient  pagan  rites  were  celebrated  in  the 
Forum,  in  which  the  use  of  metal  was  for- 
bidden ;  and  only  stone  hatchets  could  be 
employed  in  slaughtering  animals,  and  only 
earthen  vessels  used  in  carrying  the  significant 
parts  of  the  sacrifices  into  the  temples. 
Treaties  were  also  ratified  by  striking  the 
victim  offered  on  the  occasion  with  a  dint 
hatchet.  The  ancient  Egyptians,  although 
using  iron  and  bronze  for  other  objects,  in- 
variably used  stone  knives  in  preparing  bodies 
for  the  process  of  embalming  ;  it  is  also  said 
that  the  hieroglyphics  on  their  obelisks  and 
sacred  monuments  were  carved  by  means  of 
pointed  splints  of  flint  or  jade.  The  sacrifices 
which  the  Mexicans  offered  to  their  idols  at  the 
time  of  the  Spanish  conquest  were  cut  up  by 
means  of  knives  of  obsidian,  which  they  ob- 
tained from  the  lavas  of  their  volcanoes.  In 
the  Bible  we  have  several  traces  of  the  same 
universal  custom.  The  Jews  seem  to  have 
performed  the  rite  of  circumcision  with  fiiut 
implements,  for  we  read  in  Exodus  that 
Zipporah,  die  wife  of  Moses,  took  a  sharp 
stone  for  that  purpose,  and  the  phrase  trans- 
lated   sharp    knives    in    Joshua  v,    2 — "At 


that  time  the  Lord  said  unto  Joshua,  Make 
thee  sharp  knives,  and  circumcise  again  the 
children  of  Israel  the  second  time" — should 
be  translated,  as  in  the  marginal  reference, 
knives  of  fiint.  To  the  same  ancient  wide- 
spread habit  may  doubtless  be  referred  the 
prohibition  mentioned  in  Exodus  and  Deu- 
teronomy against  making  an  altar  in  any 
special  place  where  God  recorded  His  name, 
of  hewn  stone,  or  polluting  it  by  lifting  up 
any  iron  tool  upon  it.  We  have  here  an 
accommodation  on  the  part  of  God  to  the 
religious  instincts  of  mankind,  putting  His 
own  institutions  into  the  mould  of  human 
ones  ;  besides  a  much-needed  lesson  taught, 
that  no  stress  should  be  laid  upon  the  im- 
posing ceremonials  with  which  men  seek  to 
please  the  eye  and  gratify  the  imagination  in 
religious  observances.  In  idolatrous  worship 
the  shape  and  the  costly  material  of  the  altar 
was  the  attraction  ;  but  the  name  of  Jehovali 
alone  was  that  which  the  Israelites  had  to 
remember.  The  lowly  altar  of  earth  or  of 
rough  stones  gathered  on  the  spot  was  there- 
fore not  only  a  fitter  medium  of  self-abase- 
ment, and  a  greater  help  cowards  reality  in 
drawing  nigh  to  God,  but  also  an  affecting 
link  connecting  the  rudest  and  most  refined 
races,  the  most  primitive  and  the  most 
civilised  times  together  in  one  brotherhood  of 
religious  aspiration  and  human  sympathy  be- 
fore Him  with  whom  there  is  no  respect  of 
persons,  and  who  is  the  same  yesterday,  to- 
day, and  for  ever.  So  strong  is  the  conserva- 
tive instinct  in  religion  that  to  this  very  day 
the  enhghtened  Brahmin  of  India  will  not 
use  ordinary  fire  for  sacred  purposes,  will 
not  procure  a  fresh  spark  even  from  flint  and 
steel,  but  reverts  to  or  rather  continues  the 
primitive  way  of  obtaining  it  by  friction  with 
a  wooden  drill.  Everywhere  innovations  in 
religious  worship  are  resisted  with  more  or 
less  reason  or  prejudice ;  but  the  instinct  is 
universal,  and  has  its  good  and  its  evil  side. 
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NOT  long  ago  my  lot  was  cast  in  an  old- 
fashioned  village  among  the  shire 

hills.  It  did  not  look  a  very  promising  field 
of  labour,  and  there  seemed  very  little  oppor- 
tunity of  getting  at  the  people.  What  can  I 
do  for  them  7  I  asked  myself,  as  I  watched 
them  trooping  by  to  the  "  mill,"  and  I  felt  a 
growing  desire  to  get  hold  of  some  of  those 
who  went  to  no  place  of  worship  ;  and  also 
of  a  few  I  heard  spoken  of  as  "  the  worst 
women  in  the  place."  Having  the  "  will,"  I 
ere  long  found  the  "  way,"  to  the  proposal 
of  a  weekly  "  Mothers'  Meeting."  This  was 
quite  a  new  thing  among  them,  as  I  found 
when  I  began  to  tiy  and  interest  some  of 
them  in  it,  "We  never  had  nothing  like 
that  afore,"  they  said,  and  the  strongest  ex- 
pression of  theii  approval  was  "  Well,  I  don't 
care  about  it,"  meaning,  as  I  found,  "  I  don't 
mind  trying."  One  woman,  who  did  not 
come  for  some  months  to  the  meeting,  said, 
as  I  left  her  house  and  shook  hands  with  her, 
"  Eh,  I  must  say  you're  a  nice  sort  of  a 
'ooman,  anyhow  I"  The  first  evening  eleven 
came,  all  looking  rather  shamefaced  and  mys- 
tified. What  they  expected  I  do  not  know, 
but  the  meeting  seemed  to  give  general  satis- 
faction, as  the  remarks  made  at  its  close 
were,  "  Eh,  but  wc  didn't  think  it  'ud  be  like 
this,"  and  "  We've  liked  it  right  well."  They 
were  much  amused  at  my  having  a  little  bag 
for  the  pence  they  could  spare,  and  telling 
them  "  they  would  be  so  much  safer  with  me, 
than  if  they  popped  them  into  a  drawer,  to 
keep  ;"  and  also  they  were  not  a  little  sur- 
prised that  we  had  a  box  of  needles  and 
cotton  ready  for  them  to  use.  One  who  had 
promised,  but  did  not  come,  said  afterwards, 
"  Eh,  but  I  didn't  think  anybody  'ud  go,  so 
I  didn't  like."  As  I  told  her,  that  was  all 
the  more  reason  she  should  not  have  left  me 
to  be  quite  disappointed.  The  women  talked 
a  good  deal  about  it  among  themselves,  and 
the  next  week  we  had  thirteen,  which  number 
increased  steadily,  until  within  nine  months 
it  amounted  to  thirty-three,  with  an  average 
attendance  of  twenty-four  or  live. 

This  was  our  plan.  Work  was  given  out 
during  the  first  half-hour,  and  the  money 
taken  and  entered  in  their  books.  For  the 
next  half-hour  I  read  aloud  some  very  interest- 
ing story  ("Little  Meg's  Children  "  was  one 
of  the  first),  and  they  very  often  wanted  to 
borrow  these  afterwards,  for  home  reading. 
Then  we  sang  a  hymn — "Jesus,  lover  of  my 
soul,"  we  kept  to  for  some  time,  as  they  were 


very  shy  of  joining  in  at  first — followed  always 
by  a  Bible  lesson.  I  wanted  to  show  them 
how  much  the  Bible  had  in  it  for  them,  and 
to  give  them  each  week  one  or  two  simple, 
helpful  thoughts,  that  they  might  take  home 
and  remember.  After  closing  with  prayer,  I 
always  stood  at  the  door  to  shake  hands  with 
each  as  she  went  out. 

When  they  first  came  there  were  some  very 
hard  and  callous  faces  among  them,  but  it 
:  was  wonderful  to  see  how  much  softer  and 
I  more  earnest  they  grew  ;  even  tears  would  fall 
I  unchecked,  and  the  work  lie  unheeded  in 
their  laps,  as  their  hearts  felt  the  power  of 
the  Saviour's  love,  "  who  wants  to  help  us  if 
we  will  but  let  Him."  We  spent  many  happy 
hours  together,  and  I  never  went  among 
them  without  receiving  a  bright  smile  of 
welcome.  One  thing  that  I  found  pleased 
and  influenced  them  not  a  little  was,  that  I 
always  spoke  of  we  and  our,  not  of  jvu  and 
ymir,  thus  making  common  cause  with  them. 
A  woman  stopped  me  at  her  shop-door  one 
day,  to  say,  "  Eh,  but  you  have  got  t'  right 
sort  at  Mothers'  Mcetin' — them  as  goes  no- 
where." It  often  surprised  me  to  see  wliat  a 
real  effort  they  would  make  to  come.  Work- 
ing at  the  mill  from  six  in  the  morning  to 
six  at  night,  they  had  only  short  evenings, 
and  Saturday  afternoon  for  washing,  bakit^, 
cleaning,  and  all  else  needed  in  the  house- 
hold, yet  they  would  take  an  hour  and  a 
half  quite  eagerly  on  Tuesday  evenings,  for 
"  t'  meelin'."  After  a  time  it  would  be,  **  I 
can't  bear  to  miss  t'  meelin'.  I've  nought  to 
think  of  all  t'  week  if  I  do."  One  Saturday 
afternoon  I  went  to  see  a  woman  who  had 
been  very  hard  to  get  hold  of  at  first,  and 
found  her  beginning  the  next  week's  wash,  as 
"t'meetin'  was  on  Monday  and  she  didn't 
want  to  miss!" 

At  the  end  of  six  months  we  gave  them  a 
tea,  and  invited  their  husbands  to  come. 
Those  who  came  paid  each  a  penny,  as  we 
thought  it  better  for  them  than  making  it 
entirely  a  gift.  I  took  some  engravings,  a 
stereoscope,  and  various  curiosities  from  my 
cabinet  to  interest  them,  and,  after  spending 
some  time  over  these,  I  read  aloud  "The 
Oiled  Feather."  A  friend  came  and  spoke  a 
few  words  to  them,  and  one  or  two  of  the 
men  also  spoke.  I  hoped  the  pleasant  even- 
ing spent  together  would  draw  us  into  still 
more  friendly  relations  to  each  other;  and, 
though  only  eight  of  the  husbands  came,  1 
was  told  a  few  days  after,  ,th^t^'^  tb^ie-WVild 
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be  no  difficulty  in  getting  the  men  another 
time,  as  those  who  had  not  come  wished  now, 
from  what  they  heard,  that  they  hadn't  stayed 

"  The  cliildren  always  ask  what  yon've  been 
saying  to  us,"  said  one  of  our  members  to  me 
one  evening. 

"  And  do  you  tell  them  ?" 

"  WelL,  I  tell  'em  some  of  it,  but  they  say, 

*  Ell,  mother,  we're  sure  Mrs. said  more 

than  that.  We  wish  we  could  go  to  t' 
Mothers'  Meetin' !'" 

I  believe  a  useful  Men's  Meeting  might 
have  been  started,  for  they  also  began  to 
covet  similar  pleasures  and  advantages  to 
those  their  wives  found. 

I  was  called,  in  God's  providence,  to  quit 
the  village  after  holding  this  meeting  for  nine 
months,  and  I  was  more  sorry  for  leaving 
the  "  Mothers  "  than  for  any  other  caus.e.  I 
know  they  were  sorry  also  to  lose  me,  and 
I  am  sure  their  expressions  of  regret  were 
thoroughly  genuine.  "  We  shall  miss  you 
sadly.  You  see  we  understand  what  you  say 
to  us."  "  I  have  never  come  to  one  of  the 
meetings  without. asking  God  to  give  me  a 
message  for  you  all."  "And  there  isn't  one  of 
us  that  these  meetings  haven't  set  asking  God 


for  ourselves."  Oh,  how  thankful  I  was  for 
this  testimony  to  the  presence  of  the  Spirit 
of  God  among  us ;  and  how  I  realised  that 
they  could  well  spare  me,  since  they  had  taken 
hold  of  God. 

I  cannot  close  this  sketch  of  a  little  bit  of 
happy  work  in  the  Master's  vineyard,  without 
saying  that  the  kind  feeling  towards  me 
would  express  itself  in  a  gift,  to  which  they 
contributed  sixpences  and  shillings,  mud) 
against  my  will.  But  my  wish  had  to  yield 
to  their  love,  and  whenever  I  use  their  gift  I 
feel,  with  no  small  pleasure,  that  those  I 
tried  to  help  gave  it  to  me  because  they 
loved  me. 

I  am  sure  that  the  cordial  feeling  that 
sprang  up  between  us  arose  out  of  my  desire 
to  serve  them,  and  my  readiness  to  take 
trouble  for  that  end ;  they  responded  heartily 
to  my  friendship,  and  knew  that  I  thought 
rather  of  what  they  needed,  than  of  what  they 
deserved.  Being  softened  by  this,  their  eyes 
were  opened  to  understand  something  of  the 
Saviour's  love  in  its  yearning  desire  to  supply 
all  our  need.  Conscious  that  I  ministered 
to  them,  they  came  to  appreciate  Him  who 
''came  not  to  be  ministered  unto,  but  to 
minister."  L.  hinton  dothie. 
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Bv  D.  ALCOCK,  AniHoa  of  "The:  Spanish  BaorHBia,"  "In  thb  Shadow  o 


God," 


CHAPTER   rv. — THEODORE'S   FAMILY. 

IN  the  opening  year  of  the  fifteenth  century 
two  Jews  established  a  bank  in  the  city 
of  Venice.  The  enterprise  was  a  bold  and 
novel  one,  and  it  was  crowned  with  signal 
success.  The  Jews  enjoyed  more  peace  and 
security  in  the  island  city  than  almost  any- 
where else  during  the  Dark  Ages.  They  that 
go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships  and  behold  the 
works  of  the  Lord  and  His  wonders  in  the 
deep,  are  not  the  stuff  of  which  Dominies 
and  Torquemadas  are  made.  Fanaticism  is 
a.  fungus  that  grows  in  vaults,  secluded  from 
the  light  and  air  of  heaven ;  the  winds  that 
fill  the  sails  of  merchant  ships,  the  salt  spray 
that  dashes  in  the  faces  of  hardy  mariners 
arc  adverse  to  its  life. 

Because  the  Jews  of  Venice  were  more 
kindly  treated  than  their  brethren  elsewhere, 
it  followed  as  a  natural  consequence  that 
tliey  were  less  bigoted.  It  was  rather  with 
the  indifference  of  curiosity  than  with  shud- 
<Jering  horror,  that  a  son  of  the  senior  partner 


in  the  Jewish  bank  ventured  one  day  into  the 
cathedral,  that  he  might  admire  the  treasures 
gathered  from  the  east,  and  west,  and  south 
to  adorn  the  shrine  of  St.  Mark. 

It  chanced  that  one  of  the  great  revival 
preachers  of  the  Middle  Ages,  Fra  Giacopo 
della  Maria,  then  much  celebrated  for  his 
eloquence  and  devotion,  stood  that  day  in 
the  pulpit,  and  thundered  mightily  against 
the  sins  of  Venice.  Had  he  done  no  more, 
young  Baruch  might  have  gone  away  as  he 
came;  and  the  rather  because  his  own  life 
was  so  pure  and  sober  that  the  fiery  shafts  of 
the  preacher  glanced  aside  from  his  armour 
of  morality.  But  Fra  Giacopo  spoke  of  One 
who  was  wounded  for  our  transgressions  and 
bruised  for  our  iniquities — of  His  sufferings. 
His  patience,  the  guilty  madness  of  those  who 
slew  Him,  the  atoning  efficacy  of  His  death. 
A  conviction  sank  into  the  heart  of  the  Jew 
that  this  was  indeed  the  Messiah  promised  to 
his  nation.  He  struggled  against  it,  tried  to 
put  it  aside,  yet  day  by  day  "  it  did  not  pass, 
but  grew,"    At  length  he  applied  for  further 
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instruction,  and  for  baptism.  Some  parts  of 
his  new  faith,  especially  the  adoration  paid  to 
the  Virgin,  to  saints,  and  to  images,  jarred 
upon  his  feelings,  and  he  never  came  to  like 
them  cordially;  but  he  saw  no  allemative 
between  his  own  creed  and  the  Catholicism 
of  the  day,  and  he  preferred  the  latter. 

After  this  his  outward  circumstances  pros- 
pered greatly.  His  conversion  gained  him  the 
favour  of  the  rest  of  the  community,  while  the 
storm  it  raised  against  him  in  the  Jewish  quar- 
ter died  away  gradually,  and  the  sooner  be- 
cause his  heart  and  hand  were  ever  open  to  his 
"  poor  brother."  His  Jewish  name  of  Baruch 
was  softened  into  Benedetto,  and  under  this 
appellation  he  became  eventually  the  head  of 
a  prosperous  bank  of  his  own.  He  had  all 
the  virtues  of  the  ideal  merchant ;  his  "  word 
was  his  bond,"  he  was  honesl,  frugal,  enter- 
prising, sagacious,  and  the  wealth  which  he 
won  wisely  he  expended  most  liberally.  Was 
there  a  festa  to  be  got  up,  a  church  to  be  re- 
paired, a  bridge  to  be  built,  or  a  family  of 
orphans  to  be  rescued  from  penury,  his  towns- 
men knew  the  capacious  leathern  purse  that 
hung  at  Messer  Benedetto's  girdle  would  be 
freely  opened.  Therefore  all  Venice  rejoiced 
with  him  when  he  found  a  bride  in  a  wealthy 
and  respectable  Christian  family;  and  all 
Venice  mourned  with  him  when,  a  few  years 
afterwards,  his  young  wife  was  taken  from 
him  by  an  early  death,  leaving  two  little 
motherless  boys, 

Benedetto  mourned  his  wife  long  and  sin- 
cerely, and  did  not  seek  a  second  alliance. 
But  after  an  interval  of  several  years,  it  hap- 
pened that  a  mercantile  correspondent  in 
Spain  appealed  to  his  well-known  benevolence 
ori  behalf  of  the  miserable  survivors  of  one  of 
those  terrible  bursts  of  local  fanaticism  from 
which  the  Jews  so  frequently  suffered. 

A  horrible  tragedy,  enacted  only  too  often, 
had  just  been  rehearsed  once  again  in  Se- 
govia. The  Jews,  a  small  but  wealthy  com- 
munity, had  been  accused  of  the  murder  of 
a  Christian  child.  Then  followed  plunder, 
imprisonment,  torture,  wholesale  judicial  mur- 
der. The  Seville  merchant  wrote  to  Bene- 
detto that  only  two  children  had  escaped, 
and  that  even  these  helpless  orphans  were 
not  safe  in  the  Spains. 

"Send  them  to  me,"  was  the  prompt  reply, 
and  Benedetto  named  a  Venetian  ship  soon 
CO  leave  Seville,  in  which  they  could  make 
the  voyage. 

The  term  "  children  "  admits  of  great  lati- 
tude in  its  application  ;  as  Benedetto  thought 
when  he  welcomed  to  his  house  a  beautiful 
girl  of  seventeen,  as  well  as  a  sickly  boy  two 


or  three  years  younger.  His  first  idea  was 
to  give  the  young  lady  a  dowry  and  to  marry 
her  suitably,  but  it  seemed  impossible  to  se- 
parate her  from  her  brother,  who  was  in  much 
weakness  and  suffering,  and  to  whom  she 
ministered  devotedly.  Not  seeing  anything 
else  to  be  done  under  the  circumstances,  he 
extended  his  hospitality  to  both ;  and  even- 
tually the  sorrows  of  the  j^oung  Jewess  com- 
bined with  her  rich  Spanish  beauty  to  cast  a 
spell  over  him  which  he  could  not  break. 
She  became  his  second  wife,  and  the  mother 
of  Raymond's  friend,  Theodore. 

Benedetto  soon  found  that  his  youthful 
bride  was  no  child  "  whose  character  was  as 
wax  to  mould."  Material  that  might  once 
have  been  plastic  had  been  hardened  in  the 
furnace  of  affliction.  A  fanatical  hatred  to 
the  Goim  might  be  pardoned  in  a  girl  who 
had  seen  her  father  and  two  brothers  perish 
at  the  stake.  This  hatred  and  a  love  equally 
passionate  for  her  own  race  and  religion 
seemed  to  fill  her  whole  heart,  scarcely  leav- 
ing room  for  any  other  sentiment.  To  Bene- 
detto himself  she  was  reverent,  obedient,  and 
grateful;  that  was  all.  But  her  child's  jt>ung 
soul  was  the  vessel  into  which  she  hoped  to 
pour  her  own  fervid  passions;  and  rather 
Irora  this  than  from  any  softer  reason  she 
loved  him  intensely.  She  had  a  fair  oppor- 
tunity for  this  transfusion  of  herself;  until 
near  the  close  of  his  eleventh  year  the  boy 
was  her  pupil  and  constant  companion.  Her 
husband  had  consented,  though  unwillingly, 
to  bestow  on  him  her  father's  Jewish  name  of 
Jonathan,  afterwards  transformed,  a  common 
process  in  those  days,  into  its  Greek  equi- 
valent {or  what  was  nearest  to  an  equivalent) 
Theodore.  She  determined  to  make  her  son, 
before  all  things,  a  Jew,  and  in  this  she  was 
undoubtedly  successful. 

But  whatever  his  nationality,  little  Theo- 
dore was  no  common  child.  From  his  earliest 
years  he  learnt  with  extraordinary  quickness, 
and  yet  tliis  quickness  was  not  his  most  re- 
markable characteiistic.  He  evinced  a  pas- 
sion for  knowledge;  though  it  was  chiefly 
knowledge  of  a  kind  that  seemed  to  his  con- 
temporaries useless  and  trifling.  No  one  knew 
exactly  what  he  wanted,  or  how  to  give  it  to 
him.  When,  for  example,  he  questioned  his 
mother  about  the  heavenly  bodies  and  their 
motions,  she  told  htm  how  the  stars  in  their 
courses  fought  against  Sisera.  When  he  asked 
his  father,  he  told  him  the  uses  of  the  Pole  star, 
and  how  it  guided  merchant  ships  through  the 
waste  of  waters.  When  he  asked  his  teachers, 
they  told  him  what  the  ancient  Greek  poets 
said  about  the  stars.   No  oneg;ave  him  the  in- 
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formation  he  really  sought,  and  consequently 
all  left  him  unsatisfied  and  discontented. 

After  his  mother's  death,  he  asked  his  father 
to  send  him  to  travel  like  the  great  Marco 
Polo,  near  whose  house  he  used  often  to 
linger,  and  who  was  the  only  Venetian  hero 
whose  achievements  he  regarded  with  any 
enthusiasm,  "  He  wanted  to  see  strange 
countries,"  he  said,  "  strange  beasts  and  birds, 
and  trees,  and  what  grew  in  the  fields," 

Instead  of  embracing  this  stormy  and  ad- 
venturous hfe,  he  was  condemned  to  the 
student's  desk  to  be  put  in  training  for  the 
roll  of  a  youthful  prodigy,  a  kind  of  Admirable 
Crichton.  The  forcing  system  was  then  in 
vogue,  and  hot-house  plants  were  at  a  Iiigh 
premium.  The  scholarship  of  the  day  was 
not  wide,  but  it  was  exact  and  ardent.  The 
classics,  which  were  every  one's  passion,  were 
pre-eminently  attractive  to  youth ;  partly  be- 
cause the  faculties  which  are  usually  strongest 
in  youth,  memory  and  fancy,  were  precisely 
those  which  they  exercised,  but  still  more 
because  the  youth  was  that  of  one  particular 
generation,  sharing,  by  a  mysterious  but  well- 
known  law,  the  impulses  and  inspirations  of 
their  age. 

Theodore's  abilities,  which  were  universally 
acknowledged,  were  accordingly  devoted  to 
the  study  of  Greek  and  Latin  literature ;  and 
all  Venice,  which  had  sympathized  witli  Be- 
nedetto when  it  became  too  evident  that  his 
eldest  son  was  growing  up  a  spendthrift  and 
a  profligate,  now  once  more  rejoiced  with 
him  that  his  youngest  was  proving  the  genius 
of  the  family;  for  by  this  time  Benedetto's 
three  sons  were  distinguished  by  lines  too 
definite  for  a  moment's  mistake.  There  was 
already  the  man  of  pleasure  and  the  man  of 
business,  and  now  there  was  to  be  the  man 
of  genius. 

Benedetto  himself  was  keen  in  his  ambition 
for  Theodore,  Gaetano,  his  eldest  son,  had 
disappointed  him,  though  his  career  had  been 
only  too  natural.  In  any  age  the  son  of  a 
rich  man  readily  becomes  a  man  of  pleasure, 
and  the  son  of  a  rich  man  who  is  not  noble 
readily  becomes  the  associate  of  noblemen 
who  are  not  rich,  having  wasted  their  sub- 
stance with  riotous  living.  The  melancholy 
process  by  which  a  prodigal  ruins  his  health, 
his  character,  and  his  estate,  unhappily  too 
easy  in  alt  great  cities,  was  particularly 
easy  in  Venice.  The  noble  city  was  fast 
losing  the  devout,  sober,  and  frugal  cha- 
racter that  marked  her  earlier  and  brighter 
days,  and  beginning  her  rapid  descent  into 
what  she  has  been  ever  since^the  city  of  plea- 
sure, of  luxury,  and  of  vice.  She  was  now,  as  it 


seemed,  at  the  culminating  point  of  her  glory 
and  greatness,  but  under  the  surface  the  pro- 
cess of  decay  had  already  begun,  "  Iniquity 
was  found  in  her." 

Antonio  Benedetto's  devotion  to  the  desk 
and  the  ledger  equalled  that  of  his  brother 
Gaetano  to  the  wine-cup  and  the  gaming- 
table. From  childhood  Antonio  had  been 
a  pattern  boy,  obedient,  docile,  assiduous. 
He  had  never  given  his  father  an  hour's 
serious  uneasiness ;  yet  it  is  to  be  doubted 
whether  that  father  did  not  love  the  scape- 
grace Gaetano  better  than  the  steady  Antonio, 
his  partner  and  right-hand  in  the  bank  ;  for 
Benedetto  felt  keenly,  though  he  shrank  from 
acknowledging,  even  to  himself,  that  this 
"  his  son  that  served  him  "  was  not  quite  of  his 
own  spirit  and  temper.  His  thoughts  were 
less  high,  his  heart  less  large  than  his  father's. 
He  was,  if  not  too  prudent,  at  least  too  cal- 
culating; he  could  open  his  hand  liberally 
upon  just  occasion  shown,  but  he  could  not, 
like  bis  father,  give  "  as  a  king,"  without  re- 
serve or  afterthought ;  he  was  less  the  princely 
merchant  and  more  the  mere  honest  trades- 

Thus  Theodore  became  gradually  the  ob- 
ject of  his  father's  dearest  hopes,  as  welt  as  of 
the  strong  paternal  love  that  has  always  cha- 
racterized his  race.  He  was  not  what  is 
called  an  affectionate  boy,  but  he  was  capable 
of  strong  attachments,  and  after  his  mother's 
death  the  only  being  lie  loved  was  his  father. 
Partly  to  please  him,  partly  to  satisfy  his  own 
ambition,  he  became,  witli  no  real  love  for 
ancient  litemture,  which  indeed  he  rather 
despised,  a  distinguished  classical  scholar. 
The  contempt  he  felt  for  his  studies  rebounded 
upon  those  who  stiared  them  with  him.  He 
contracted  a  habit  of  sneering  at  his  own  suc- 
cesses, as  if  they  were  things  of  little  value, 
and  it  passed  too  easily  into  sneering  at  those 
over  whom  he  obtained  them.  On  this  ac- 
count, and  not  for  his  Jewish  birth,  which  in 
latitudinarian  Venice  would  readily  have  been 
condoned,  he  was  unpopular  with  his  equals. 
The  silent  flattery  of  Raymond's  youthful 
admiration  was  all  the  more  gratifying,  and 
the  accident  of  rendering  him  a  service  com- 
pleted the  attraction. 

When  Raymond,  with  shy  pleasure,  pre- 
sented the  volume  of  "  Maimonides,"  Theo- 
dore accepted  it  graciously,  if  without  enthu- 
siasm. He  did  not  care  much  for  the  book, 
but  he  knew  Raymond  had  few  possessions 
except  his  princely  birth ;  and  his  instincts 
were  too  fine  to  withhold  from  him  the  grati- 
fication for  which  he  had  made  a  real  sacrifice 
— "the  joy  of  doing  kindness^."^^  And  when 
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afterwards  the  gift  proved  an  unexpected 
treasure,  as  a  pebble  given  carelessly  by  a 
child's  hand  might  prove  to  be  a  diamond 
worth  a  ting's  ransom,  it  seemed  to  Theo- 
ilore,  if  not  simply  just,  at  least  barely 
gracious,  to  acquaint  Raymond  with  the  fact. 


thus  avoid  the  gazing  crowds  in  the  Place  of 
St.  Mark.  For  he  was  Doge  of  Venice  no 
longer  now  ;  at  length  his  enemies  had  won 
their  wish  and  fulfilled  thtir  work.  The 
torture  and  banishment,  and  eventually  the 
murder,  of  his  innocent  and  only  son,  had 
not  satiated  the  vengeance 
of  Loredano  for  an  injury 
that  after  all  Eeems  to 
have  existed  merely  in  his 
own  imaginaticn.  The  last 
drop  in  the  cup  of  bitter- 
ness was  the  deposition  of 
the  aged  ,  Doge  himself, 
alter  five-and -thirty  years 
of  patient  and  tfRcient  ser- 
vice to  as  hard  a  master 
as  any  crowned  tyrant — a 
jealous,  ctTiel,  and  sus- 
picious oligarchy. 

Theold  mail  submitted, 
and  veileil  a  Iroken  heart 
under  a  proud  and  calm 
exterior. 

"And  IraniDC  on  l.ia  tUS,  be  left 

tbehall 
By  tbs  unc  Main  up  wliicli  bt  caae- 

Thoiw   nbr'rc    thr   RiuU*   lUad, 

Aod  on  til  iraff  itiLl  leanicg,  lumed 

'llyiiiiBeowiim(!nl>didIcaiBC.  Iro, 
Diiv™    by    Ihe    m.lice    o(    mmt 

Tlie  people,  by  whom 
he  was  beloved,  crowded 
the  piazza  to  see  him  de- 
part,   and    showed    their 
sympathy    by    iheir    reve- 
rently   uncovered    heads, 
their  sighs  am!  tears  and 
murmured     lamentations. 
Amongst  those  who  s;ood 
nearest  to  the  marble  steps 
were  Theodore  Benedetto 
and    Raymond    Chalcon- 
dyles ;  for  their  intimacy 
had     progressed    quickly, 
and  they  were  now  con- 
stant companions.      Ray- 
mond  had   espoused   the 
cause  of  the  outraged  Doge 
with  a  boy's  generous,reck- 
less  enthusiasm ;  and  as  the 
old  man  passed  them  by,  his  young  clear  voice 
CHAPTiR  v.— A  TALK  IS  AN  AKBOUR.       ■  ^^^g  ^^^^  ^^ove  the  murmurs  of  the  crowd. 
"No,  as  I  entered  this   place  so  will  I    "God  go  with  you,  my  lord!"  Foscari  heard, 
leave  it,"  said  the  aged  Francesco  Foscari   and  his  wcaiy  sorrowful  face  brightened  for  a 
to  those  who  urged  him  to  quit  the  stately '  „  .        ,  .^  ,      ■„■,. 

paUceof  the   DSges  by  a  pnvafc  way,  and    ■J,^,':^,^:.;::^^?^:^':''^'"'''^^^'^^"-^^ 


114 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


moment.  But  others  heard  too.  Theodore 
plucked  his  friend  by  the  long  falling  sleeve 
of  his  overcoat.     "Take   caie!"    he  whis- 

■'  Ay,  take  care  !  "  cried  Raymond, "  and  let 
the  foulest  wrong  ever  done  on  God's  earth 
pass  unreproved.  Cowards,  to  hunt  an  old 
man  down  with  such  remorseless  crueltj', 
and  bring  his  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the 
grave  ! — But  he  heard  me,  Theodore ;  I  could 
swear  he  heard  me." 

"I  dare  say,"  said  Theodore  drUy;  "you 
spoke  loud  enough.  But  let  us  get  away 
from  this  crowd.  Come  to  the  Piazzetta. 
My  gondola  waits  there." 

They  had  a  holiday ;  and  Raymond  was 
willing  to  accompany  his  friend  wherever  he 
wished  to  go.  Theodore  directed  the  gon- 
dolier to  bring  them  to  his  father's  garden,  a 
beautiful  little  islet  laved  by  the  soft  waters 
of  the  lagoon,  and  blooming  with  rare  and 
exquisite  flowers.  Here  they  left  the  gondola 
in  charge  of  the  rowers,  and  found  them- 
selves a  luxurious  resting-place,  in  a  bower 
overgrown  with  rases  and  jessamine.  There 
were  many  things  Theodore  wished  to  say, 
and  he  had  chosen  this  quiet  time  and'place 
on  purpose.  While  Raymond  sat,  he  pre- 
ferred to  recline  fece  downwards  on  the 
ground,  his  hands  supporting  his  chin.  He 
began  abruptly,  "  So  you,  who  are  not  yet 
fifteen,  think  yon  have  happened  to  witness 
the  foulest  wrong  ever  done  in  this  world, 
which  has  lasted  more  than  five  thousand 
years  ?  You  talk  of  an  old  man's  gcey  head. 
Did  you  ever  see  a  boy's  grey  head,  Ray- 
mond ?     That  is  a  sadder  sight." 

Raymond  laughed  incredulously.  "Not 
I !  "  he  said;  "nor  you,  nor  any  orie." 

"Nay,  but  1  have.  Or  at  least,  I  have 
seen  a  man  whose  head  was  grey  when  his 
years  were  few  as  yours.  It  is  not  so  very 
strange.  There  are  many  things  which 
blanch  the  locks  untimely.  My  father  has 
a  chart  of  the  southern  seas,  sent  to  him 
by  a  friend  in  Lisbon,  the  work  of  a  cer- 
tain cunning  draughtsman  named  Christo- 
pher Colon.  His  head  has  been  white  ever 
since  he  was  thirty  years  of  age.  That  was 
the  work  of  thought  and  toil ;  but  the  young 
grey  head  I  tell  of  was  bleached  by  agony- 
bitter  agony  of  mind  and  body.  The  boy 
was  of  our  kindred,  my  mother's  brother. 
Ay,"  he  continued  with  intense  earnestness, 
"  we  of  Hebrew  race  are  heirs  to  a  heritage 
of  woe  that  dwarfs  the  pimy  troubles  of  the 
r.oim.  'Is  there  any  sorrow  like  unto  my 
sorrow  ? '  said  our  prophet-poet  long  ages 
since,  and  still  the  sad  pre-eminence  is  ours. 


We  are  proud  of  it.  We  are  kings  of  sotTOw, 
crowned  with  anguish  as  with  a  diadem." 

"  But  I  do  not  think,"  Raymond  inter- 
posed, "  that  is  altogether  true,  here  and  now. 
Your  lather,  for  instance— he  does  not  look 
very  like  an  inheritor  of  woe."  And  Ray- 
mond, as  he  thought  of  the  genial,  prosperous 
banker,  could  not  help  the  sunny  smile  that 
rippled  over  his  face  at  the  incongruity  of  the 
idea. 

"  One  here  and  there  may  escape  the 
doom,  I  love  my  father  well,  but  I  hold  by 
my  mother's  race,  Raymond.  And  this  is 
how  my  uncle's  hair  grew  white  at  fifteen.  He 
knew  himself, — that  innocent -hearted  boy, — 
the  murderer  of  father,  mother,  brothers — 
their  blood  was  on  his  head." 

"  How  could  that  possibly  be  ? "  asked 
Raymond,  now  thoroughly  roused  and  in- 
terested. 

Theodore,  before  he  answered,  clutched  a 
weed  that  grew  near,  pulled  it  up,  and  flung 
it  from  him  with  a  gesture  of  bitter,  angry 
contempt  not  meant  for  the  harmless  green 
thing.  Then  he  said,  quietly  enough — 
"  Where  they  lived  the  Goira  hated  my 
people,  because  they  were  clever  and  indus- 
trious and  therefore  rich.  So  they  invented 
a  hideous  lie,  that  the  Jews,  at  one  of  their 
feasts,  kidnapped  and  crucified  a  little  Chris- 
tian child." 

"  But  who  would  believe  such  a  story  ?  " 

"  Those  who  would  believe  any  absurdity 
under  the  sun,  that  is,  those  who  choose  to 
believe.  Again  and  again,  and  in  many 
different  lands,  has  the  same  infamous  false- 
hood, or  that  other,  yet  more  monstrous, 
about  poisonmg  the  wetls,  been  used  as  a 
weapon  of  destruction  against  us.  We  have 
even  had  companions  in  misery.  I  have 
heard  that  in  France,  long  ago,  thousands  of 
unhappy  lepers  were  tortured  and  slain  under 
that  last  horrible  delusion.  Then,  now,  and 
ever  the  way  of  the  world  was,  and  is,  to  per- 
secute those  whom  God  has  smitten." 

"  But  surely,  Theodore,  the  Jews  and  the 
lepers  themselves  drank  of  the  same  wells  as 
their  neighbours.  Then  why  should  they 
poison  them  ?  And  what  could  they  get  by 
it?" 

"  Do  you  think  men  reasonable  enough  to 
ask  and  answer  such  questions  as  these  would 
have  let  themselves  be  turned  into  the  wild 
beasts  that  tore  down  the  houses  of  the  Jews 
in  Segovia,  and  dragged  their  owners  to 
prison?  Not  so.  Given  the  fanatical  fury  of  a 
few  cruel  bigoted  shavelings,  and  the  hypo- 
critical greed  of  a  few  licentious  spendthrifts 
who  owed  money  they  could  not  pay,  and 
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the  lest  was  done  by  pure  ig;norance  and 
stupidity.  When  I  think  of  the  tremendous 
power  of  ignorance  and  stupidity,  how  they 
rule  mankind  as  with  a  rod  of  iron,  I  am 
tempted  to  imagine  the  world,  hke  King 
Saul  of  old,  given  over  by  the  curse  of  its 
I^Iaker  to  those  two  spirits  of  evil,  that  they 
may  possess  and  torment  it." 

"  Ves,  of  course  we  scholars  can  afford  to 
despise  the  multitude.  They  are  ignorant 
and  foolish,"  said  Raymond. 

"  Are  we  better,  as  scholars?  Do  you  think 
playing  at  Greek,  at  Latin — do  you  think 
Homer's  verse  or  Tully's  prose  will  renew 
the  face  of  the  earth  ?  Would  an  oration  of 
Demosthenes  have  given  the  rabble  of 
Segovia  the  hearts  of  men,  instead  of  the 
brute  instincts  of  wild  beasts?" 

"  I  wish  you  would  not  talk  that  way, 
Theodore.  No  one  else  does.  Did  you 
ever  hear  any  of  the  Professors  or  Masters 
say  such  things  ?  It  looks  so  strange  for  the 
best  scholar  of  us  all,  to  talk  as  if  he  de- 
spised learning.  But  go  on,  tell  me  of  your 
mother's  brother.  How  could  all  that  have 
made  him — that  dreadCiil  thing  you  said  ?  " 

"Cannot  you  guess?  The  Jews  were 
accused  and  imprisoned  without  evidence. 
But  there  are  means  to  make  the  accused 
their  own  accusers  and  the  betrayers  of  their 
friends," 

"The  Question?"  said  Raymond  in  an 
awe-struck  whisper. 

"  Yes  ;  what  Giacopo  Foscari  suffered,  and 
worse.  Few  have  the  strength  of  mind  and 
body  which  enabled  the  Doge's  son  to  en- 
dure and  be  silent;  and  how  could  it  be  ex- 
pected from  a  hapless  boy — almost  a  child  ? 
What  he  was  made  to  say  no  one  ever  quite 
knew.  He  himself  could  only  remember  it 
afterwards  as  a  patient  remembers  the  rav- 
ings of  delirium,  which  in  truth  they  were. 
Enough.  My  grandfather  and  the  other  ac- 
cused suffered  the  doom  of  fire.  Only  my 
mother  and  that  unhappy  boy  were  allowed 
to  live,  in  cruel  kindness.  Compassionate 
friends  sent  them  to  my  father,  who  gave  them 
a  home  and  afterwards  espoused  my  mother." 

"  Do  you  remember  your  uncle  ?  " 

"  Well.  He  lingered  year  after  year,  in  a 
kiod  of  living  death,  until  I  was  about  hve 
years  old.  I  used  to  amuse  him,  and  he  was 
fond  of  me.  To  little  children  all  things 
alike  are  wonderful ;  I  was  accustomed  to  his 
grey  hair  and  sad  face,  and  never  thought 
about  them  till  my  mother  told  me  his  story 
after  his  death." 

"  Theodore,  we  ought  indeed  to  be  friends. 
We  are  both  strangers  and  exiles,  and  have 


both  horrible  wrongs  to  remember,  and  per- 
haps to  avenge." 

"  I  am  your  friend,  Raymond,"  said  Theo- 
dore, and  the  words,  from  him,  meant  much. 
"  But  do  not,  I  pray  you,  talk  of  your  lot  and 
your  wrongs  with  mine.  You  have  friends 
and  kindred;  to  you,  indeed,  alt  the  world 
is  akin.  Your  home  is  everywhere.  Vou 
think  the  same  thoughts,  you  worship  the 
same  God  as  those  around  you." 

"I  own,"  Raymond  said  candidly,  " that 
I  have  never  felt  quite  happy  about  the 
unleavened  wafer.  But  my  mother  wished 
me  to  cooform  to  the  Latin  ritual." 

"  Unleavened  wafer  I  Latin  ritual  I "  Theo- 
dore repeated  with  ineffable  scorn.  "  Have 
you  any  conception  how  infinitely  little  these 
things  look  to  a  man  who  thinks  the  wafer 
only  a  morsel  of  dough,  and  Him  they  believe 

it  is  changed  into  only  a "     He  caught 

himself  up  suddenly,  bit  his  lip,  and  threw  a 
quick  glance  around  him.  Not  that  he  had 
really  much  to  fear,  even  had  his  rash  words 
been  overheard,  which  was  unlikely.  What 
has  been  called  the  Inquisition  of  Venice  was 
purely  an  engine  of  State,  far  more  likely  to 
take  cognizance  of  an  expression  of  sympathy 
for  the  deposed  Doge  than  of  disbelief  in  the 
dominant  religion.  Moreover,  indifference 
was  the  fashion ;  most  of  the  scholars  of  the 
age  were  not  religious,  and  most  of  the  great 
Churchmen  of  the  age  were  scholars.  Mitred 
abbots  and  courtly  cardinals  might  have  said 
as  much  over  their  wine  as  Theodore  Bene- 
detto bad  just  breathed  or  hinted.  But 
then  they  would  have  said  it  carelessly,  and 
smiling  "  'twixt  lip  and  wine-cup,"  keeping 
all  the  earnestness  they  possessed  for  the 
quantities  of  their  Latin  verse  or  the  deco- 
rating of  their  palace  walls.  Theodore  was 
right  in  thinking  that  such  scholarship  would 
never  regenerate  the  world;  but  lie  was 
right  also  in  his  instinctive  feeling  that  his 
own  earnestness  had  better  not  be  betrayed 
too  plainly,  since  it  showed  his  spirit  the 
very  opposite  of  theirs,  one  in  which  there 
was  force  and  fire  for  good  and  evil,  and 
therefore  danger.  At  all  events  there  was 
no  use  in  shocking  his  friend. 

But  Raymond  was  not  shocked.  His  own 
religious  sentiments  were  well-nigh  reduced 
to  a  few  superstitions  brought  with  him  from 
the  home  of  his  childhood,  and  these  were 
every  day  growing  fewer  and  fainter.  His 
plastic  mind  was  bending  unconsciously,  but 
strongly,  in  the  direction  of  the  diletuinti  . 
semi- Paganism,  which  was  then  the  scholar's 
favourite  religion.  He  looked  at  Theodore 
with  just  a  little  surprise,  and  said  coolly, — 
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"  Why,  how  vehement  you  are !  But  I 
see  now  how  it  is,  that,  vrhh  all  your  splendid 
abilities,  you  do  not  like  the  Church.  It  is  a 
pity.  You  might  be  a  cardinal,  or  a  bishop, 
or  a  dean,  with  a  dozen  fat  benefices.  And 
now,  instead,  you  will  only  be  a  physician. 
Though,"  he  added,  in  consideration  for  the 
feelings  of  his  friend,  "  that  is  a  very  good 
thing  too.  You  will  make  quite  a  magnifico, 
with  a  gold-headed  cane  and  diamond  ring, 
and  doctor's  ermine-lined  robe." 

Theodore  replied  byagesture  of  contempt 
"  I  hated  that  only  a  little  less  than  the 
other,  until  I  read  your  book,  Raymond.  I 
thank  you  for  that  book;  it  is  a  right  noble 
one,  and  written  too  by  one  of  my  people. 
Even  yet  the  light  comes  from  the  East "  (a 
kind  of  subdued  glow  passed  over  his  own 
lace  as  he  spoke).  "Moses  Maimonides, 
philosopher  and  physician,  was  a  wise  man. 
He  taw  and  he  Ihought,  That  is  better  than 
alt  the  learning  in  the  world  ;  for  everything 
that  is  is  worth  seeing.  Even  this  root  in 
my  hand,  that  I  have  just  pulled  up,  may 
hold  a  secret  more  precious  than  those  Greek 
roots  we  study  at  school.  That  is,  if  we  have 
eyes  to  see.  Thanks  to  you  and  Maimonides, 
1  feel  now  as  if  I  dare  to  use  mine,  and  to 
think  of  what  they  tell  me  ;  nay,  more,  as 
if  it  were  in  an  especial  manner  the  physi- 
cian's business  to  do  it.  1  have  taken  a  long 
time  and  a  devious  way  to  thank  you  for 
your  gift,  Raymond ;  but  I  do  thank  you.  I 
wished  you  to  know  this — and  me"  he  added 
in  a  lower  voice.  Then,  with  a  change  of  tone, 
"  Now  let  us  explore  the  garden,  and  find,  if 
we  can,  some  roses  worthy  the  acceptance  of 
your  lady- mother." 

When  they  reclined  once  more  in  the 
luxurious  ease  of  the  gondola,  Theodore  said 
abruptly,  after  a  silence  of  some  minutes,— 

"  Do  not  misunderstand  my  words,  Ray- 
mond. I  am  not  'devout.'  I  shall  never 
be  a  priest,  But  I  fear  God — the  God  of 
my  fathers,  the  God  of  Abraham,  Isaac,  and 
}a.cab—JeAovah."  The  last  word  was  uttered 
solemnly,  and  after  a  reverent  pause. 

Raymond  did  not  answer.  In  fact,  he 
had  nothing  to  say.  The  subject  scarcely 
interested  him,  except  so  far  that  he  wished 
his  friend  to  believe  and  to  do  everything  that 
was  right,  and  nothing  that  was  singular. 
His  own  iailh  was  a  dead  one.  He  had  no 
conception  at  all  of  God  as  a  living  Person, 
with  whom  he  had  to  do. 

CHAPTER  VI, — AM   EXILE. 

Five  days  afterwards  the  great  bells  that 
bung  in  the  campanile  of  San  Marco  rang  out 


their  deafening  peal  over  the  hundred  isles  of 
Venice.  The  fair  city  had  once  more  a 
sovereign.  A  new  Doge,  Pascale  Malipieri, 
had  been  duly  elected  in  the  room  of  the 
deposed  and  outraged  Foscari. 

So  Venice  made  holiday,  as  she  loved  to 
do  upon  every  lawful  occasion.  Tlie  wealth 
of  her  sea-washed  palaces  had  generated 
luxury,  and  luxury,  in  its  turn,  was  generate 
ing  idleness  and  extravagance. 

The  water-streets  were  gay  with  gondolas, 
richly  ornamented  and  draped  with  the  bright- 
est of  colours  ;  the  footways  were  thronged 
with  citizens,  whose  stalwart  forms  and  hand- 
some bronzed  faces  were  well  shown  off  by 
holiday  costumes  of  blue,  white,  and  scarier. 
But  the  crowd  was  densest  in  the  Piazza — 
that  glorious  square,  "beautiful  for  situation," 
over  which  San  Marco,  with  his  stately  cam- 
panile, keeps  majestic  watch  throughout  the 
centuries.  B  -neath  its  shadow  walked  the 
merchant-princes,  taking  their  pleasure  in 
their  grave,  decorous  fashion,  and  discussing 
— it  must  be  added  with  some  reserve — the 
event  of  the  day.  Cloaks  of  silk  or  velvet, 
blue,  violet,  or  scarlet  {though  the  colour  of 
their  own  cloudless  sky  predominated),  lent 
variety  to  the  scene.  Nor  were  their  ladies 
absent  Suitably  attended,  they  moved 
amongst  the  gay  throng,  looking  taller  than 
their  husbands — for  the  preposterous  fashion 
of  high  pattens  resembling  stilts  was  then 
beginning  to  prevail — and  attired  in  silken 
robes  profusely  adorned  with  gold  and  jewel- 
lery. 

Some  of  the  young  academicians  mingled 
with  the  crowd.  They  were  dressed  quite 
splendidly  enough,  though  they  had  not  yet 
assumed  the  long  cloak  that  answered  to  the 
Roman  toga  virilis.  As  was  usual  now,  the 
banker's  son  and  the  young  Greek  noble 
were  found  together.  To  Theodore,  who 
had  never  made  a  friend  before,  the  sense  of 
companionship  was  delightful  from  its  fresh- 
ness, and  the  flood  of  Raymond's  innocent 
hero-worship  was  still  at  full  spring-tide. 

"  Look,"  said  Theodore,  as  a  pigeon  flut- 
tered over  their  heads  and  sought  its  resting- 
place  in  the  eaves  of  the  cathedral.  "  The 
pigeons  of  San  Marco  are  the  only  inha- 
bitants of  Venice  unmoved  by  the  event  of 
to-day.  They  at  least  live  in  peace,  and 
are  not  the  fools  to  set  up  a  ruler  one  day 
and  pull  him  down  the  next." 

"  I  like  to  watch  them,"  said  Raymond, 
who  had  followed  the  graceful  motions  of  the 
bird  with  brightening  eyes.  "  I  always  bring 
a  cake  for  them,  when  I  go  to  San  Marco.'' 

"What  use?    Xbc  Statej^^cfc^^iMv" 
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"What  use?  Just  to  see  tiietn  eat.  But 
look,  Theodore ;  look  at  thai  lady — the  tall 
one  yonder,  in  the  violet  robe.  How  beau- 
tiful !  what  a  face  !  what  hair  !  The  gold  on 
her  girdle  is  pale  beside  it." 

One  of  their  sclioolfeilows,  a  young  noble, 
overheard  the  words,  and  laid  his  hand  on 
Raymond's  shoulder,  repeating  in  a  mocking 
tone,  "  '  What  a  face  !  what  hair ! '  Is  that 
all  you  know,  my  innocent  little  Grecian  ? 
That  is  the  wife  of  Signer  Marco  Tiepoli,  of 
the  Council  of  Ten ;  and  I  have  seen  the  fair 
lady,  every  day  for  a  month,  sitting  in  her 
balcony,  in  a  broad-brimmed  hat  without  a 
crown,  drying  that  dyed  hair  of  hers  in  the 
sunshine," 

Raymond  laughed.  "  Like  you,  Francesco 
Burl,  You  can  never  let  a  man  admire  any- 
thing in  peace.  Theodore,  what  are  you 
staring  at  ?  " 

"That  little  girl — young  lady,  I  think  she 
is  frightened  by  the  crowd." 

In  Venice  young,  or  at  least  unmarried 
ladies,  were  not  wont  to  show  themselves  in 
])ublic.  They  seldom  went  abroad,  except  to 
attend  mass,  and  then  they  were  closely 
veiled  and  carefully  guarded.  So  the  very 
presence,  unattended,  in  the  crowded  Piazza 
of  a  solitary  young  girl,  still  almost  a  child, 
and  though  simply  dressed,  evidently  a  lady, 
tras  a  thing  to  occasion  surprise  and  com- 
ment. The  girl's  slight  figure  was  enveloped 
in  a  fazzuoio,  or  long  and  ample  gauze  veil, 
beneath  whicli  she  wore  a  plain  brown  dress. 
She  stopped  and  looked  around  her  hurriedly, 
undecided  what  to  do  next ;  evidently  she 
was  losing  her  presence  of  mind.  It  seemed 
as  though  she  wished  to  cross  the  square ; 
once  or  twice  indeed  she  made  faint  at- 
tempts to  do  so,  but  abandoned  them 
quickly,  feeling  the  undertaking  too  formid- 
able. Theodore  saw  that  the  rosy  lips  be- 
neath the  veil  were  beginning  to  quiver,  and 
that  a  mist  of  coming  tears  was  stealing  over 
the  soft  dark  eyes. 

He  stepped  to  her  side.  "  Can  we  be  of 
service  to  you,  signorina  ?  "  he  asked,  in  tones 
all  the  more  reassuring  because  they  were 
quiet  and  commonplace,  and  his  manner  was 
free  from  the  fulsome  gallantry  then  so  usual. 

"  Oh,  signor,"  said  the  child — for  she  was 
little  more — "  what  shall  I  do  ?  I  cannot  get 
home;  and  my  grandfather  is  so  ill." 

"  Wiiither  do  you  want  to  go  ?  " 

"To  San  Lazzaro.  We  lodge  beside  the 
church." 

"  I  will  take  you  there,  signorina.  Allow 
reie  to  carry  this  for  you,"  and  he  took  from  her 
trembling  hand  the  flask  of  rare  wine  which 


she  had  just  purchased  in  one  of  the  cele- 
brated siiups  on  the  piazza.  As  she  surren- 
dered it  she  dropped  a  purse,  very  small  and 
very  light.  Raymond,  who  of  course  had 
followed  his  friend,  picked  it  up  and  handed  . 
it  to  her.  "  Best  take  a  gondola,"  said  Theo- 
dore  to  him.     "Can  you  get  one?" 

Raymond  shook  his  head.  "We  must 
walk,"  he  said.  "  Come ;  I  know  the  nearest 
way." 

The  guard  formed — Theodore  on  the  young 
lady's  right  hand  and  Raymond  on  her  left. 
At  first  few  words  were  exchanged,  and  per- 
haps, had  Theodore  been  there  alone,  the 
silence  might  have  lasted  the  whole  way. 
But  Raymond  had  no  idea  of  foregoing  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  what  such  pretty  lips 
could  say.  He  drew  from  her  that  they  were 
strangers  in  Venice,  and  that  her  grandfather 
was  an  exile. 

"From  Florence,  I  suppose?"  he  hazarded 
rather  imprudently ;  and  he  took  the  answer- 
ing murmur— whatever  it  was — for  an  assent, 
though 'the  more  keenly  observant  Theodore 
thought  otherwise. 

She  was  very  anxious,  she  admitted  ; .  her 
grandfather  was  ill  and  unhappy,  feeling 
hardly  safe,  even  here  ;  and  an  old  servant 
was  her  only  other  friend  and  protector. 
"  He  was  very  sick  to-day,"  she  said.  "No- 
thing does  him  so  much  good  as  this  wine  of 
Cyprus.  Toinetta  was  busy  and  could  not 
go  out,  so  I  went  for  it.  I  did  not  know  the 
town  would  be  so  full." 

This  set  both  her  cavaliers  thinking.  Ray- 
mond thought  that  he  too  was  an  exile — that 
the  young  lady  was  very  beautiful — that  he 
would  get  his  mother  to  visit  her.  Theodore 
thought  that  they  must  be  very  poor,  that 
Cyprus  wine  was  costly,  and  that  if  it  came 
anonymously  frorn  time  to  time  as  a  present 
to  her  grandfather,  she  need  never  know  who 
sent  it.  But,  on  this  account,  the  more  re- 
served he  was  now  the  better.  So  he  held 
his  peace,  and  yet,  somewhat  inconsistently, 
felt  annoyed  at  Raymond's  volubility.  For 
the  Greek  boy  and  the  Florentine  girl  (as  he 
supposed  her  to  be)  harmonized  quickly,  and 
exchanged  innocent  confidences  in  the  soft, 
musical,  liquid  tones  of  the  tongue  of  Italy — 
not  the  Italian  in  which  Florentine  fish-*ives 
scolded  and  Venetian  gondoliers  swore  and 
quarrelled,  but  such  Italian  as  Petrarch  whis- 
pered to  Laura  by  the  fountain  of  Vaucluse. 
When  the  narrow  footways  would  not  allow 
three  to  walk  abreast,  it  was  always  Theodore 
who  dropped  behind. 

At  length  they  reached  the  gloomy  build- 


ii8 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


of  abode.  It  looked  dark  and  forbidding, 
the  doors  and  windows  being  closely  shut 
and  barred.  But  she  rang  a  bell,  and  an 
unseen  hand  quickly  opened  the  street-door. 
The  wide  staircase,  common  to  all  the  house, 
was  bare  and  dirty,  and  two  or  three  rough- 
looking  men,  of  the  sailor  or  gondolier  class, 
were  standing  in  the  hall,  talking  in  loud, 
coarse  tones,  perhaps  quarrelling.  It  did  not 
seem  well  to  our  young  cavaliers  to  abandon 
their  charge  until  they  brought  her  to  the  pri- 
vate door  of  her  grandfather's  "house,"  or  suite 
of  rooms.  Here  an  old  woman  answered  her 
low  knock.  "  Holy  Madonna ! "  she  cried 
when  she  opened  the  door;  "is  it  yon  at 
last?  A  fine  fright  you  have  given  us  !  My 
poor  master " 

The  girl  interrupted  her  with  a  hurried 
inquiry  for  her  grandfather's  health. 

"  He  slept  until  half  an  hour  ago,  then  he 
awoke  and  asked  for  you.  Hush  I  there  he 
calls  again." 

"I  am  coming,  dear  grandfather,  I  am 
here,"  said  the  young  girl,  with  a  heightened 
colour.  She  was  hastening  in,  but  recollected 
herself  in  time  to  turn  and  say  to  her  two  pro- 
tectors, with  the  first  touch  of  shyness  she  had 
shown  as  yet,  "Signori,  I  thank  you  very 
much  for  taking  care  of  me." 

It  was  Raymond,  the  younger  of  the  two, 
who  had  the  quickness  to  answer,  "  May 
we  ask  you  in  return,  signorina,  to  make  us 
your  debtors  by  permitting  us  to  kiss  your 
hand  ?  "  A  request  the  little  lady  graciously 
granted;  but  as  she  was  evidently  in  haste 
to  go  to  her  gratidfather,  no  more  words 
passed  between  them. 

As  they  retraced  their  steps  down  the 
gloomy  staircase,  Raymond,  who  walked  first, 
saw  some  bright  object  glittering  on  the 
ground.  He  picked  it  up,  and  it  proved  to 
be  the  broken  half  of  a  bracelet  of  silver 
filigree— a  slight  thing  and  of  little  value — 
which  he  had  noticed  on  the  wrist  of  their 
new  acquaintance.  He  made  no  remark, 
but  hid  it,  welt  pleased,  inside  his  doublet. 
Theodore  saw  what  he  did,  and  smiled ; 
but  Raymond  never  saw  that  Theodore 
himself  had  already  secured  the  correspond- 
ing half. 

It  was  not  until  they  had  emerged  from 
the  narrow  streets  near  San  LazEaro  into  the 
quarter  of  the  city  called  the  Rialto  that  either 
of  them  spoke.  Then  Raymond  suddenly 
cried  out — 

"  Theodore,  I  have  seen  her  before ! " 

"Where?     In  a  church?" 

"  No ;  in  a  dream.  Walking  in  a  beautiful 
garden  with  a  rose  in  her  hand," 


Theodore  laughed.  His  smile  was  very 
pleasant ;  but  his  laugh,  which  however  was 
rarely  heard,  had  a  mocking  ring  that  was 
not  agreeable. 

"Wise  men  dream  as  well  as  fools,"  he 
said.  "But  they  are  fools  who  tell  their 
dreams." 

"Was  Joseph  a  fool?"  Raymond  might 
have  asked,  but  the  story  unfortunately  was 
not  familiar  to  him.  He  was  far  better  versed 
in  the  legends  of  Greece  and  Rome  than  in 
the  contents  of  the  Sacred  Scriptures.  He 
said,  however,  "  That  dream  must  have  come 
to  me  through  the  gate  of  ivory." 

"Well,  if  it  did,  I  suppose  you  are  awake 
now,  and  able  to  see  that  the  crowds  have 
doubled  since  the  morning.  How  excited 
the  people  look !  See  that  fellow  standing 
up  in  the  gondola,  and  haranguing  the  group 
on  the  traghetto,  who  are  almost  pushing 
each  other  down  in  their  eagerness  to  press 
forward  and  hear  him.  Let  us  come,  too, 
and  hear  what  he  has  got  to  say." 

But  at  that  moment  Francesco  Buri  hailed 
them  from  another  gondola,  and  invited 
them  on  board. 

Receiving  a  gesture  of  assent  and  thanks, 
he  bade  his  rowers  put  in  for  them ;  and 
scarcely  had  they  seated  themselves  in  the 
cabin  when  he  said — 

"  Have  you  heard  the  news?  The  Doge 
is  dead." 

"  What  ?     The  Doge  elect  ?  ■* 

"The  Foscari,  There  is  one  sad  heart 
the  less  in  Venice  to-night,  that  is  all." 

It  was  true.  The  beli  of  San  Marco,  which 
was  rung  to  announce  the  appointment  of  a 
new  Doge,  tolled  at  the  same  time  the  knell 
of  the  deposed  Foscari.  He  heard  it  as  he 
knelt  in  prayer  before  the  crucifix,  and  at  the 
sound  his  grief-wom  heart  gave  way  at  last. 
Thus  the  wicked  ceased  from  troubling,  and 
the  weary  was  at  rest.  The  aged  passed 
away  from  a  world  in  which  the  days  of  his 
pilgrimage  had  indeed  been  evil,  at  the  same 
moment  that  the  strong  man  was  rejoicing 
in  the  fruition  of  his  most  ambitious  hopes, 
and  the  young  were  dreaming,  half  uncon- 
sciously, their  first  bright  dream  of  golden 
hours  to  come. 

Well  for  Foscari  if  the  angel  of  death 
found  him,  in  very  truth,  beneath  the  Cross — 
not  alone  with  bended  knee  before  a  graven 
crucifix,  but  with  broken  heart  lifted  up  to 
One  who  was  able  to  heal  and  save,  because 
for  him— and  for  us  too — He  Himself  had 
gone  down  to  the  depths  of  agony,  and 
tasted  all  the  bitterness  of  human  sorrow, 
pain,  and  wrong.  ,,  -jv-v.-tn. 
o 
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PERHAPS  there  is  no  mode  of  travel  I  There  is  an  old-world  wealth  of  time  here, 
which  so  unites  modem  luxury  with  and  happy  resignation  to  listless  winds 
the  solemn  spell  of  old-world  mystery  as  a  j  and  stolid  calms,  which  is  quite  astonish- 
Toyage  in  a  dababieh  up  the  Nile.  Boats  of  ing.  There  are  no  anxieties  about  naviga- 
tbis  kind  may  be  obtained  as  comfortable  as  j  lion,  except  when  the  upper  reaches  of 
a  roomy  yacht,  and  furnished,  if  not  with  all  [  the  stream  are  attained,  and  the  .  cataracts 
ihe  elegances,  at  least  with  all  the  con-  i  have  to  be  passed.  By  the  usual  arrange- 
veniencies  usually  found  in  any  miniature  ment  with  the  dragoman  we  are  relie\'ed 
palace  of  the  seas.  The  large  deck-house  I  from  all  care  about  provision  for  material 
covering  all  the  after-part  of  the 
vesBi 
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wants,  having  our  own  private  hotel-keeper 
specially  retained;  and  there  is  no  com- 
petition with  other  guests  for  his  personal 
attentions.  Nor  are  the  evils  usually  asso- 
ciated witli  want  of  competition  to  be  feared. 
The  dragoman  is  dependent  on  the  recom- 
mendation of  his  clients  for  future  engage- 
ments, and  therefore  he  is  always  on  his 
good  behaviour.  The  mood  which  such  an 
atmosphere  begets  is  most  favourable  to  our 
enjoying  the  scene.  Dreamily  wc  glide  over 
the  smooth  current,  while  on  either  hand  the 
memorials  of  many  centuries  pass  before  us  as 
in  visions,  till  at  last  the  chatter  and  babel  of 
the  cataracts  reawaken  us  to  the  struggles  of 
the  present  and  work-a-day  world.  VVe  are 
afloat  in  an  independent  kingdom,  with- 
out the  dangers  of  the  ocean,  untroubled 
by  fear  of  pirates,  and  unapprehensive  of 
storms. 

The  comfort  of  such  a  mode  of  travelling 
is  conceivable  enough ;  but  the  interest  of  it 
is  something  very  wonderful.  No  other  expe- 
rience gives  us  to  feel  so  vividly  the  power 
of  association  to  gather  up  all  centuries  into 
one  continuous  lifetime,  and  all  human  gene- 
rations into  one  family.     There  is  nothing 


in  the  natural  scene  itself  which,  apart 
from  such  power  of  association,  would 
stir  the  soul  at  all.  The  Nile,  as  we  see 
it  from  our  deck,  is  simply  a  big  broad 
stream  flowing  sluggishly  through  mud 
flats  bounded  by  deserts  of  rock  and 
sand,  till  it  loses  itself  amongst  accumu- 
lations of  its  own  detritus,  and  crawls  dis- 
tractedly through  several  branches  to  the 
sea.  There  is  nothing  in  this  to  draw  the 
pensive  student  from  his  library  in  Ox- 
ford or  London,  or  to  drag  (he  luxurious 
American  across  the  ocean  at  an  enormous 
expenditure  of  dollars.  True,  the  skies 
are  sunny  azure,  while  grey  limestone, 
yellow  sand,  and  weathered  granite  give 
striking  alternations  or  combinations  of 
colour.  The  feathery  palms  touch  the 
water  with  flickering  reflections  of  infinite 
grace,  and  in  the  spring-time  the  bright 
green  crops  lining  the  banks  are  a  deli- 
cate contrast  to  the  everlasting  desola- 
tion of  the  hills.  But  it  is  not  for  sights 
like  these  that  we  have  travelled  so  far. 
True,  the  river  had  till  lately  its  physical 
mystery,  the  sense  of  which  is  even  yet 
not  wholly  lifted  from  our  spirits  by 
modern  discovery.  Fed  by  unknown 
springs,  swollen  at  regular  periods  by 
watery  treasures  from  indiscoverablc  re- 
servoirs, and  dying  away  in  the  eternal 
sea,  it  has  been  for  all  ages  the  emblem 
of  human  life,  with  its  secret  sources,  its 
sudden,  unaccountable  inspirations,  and  its 
boundless  destiny. 

But  such  thoughts  would  hardly  have 
occurred  to  us  as  we  voyage  upon,  its  sur- 
face, had  it  not  been  for  the  primeval,  con- 
tinuous, and  most  intimate  association  of 
the  Nile  with  the  pilgrimage  of  man  from 
his  trackless  beginning  to  his  immeasurable 
end.  Centuries  that  none  can  confidently 
number  have  stolen  their  slow  length  along 
this  current,  always  labouring  with  human 
longing  for  a  better  day,  always  heavy  with 
unspeakable  toiL  Other  realms,  indeed,  arc 
rich  in  memories  ;  Babylon  and  Nineveh 
have  had  great  parts  in  history;  but  this 
river-bed  is  the  great  central  avenue  of 
human  progress,  where  East  and  West  have 
rolled  together  in  one  mighty  stream,  and 
where  the  ancient  world  has  given  birth  to 
the  modern.  Solemn  and  impressive,  then, 
is  the  face  of  this  monotonous  landscape, 
for  there  is  no  plot  of  God's  earth  that 
buries  so  vast  a  sura  of  busy  human  life. 
Equal,  nay,  greater  populations,  perhaps, 
have  lived  and  died  by  other  river  banks  ; 
but  here  is  surely  the  gate  frora^pre-historic 
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barbarism  to  the  glory  of  the  laller 
day,  and  the  passions  of  the  pilgrims 
who  have  passed  through  it  are  not  to 
be  counted  only,  but  measured  in  their 
intensity. 

Man  here  seems,  too,  of  the  old 
woild.  '  See  that  group  of  sailors  re- 
lieved from  their  toil  by  the  Christian 
travellers'  Sabbath,  a  rest  which  with  us 
at  least  they  share.  Not  their  lan- 
guage only,  but  their  faces,  show  tbeui 
to  be  lineal  descendants  of  the  men 
who  toiled  along  this  river-side  five 
thousand  years  ago.  There  is  one 
there  who,  if  looks  are  any  criterion, 
might  find  the  portrait  of  his  indefi- 
nitely removed  grandfather  on  the 
pictured  barges  of  tiie  Pharaohs' 
tombs.  Or  mark  our  rets — our  Arab 
captain — who,  fearless  of  Wahabee 
puritans,  squats  there,  indolently  puf- 
fing at  a  pipe  as  long  as  himself. 
His  physiognomy  stamps  him  as  a 
lowly  scion  of  that  Semitic  race  which, 
in  the  beginning  of  history,  gave  some- 
times hordes  of  slaves,  but  oftener 
ilynasties  of  masters,  to  the  ancient 
land.  Look,  too,  upon  the  shore. 
There,  in  the  fields,  the  peasant  is  at 
work,  lifting  water  to  his  plot  of  land 
by  the  primitive  machinery  probably 
referred  to  in  the  words  of  Moses, 
when  he  says,  "  Thou  sowedst  thy 
seed,  and  wateredst  it  with  thy  foot, 
as  a  garden  of  herbs,"  ,  ^t.i^f.Jppg 
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poie,  balanced  at  its  middle  on  a  fulcrum, 
and  having  a  bucket  attached  to  its  further 
end,  while  the  nearer  end  is  pressed  down 
by  hand  or  foot  to  lift  the  water  from  the 

But  such  memorials,  though  sacred  poems, 
are  in  appearance  lowly  and  trivial  compared 
with  the  vast  monuments  in  hewn  or  sculp- 
tured stone,  which  attest  the  labour,  the 
resources,  and  the  artistic  aspirations  of 
antiquity.  That  the  Greeks  found  here  the 
original  inspiration  of  their  architecture,  per- 
haps also  of  their  sculpture,  seems  indis- 
putable. The  massiveness  of  Egyptian 
pyramids,  sturdy  columns,  and  towering  gate- 
ways, built  as  if  to  flout  the  destroyer,  Time,  ' 
is  indeed  altogether  lacking  in  the  moving 
grace  which  the  Greek  artists,  with  their 
exquisite  sense  of  form,  added  afterwards  to 
the  models  of  their  masters.  But  the  Greeks 
had  an  eye  for  nature  which  the  Egyptian 
lacked  ;  and  if  the  former  came  to  school  in 
Egypt  be  could  scarcely  fail  to  find,  in  some 
natural  surroundings  of  these  massive  struc- 
tures, si^gestions  that  would  set  his  genius  on 
fire.    In  a  village  near  Esneh,  the  palms  and 


tamarinds  that  lower  aloft  above  square 
masses  and  straight  lines,  bring  nearly  together 
the  elements  of  grace  and  power,  of  tender- 
ness and  strength,  which  the  imagination  of 
the  Greeks  fused  into  one.  The  rounded 
pillars  of  temple  courts,  and  the  capitals 
carved  into  formal  palm-leaves,  do  indeed 
give  a  touch  of  lightness  which  is  the  dawn 
of  art.  And  the  flooding  sunlight  of  this 
cloudless  land  sets  in  high  relief  every  curve 
or  fret  that  emei^es  from  the  abysmal  shadows 
behind.  But  the  prevailing  tone  is  one  of 
stately  strength  and  profound  solemnity — as 
of  workers  who  sought  by  sheer  force  of  vast 
proportions  and  unstinted  labour  to  bar  out 
the  devouring  tide  of  oblivion  that  levels  all 
human  achievement.  How  grand  is  the 
silence  of  these  ruins !  But  it  is  only  by  the 
listening  ear  and  the  understanding  heart  that 
the  wealth  of  this  silence  can  be  known. 
To  our  poor  sailors,  it  would  be  nothing  dif- 
ferent from  the  stillness  of  the  desert,  were  it 
not  that  superstition  peoples  it  with  sprites 
and  ghosts — the  attenuated  and  distorted 
reminiscence  of  the  lordly  life  once  filling 
these  empty  courts.     Yet  to  us,  as  we  think 
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of  Abraham  and  Jacob  as  sojourners  in  ihis 
land  when  it  ruled  the  world,  or  of  Joseph, 
the  first  Hebrew  statesman,  or  of  Moses  in 
his  solitary  conflict  with  the  mightiest  kingly 
power  of  the  time,  this  silence  is  full  ot 
memories  not  the  less  eloquent  because  un- 
spoken. 

But  though  silent  to  the  outward  ear,  these 
mins  have  a  most  articulate  language  ad 
dressed  to  the  discerning  eye.  The  graven 
forts  and  pictured  forms  which  everywhere 
glimmer  in  the  shadows,  and  stare  at  us  in 
the  sunlight,  are  the  epistle  of  perished  gene- 
rations to  the  modern  world.  The  story  of 
their  decipherment  is  now  familiar,  and  needs 
not  to  be  repeated.  If  we  cannot  rival  the 
prodigious  manual  toil  which,  by  cruel  strain 
of  human  muscle,  piled  these  rock-like  walls, 
the  mental  industry  of  our  day  surpasses  the 
conceptions  of  antiquity,  and  amongst  its 
most  precious  results  is  the  miracle  of  learn- 
ing that  has  made  these  stones  tell  again  the 
story  of  their  birth.  And  how  terrible  tliat 
story  sometimes  is  !  How,  for  instance,  were 
these-  enormous  hntels,  each  weighing  hun- 
dreds ot  tons,  raised  aloft  and  poised  upon 
those  gigantic  pillars  ?  The  records  now  un- 
locked reveal  that  the  whole  secret  lay  in 
a  contemptuous  disregard  of  the  labourers' 
rights,  and  a  lavish  waste  of  human  life. 
Boastful  proclamations  of  forgotten  kings  tell 
us  with  what  pious  zeal  they  set  a  thousand 


or  ten  thousand  slaves  to  work  in  honour  of 
the  idol  gods;  and  the  plainer  language  of 
pictures  shows  us  hundreds  of  men  harnessed 
by  long  ropes  to  a  single  stone  or  colossal 
statue,  while  imperious  drivers  urge  them  to 


The  machinery  used  was  of  the  simplest 
character;  but  when  it  mattered  not  how 
many  thousand  men  were  sacrificed  simple 
machinery  was  sufficient.  The  human  re- 
sources at  the  command  of  Egyptian  kings 
were  not  limited  by  their  own  immediate 
dominions.  The  ISible  tells  us  how  strangers 
from  the  north  became  a  horde  of  brick- 
makers;  and  the  inscriptions  show  us  how 
the  very  same  Nubians  and  negro  populations 
existing  now  on  the  Upper  Nile,  or  in  the 
bordering  regions  to  the  south,  were  cap- 
tured and  deported  wholesale  for  yet  more 
cruel  work.  When  machinery  first  began  to 
give  promise  of  its  recent  enormous  develop- 
ment, ignorant  workmen  dreaded  it  as  their 
foe.  But  a  maturer  experience  is  proving 
that  the  philanthropic  spirit  of  Cliristianity 
never  had  a  more  potent  instrument  for 
raising  the  condition  of  labour  than  is  afforded 
by  the  progress  of  modern  invention.  Con- 
trast the  position  of  the  workman  in  the 
Northern  States  of  America  now  with  the 
abject  wretchedness  of  the  slaves  who  reared 
these  temples.  No  doubt  the  progress  ot 
Christianity  gives  the  deepest  reason  for  the 
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difference.  But  it  is  noteworthy  that  while 
in  the  Northern  States  nothing  is  done  by 
hand  Iliat  can  possibly  be  effected  by  ma- 
cliinery,  in  Egypt  nottung  was  done  by  ma- 


chinery which  could  be  accomplished  by  any 
sacrifice  of  human  life  and  labour.  Nor 
should  it  be  forgotten  here  that  the  Southern 
States,  which  till  recently,  in  shameful  defi- 
ance of  the  religion  they  professed,  rivalled 
ancient  Egypt  in  the  cruelty  of  their  labour 
system,  found  the  use  of  machinery  quite 
iiicompatible  with  the  work  of  slaves. 
But  Uttle  did  the  ancient  kings   of  this 


land  forecast  the  scales  of  judgment  in  which 
their  polity  would  be  weighed.  They  could 
conceive  no  change  of  opinion  which  could 
diminish  their  dignity  or  dim  their  fame,  if 
only  it  were  kept  before  the  eyes  of  men.  It 
was  the  craving  for  immortality  that  inspired 
them  with  their  vast  designs.  They  wanted 
to  make  sure  that  theii  names  and  deeds 
should  live ;  and,  perhaps,  that  their  own 
bodies  should  be  kept  ready  for  the  ultimate 
resurrection,  of  which  they  had  an  obscure 
foreboding-  The  pyramids  are  the  most 
famous  witness  to  this  pre-Christian  longing 
for  eternal  life.  Many  foolish  speculations 
as  to  their  purpose  have  been  dissipated  by 
riper  knowledge,  and  it  seems  now  certain 
that  the  pyramid  is  but  a  civilised  form  of 
the  rude  tumulus  or  mound  that  marks  the 
burial-place  of  barbaric  chiefs.  But  the  dim 
forecast  of  a  future  life,  that  explains  the 
desire  of  the  savage  to  have  his  dog  and  his 
spear  or  bow  with  him  in  his  tomb,  had  been 
developed  amongst  the  Egyptians,  partly  into 
a  proud  insistance  on  posthumous  fame,  and 
p^ly  into  an  elaborate  superstition  about 
the  unseen  world.  In  the  one  sense  those 
ancient  builders  have  certainly  achieved  their 
aim.  Their  names  and  actions,  after  being 
enshrouded  for  centuries  in  a  mummified  lan- 
guage, are  now  proclaimed  to  all  the  world  ; 
and  in  modem  literature  liave  secured  an 
endurance  even  more  permanent  than  their 
plundered  and  crumbling  tombs.  But  the 
thought  that  lay  perhaps  nearer  still  to  their 
hearts — the  preservation  of  their  bones  and 
flesh  till  revivified  by  a  new  dawn  of  life — has 
been  lost  and  swallowed  up  in  the  more 
spiritual  doctrine  of  immortality  brought  to 
light  in  the  gospel. 
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'SHE  HATH  DONE  WHAT  SHE  COULD.' 


IN  Simon's  house  the  Master  sat  at  meat ; 
Then  Mary  took  a  box  of  spikenard  rare 
And  brake  it  on  His  head,  and  wiped  His  feet 
With  the  soft  splendour  of  her  trailing  hair; 
And  lo  I  the  wafting  of  the  ointment  spilled 
With  costly  fragtance  all  the  dwelling  filled. 

Then  some  there  were  that  murmured  at  lier  sore  : 
"  Why  was  the  ointment  squandered  all  for  naught  ? 

But  Jesus  bade  them  trouble  her  no  more  : 
"  This  is  a  good  work  that  her  hand  hath  wrought ; 

Her  precious  naid  aToTctime  did  she  bring 

To  grace  My  body  for  the  burying. 

''  Yea,  what  she  could  she  did.     Beneath  the  sun, 
Wherever  men  shall  preach  this  word  of  Mine, 

There  also  shall  this  thing  that  she  hath  done 
Bt  told  for  her  memorial  and  sign." 

So  spake  the  Lord  of  her,  by  men  withstood, 

Who  gave,  in  trustful  love,  what  gift  she  could. 

Mary,  thine  ointment  poured  upon  His  head, 
Mute  homage  of  thy  loving,  longing  soul. 

Only  throughout  the  house  its  odour  shed ; 
Thy  deed  is  wafted  forth  fi-om  pole  to  pole, 

Through  the  long  lapse  of  never-ending  years 

A  holy  perfume  in  disciples'  ears. 

And  lowly  souls  henceforth  shall  courage  take, 
Recalling  thy  memorial  fond  and  sweet ; 

Though  poor  their  service  for  the  Master's  sake. 
Yet  bold  to  lay  it  at  His  blessed  feet, 

Trusting  to  hear  Him  say,  "  0  servants  good, 

Ye,  too,  have  done  for  Me  what  thing  ye  could." 

FREDERICK   LANCBRIDC 
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WE  are  ail  familiar,  in  stories  at  least, 
with  the  power  which  sorrow  has  to 
transform  hair  of  every  shade  into  grey — to 
transegnre  it,  indeed,  till  it  is  exceeding 
white  as  snow.  But  sorrow  is  not  alone  in 
ihis  power.  Sometimes  the  hair  will  whiten 
bt  no  perceptible  reason,  I  was  well  ac- 
luainted  with  a  young  man,  not  more  than 
I'enty-five  years  of  age,  whose  originally 
brown  hair  rapidly  lost  its  colour  until  it 
become  as  white  as  if  he  had  passed  his 
e^lieth  year.     He  lost  none  of  his  strength, 


energy,  or  activity,  so  that  weakness  of  body 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  change. 

Taking  the  advice — not  very  disinterested, 
I  fancy — of  a  well-known  hair-dresser,  he 
kept  his  head  closely  shaved  for  a  long  time, 
wearing  a  wig  of  the  same  hue  as  the  hair  he 
formerly  boasted.  He  might  have  saved  his 
money  and  his  trouble,  for  the  hair  never 
regained  its  hue,  and  at  last  be  threw  aside 
the  wig  and  allowed  his  bair  to  grow  as  it 
chose. 

As  we  all  know,  there  are  many  humane  - 
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beings  whose  hair  is  abundantly  white  from 
childhood.  This  pheaomenon  sometimes 
occurs  even  in  the  negro,  and  as  the  skin 
partakes  of  the  loss  of  colour,  the  negro  form 
and  features  are  combined  with  a  skin  nearly 
as  white  as  that  of  an  European,  and  have  a 
singularly  unpleasant  aspect. 

,  Among  Europeans,  the  hair  of  an  albino 
often  grows  to  a  considerable  length.  The 
"Fair  Circassians"  who  ate  exhibited  in  so 
many  travelling  caravans  are  simply  albinos, 
and  are  more  likely  to  be  natives  of  Wapping 
than  of  Circassia. 

The  e)-es  of  such  albinos  are  always  pink, 
andveryintolerant  of  light.  This  peculiarity 
is  found  in  the  eyes  of  many  albinos,  such  as 
white  rabbits,  white  mice,  &c.  But  this  is 
not  the  rule  with  white  cats,  whose  eyes  arc 
sometimes  blue  ;  and  in  this  case  the  animal 
is  almost  invariably  deaf. 

The  so-called  "  \Vhite  Elephant,"  so  highly 
prized  in  Burmah  and  Siam,  is  nothing  but 
an  albino,  the  ordinary  dark  skin  being  de- 
prived of  its  colouring  matter,  so  that  it 
assumes  a  pale  yellowish  hue,  blotched  with 
pink,  this  colour  predominating  on  the  pro- 
boscis. It  is  not  at  all  an  attractive  creature, 
and  its  only  value  consists  in  its  scarcity. 

Birds  ate  very  subject  to  albinoism.  At 
almost  every  show  of  cage  birds,  there  will 
be  a  "White  Blackbird."  White  peacocks 
are  not  at  all  rare,  neither  are  white  pheasants. 
One  of  these  birds,  inhabiting  a  pasture  in 
Wiltshire,  not  far  from  "Wayland  Smith's 
Cave,"  used  to  be  quite  a  well-known  show 
some  years  since.  In  all  such  birds,  by  the 
way,  the  markings  are  not  strictly  obliterated, 
but  are  of  a  faint  bluish  grey,  so  that  the 
eyes  of  the  peacock  and  bars  of  the  pheasant 
can  be  easily  detected  in  a  good  light. 

Even  the  "  fantail''  pigeons,  so  remarkable 
for  their  beautifully  white  plumage,  are  no- 
thing but  albinos  artificially  perpetuated,  and, 
if  a.  number  of  them  were  suEFered  to  breed 
as  they  like,  they  would  revert  to  the  barred 
plumage  of  the  "  blue-rock,"  Such  is  tlie 
case  with  the  celebrated  white  cattle  of  Chil- 
ham,  every  calf  which  shows  a  tinge  of  colour 
being  destroyed. 

In  all  the  instances  which  have  been  men- 
tioncd,  there  is  no  difficulty  in  detecting  the 
cause  of  whiteness.  See,  for  example,  the 
structure  of  hair  and  feathers,  and  the  manner 
in  which  they  are  coloured.  They  are  ex- 
crescences of  the  skin,  and  grow  as  follows. 
In  the  skin  is  sunk  a  little  pit,  or  follicle,  at 
the  base  ofwhichisamass  of  pulpy  substance, 
composed  of  extremely  minute  blood-vessels 
and  supplied  with  nerves.     The  latter  cause 


the  familiar  pain  when  the  hairs  ate  pulled, 
and  the  former,  when  the  hairs  are  violently 
torn  out  of  their  sockets,  causes  the  blood  to 
flow. 

In  the  diseased  state  of  the  hair  known 
scientifically  as  J'/ica  PolonUa,  because  it 
mostly  occurs  in  Poland,  the  nerves  and 
blood-vessels  are  continued  into  the  hair,  so 
that  if  cut,  it  rot  only  causes  pain,  but 
bleeds  just  as  it  would  do  if  torn  out  by  the 
roots. 

I  have  seen  many  examples  of  this  singular 
disease.  The  hair  looks  more  like  wool  than 
human  hair,  and,  like  wool,  it  becomes  felted 
so  closely  together  that  it  cannot  be  disen- 
tangled, even  if  its  sensitive  nature  would 
permit  the  comb  to  be  used.  When  he  was 
in  England,  before  the  war  recalled  him  to 
his  country.  Dr.  Hermann  Beigel  showed  me 
a  most  remarkable  collection  oiPiica  Polonica 
scalps  belonging  to  individuals  of  varying 
ages. 

One  would  have  thought  that  any  one  who 
was  attacked  with  this  disease  would  under- 
go almost  any  amount  of  present  pain  in 
order  to  be  cured.  But,  as  a  rule,  they  will 
not  allow  anything  to  be  done  to  the  hair, 
thinking  that  the  plica  acts  as  a  sort  of  safety- 
valve  to  the  system.  Even  in  Poland  this 
disease  is  not  very  often  found,  and  when  the 
Poles  have  learned  the  value  of  soap  and 
water  it  will  disappear  altogether. 

In  this  very  abnormal  condition,  which 
win  soon  be  extinct,  and  which  scarcely 
affects  one  in  ten  millions  of  the  human  race, 
the  hair  is  vascular  and  nervous  throughout 
its  length.  But,  in  its  normal  condition, 
when  it  has  once  protruded  from  the  skin, 
the  hair,  like  horn,  scales,  feathers,  hoofs, 
nails,  and  other  excrescences,  is  practically  a 
mass  of  dead  epidermic  cells,  neither  bleeding 
nor  feeling  pain  when  cut.  Mostly,  colouring 
matter  of  various  kinds  is  deposited  within 
the  hair,  being  secreted,  like  the  hair  itself, 
from  the  pulpy  substance  that  has  already 
been  mentioned. 

It  is  now  easy  enough  to  see  that  if  the 
supply  of  colouring  matter  be  stopped,  while 
the  hair  continues  to  grow,  the  latter  will  be 
white.  If,  however,  hair  which  is  already 
filled  with  colouring  matter  be  cut,  it  will 
retain  its  hue  through  the  lapse  of  centuries. 
This  may  be  seen  by  looking  at  the  beauti- 
fully made  wig — a  lady's  wig,  I  regret  to  say 
— in  the  British  Museum.  It  was  made 
some  three  thousand  years  ago,  and  is  as 
dark,  bright,  and  glossy  as  when  it  left  the 
hair-dresser's  hands. 

If  the  colouring  matter  is  for  any  reason  to 
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be  discharged  from  hair,  various  chemical 
appliances  aie  needful,  and  even  when  the 
hair  is  whitened,  it  is  altered  in  texture,  and 
looks  more  like  a  vegetable  than  an  animal 
production.  How  then  aie  we  to  account 
for  the  extraordinary  fact  that  hair,  however 
long,  will,  in  the  course  of  a  few  hours, 
become  grey,  or  even  white,  throughout  its 
length.  The  sudden  whitening  cannot  be 
caused  by  checking  the  supply  of  colouring 
matter,  as,  if  that  were  the  case,  hair  when 
cut  would  lose  its  hue.  I  knew  a  lady  whose 
hair  turned  white  in  a  few  houcs,  a  sudden 
mental  shock  and  terror  being  the  cause,  A 
well-known  hair.dresser  tells  me  that  many 
such  cases  come  under  his  notice. 

How  can  we  account  for  such  a  pheno- 
menon as  this  ? 

The  hail  is  a  mass  of  dead  epidermal 
cells,  having  neither  nerves  nor  blood-vessels, 
and  being  no  longer  connected  with  the 
circulation.  Yet,  a  mental  emotion  either 
destroys  or  draws  out  the  whole  of  the 
colouring  matter  in  the  hair,  but  without 
altering  its  texture,  as  is  done  by  artificial 
bleaching. 

In  some  persons  the  hair  grows  to  an 
astonishing  length.  A  female  head  of  hair 
three  feet  in  length  is  not  very  common, 
eighteen  inches  being  a  good  average.  Yet 
I  have  seen  growing  hair  as  neatly  as  possible 
six  feet  in  length.  This  was  fair,  golden 
hair,  but  in  the  Exhibition  of  1862  there  was 
3  head  of  black  hair,  believed  to  be  English, 
that  was  rather  more  than  two  inches 
longer. 

Now  supposing  either  of  these  persons  to 
undergo  a  similar  mental  shock  to  that  above 
mentioned,  the  whole  six  feet  of  hair  would 
be  suddenly  whitened  by  the  action  of  the 
minute  socket  in  which  the  root  is  fixed.  No 
chemistry  is  yet  known  to  man  that  can 
achieve  such  a  task.  We  can  bleach  hair  by 
immersing  its  entire  length  in  certain  chemi- 
cal substances,  or  subjecting  it  to  certain 
gases.  But  no  one  can  whiten  hair  by  an 
application  to  its  root,  an  object  scarcely  so 
large  as  the  letter  i  in  this  type,  the  dot 
being  omitted. 

Vanquelin  tries  to  explain  the  difficulty  by 
saying  that  sudden  terror  may  cause  an  acid 
state  of  the  secretions,  and  so  destroy  the 
supply  of  colouring  matter,  as  is  sometimes 
the  case  in  brain  fever.  This  acid  might 
indeed,  if  it  existed,  whiten  the  hair  at  the 
roots,  but  that  it  could  be  forced  through  the 
whole  length  of  the  hair  is  a  manifest  impos- 
sibility. If  the  hair  were  tubular,  as  we  were 
taught  some  forty  years  ago,  we  could  under- 


stand that  a  liquid  might  be  forced  through 
it,  though  the  propelling  power  requisite  for 
this  purpose  was  undiscovered.  But  when 
we  know,  as  we  do  now,  that  the  hair  is  a 
mass  of  epidermal  cells,  without  a  central 
tube,  or  connection  with  the  circulation,  such 
a  solution  cannot  be  accepted.  The  quill  of 
a  porcupine  affords  a  good  example  of  the 
structure,  its  large  diameter  permitting  it  to 
be  examined  with  an  ordinary  pocket  lens. 

The  colouring  matter  of  the  hair  itself  is 
worth  much  more  study  than  has  yet  been 
bestowed  on  it.  Dr.  Sorby  has  made  some 
wonderful  discoveries  in  connection  with  it, 
and  has  actually  succeeded  in  procuring  suffi- 
cient pigmentary  matter  from  human  hair  to 
make  a  coloured  landscape  drawing. 

The  amount  of  red  colouring  matter  in 
hair,  for  example,  is  very  great,  and  often 
exists  where  it  is  unsuspected.  Some  years 
ago,  when  red  hair  was  at  a  discount,  and 
ladies  with  black  hair  heaped  derision  on 
their  red-haired  sisters,  they  would  not  have 
felt  much  flattered  if  they  had  been  told  that 
their  hair  had  quite  as  much  of  the  red  pig- 
ment as  that  of  the  most  fiery-locked  of  the 
despised  "  carrots." 

Yet  the  hair  of  William  Rufiis  and  of  the 
blackest  negro  possess  an  equal  amount  of 
red  matter,  only  in  the  latter  the  red  is  over- 
powered by  the  addition  of  black  particles. 

In  the  true  auburn  hair,  where  the  black 
colouring  matter  is  replaced  by  brown,  the 
red  is  visible  through  the  darker  hue,  and  in 
the  sunbeams  makes  the  hair  look  as  if 
mixed  with  threads  of  shining  gold.  In  the 
museum  at  Oxford  there  is  a  lock  of  hair 
taken  from  the  head  of  Charles  I.  Though 
it  has  lain  for  so  many  years  in  the  tomb,  it 
still  retains  its  bright  auburn,  and  in  the  sun- 
light the  golden  threads  sparkle  in  it  as  if  it 
belonged  to  a  young  girl. 

The  more  the  nature  of  the  colouring 
matter  is  studied,  the  more  difficult  becomes 
the  problem  of  suddenly  whitening  the  whole 
of  the  existing  hair  by  a  mental  emotion. 

Dr.  Sorby  mentions  one  remarkable  in- 
stance where  the  usual  order  of  nature  was 
reversed.  The  snow-white  hair  of  a  very  old 
gentleman  suddenly  turned  black.  He  could 
not  have  used  a  dye  without  discovery,  and 
the  hair  was  of  a  genuine  black,  and  not 
the  peculiar  purple  produced  artificially.  A 
few  days  after  this  change  of  colour  he  died. 

In  the  mere  hairs  of  our  head  there  are 
wonders  which  are,  as  yet,  past  finding  out. 
The  little  circle  of  our  knowledge  is  here,  as 
everywhere  else,  bounded  by  a  dark,  perhaps 
unknowable,  beyond. 


Diai.zodBjGoogle  _ 


Diai.zodBjGoogle 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 

And  oftentimes  he  stretched  his  wasted  hand 
To  reach  the  book,  and  rest  his  dying  eyes 

On  some  sweet  promise  of  that  blessed  land 
Where  Love  eternal  reigns,  and  never  dies. 

Mother  and  husband  laid  beneath  the  sod. 
What  could  avail  her  drooping  heart  to  cheer? 

What  but  the  precious  promises  of  God, 

To  whom  his  suffering  children  still  are  dear  ? 

Then  came  dark  days  of  poverty  and  woe, 
Stem  want  without,  and  in  her  heart  despair, 

Until  the  wasting  fever  laid  her  low, 
Insensible  alike  to  joy  or  care. 

And  when,  restored  from  that  strange  border-land, 
She  begged  her  neighbour-nurse  the  book  to  bring, 

She  found  it  had  been  sold  with  heedless  hand. 
Accounted  but  an  old  and  worthless  thing. 

For  many  are  the  wants  by  sickness  brought  ; 

And  those  who  nursed  her  were  as  poor  as  she  j 
And  food,  and  coals,  and  medicine  must  be  bought. 

That  the  fast-waning  life  prolonged  might  be. 

And  to  buy  these  must  other  things  be  sold — 
But  that  old  Bible  ! — had  they  only  known 

Its  treasures  were  to  her  more  dear  than  gold ; 
Since  it  was  gone  she  was  indeed  alone ! 

And  long  she  sought  it ;  searching  many  days, 
And  gazing  into  windows  where  she  saw 

Old  books  for  sale,  and  in  her  heart  always 
The  hope  of.  finding  it  she  steadfast  bore. 

And  now  her  treasure  is  her  own  again. 

Passing  a  bookstall — by  some  power  impelled — 
She  stopped,  and,  bound  as  by  some  magic  chain, 

Lo^  there  her  long-lost.  Bible  she  beheld  I 
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"  'T^HERE   is  none  like    that  "—nothing 

■L  like  that  with  its  memories  of  my  first 
victory ;  nothing  like  that  trophy  of  my  boy- 
hood, when  God  was  indeed  near  me  and 
conquered  by  my  band.  "  There  is  none  like 
that ;  give  it  me." 

We  need  hnger  but  alittle  on  the  historical 
fact.  This  was  not  the  first  time  in  David's 
life  that  he  had  been  without  a  sword  or 
weapon  at  a  critical  moment.  Once  he  said  to 
bis  giant  antagonist,  "  Thou  comest  to  me  with 
a  sword,  and  with  a  spear,  and  with  a  shield  : 
but  I  come  to  thee  in  the  name  gf  the  Lord 
of  hosts,  the  God  of  the  armies  of  Israel, 
whom  thou  hast  defied.  This  day  will  the 
Lord  deliver  thee  into  my  hand  ;  and  I  will 
smite  thee,  and  take  thine  head  from  thee 
....  and  all  this  assembly  shall  know  that 
the  Lord  saveth  not  with  sword  and  spear  : 
for  the  battle  is  the  Lord's,  and  He  will  give 
you  into  our  hands." 

And  so  it  was.  "  David  prevailed  over  the 
Fhilistine  with  a  sling  and  with  a  stone ;  but 
there  was  no  sword  in  the  hand  of  David. 
Therefore  David  ran,  and  stood  upon  the 
Philistine,  and  took  his  sword,  and  drew  it 
out  of  the  sheath  thereof,  and  slew  him,  and 
cut  off  his  head  therewith." 

This  was  the  sword  that  was  now  a  second 
time  to  bear  a  part  in  David'a  history,  not  to 
slay  another  enemy,  but  to  arm  his  own 
heart.  God  was  training  him  for  govern- 
ment. He  had  taken  him  away  from  the 
sheep-folds.  He  had  nerved  him  for  one 
memorable  feat  of  arms.  He  had  given 
him  favour  in  the  sight  of  the  king  and  of 
the  king's  son  and  of  all  the  people.  And 
now,  again.  He  was  trying  him,  still  a  youth, 
in  the  furnace  of  affliction.  The  king  whom 
he  had  served  was  seeking  his  life.  He  was 
the  man  whom  the  king  delighted  to  shame. 
He  was  a  fugitive  from  the  court  and  from 
his  country.  He  was  on  his  way,  strange  as 
it  seems,  to  take  refuge  with  Achish,  the 
king  of  Gath,  the  prince  of  that  very  Philis- 
tine city  whose  giant  champion  he  had  slain. 
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In  a  word,  he  was  passing  through  deep 
waters.  It  was  a  crisis  in  his  life.  Like 
Jacob,  first  at  Bethel  and  then  at  Peniel,  he 
was  thrown  upon  his  own  resources,  and  he 
knew  that  they  must  become  the  resources 
of  God,  or  else  they  would  surely  fail. 

In  this  spirit  he  came  to  the  sacred  city, 
and  asked  for  food  and  weapons.  The 
priest,  not  knowing  the  cause  of  his  sudden 
appearance,  gave  him  all  that  he  had.  He 
gave  him  "  hallowed  bread,"  and  he  gave 
him  also  the  sword  of  Goliath,  which  was 
wrapped,  as  a  sacred  relic,  in  a  cloth  behind 
the  ephod.  And  David  said,  "There  is 
none  like  that ;  give  it  me." 

It  was,  as  I  said,  the  trophy  of  his  boy- 
hood. In  that  thought  he  found  strength. 
That  terrible  sword,  what  did  it  symbohze  ? 
It  had  been  the  pride  of  the  giant  It  had 
hung  glittering  by  his  side  in  the  valley  of 
Elah,  the  terror  of  the  armies  of  Israel.  It 
had  been  destined  by  its  arrogant  owner  to 
cut  off  the  heads  of  the  champions  of  Israel, 
and  to  give  their  flesh  to  the  fowls  of  the 
air  and  to  the  beasts  of  the  field.  And  in  a 
moment  it  wa&changed  into  the  weapon  by 
which  his  own  head  was  to  be  taken.  It  was 
drawn  from  its  sheath  not  by  his  own  hand, 
but  by  the  hand  of  his  unarmed,  his  boyish 
conqueror.  For  a  moment,  in  the  sight  of 
the  astonished  armies,  the  young  boy  stood 
upon  the  prostrate  body  of  the  boaster. 
The  next,  the  huge  helpless  head  was  shorn 
away,  and  with  it  the  hopes  of  his  country- 
men. "When  the  Philistines  saw  their 
champion  was  dead,  they  Bed." 

If  our  own  hearts  are  stirred  within  us 
as  we  recall  that  scene  of  boyish  victory, 
what,  think  you,  must  have  been  the  stir  in 
the  heart  of  David  as  he  now  saw  and 
handled  the  well-known  trophy?  He  had 
handled  it  before,  and  to  good  purpose. 
Now  that  his  danger  seemed  even  greater, 
would  its  edge  be  blunter  ?  Would  the  arm 
of  the  Lord,  that  had  then  strengthened  him 
to  wield  it,  be  less  potent,  less  present, 
than  of  old  ?  Nay,  to  him  it  symbolized  the 
powers  of  evil  laid  low  by  the  hand  of  God. 
Evil,  with  all  its  bulk  and  all  its  bluster, 
needed  but  to  be  met  by,KC[^^.tIi^  in 
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God,  and  its  own  weapons  would  be  turned 
against  it.  Its  own  sword  would  be  the  in- 
strument of  its  discomfiture. 

And  here  we  see,  or  rather  we  fee?,  that 
this  passage  of  Scripture  was  "  written  for  our 
learning."  All  of  you  see  before  you  this 
day  the  fight  between  good  and  evil.  All 
of  you  long  to  take  part  in  that  fight  worthily, 
and  not  to  bring  dishonour  on  your  name  as 
Christians.  Manyofyouknowyour  own  weak- 
ness ;  ja  the  special  enemy  that  threatens  you ; 
remember  its  power  in  the  time  past ;  hear 
almost  the  haughty  confidence  with  which 
it  boasts  that  it  can  vanquish  you  again. 

And  some  of  you  have  already  withstood 
evil  when  it  seemed  triumphant.  You  have 
stood  face  to  face  to  it  when  others  trem 
bled.  You  have  seen  it  collapse  ingloriously 
before  a  few  gallant  words  of  contempt  and 
defiance ;  and  from  that  moment  your  dread 
of  alt  evil  has  been  less.  You  have  be- 
liex-ed  in  God's  presence.  You  have  felt 
sure  that  He  was  on  the  side  of  good,  and 
that  He  would  not  once  only,  but  so  often 
as  the  need  should  arise,  give  you  the  daring 
and  the  power  to  confront  and  to  overthrow. 

Most  blessed  of  all  experiences !  We  will 
not,  indeed,  go  so  far  as  to  assume  that  it 
has  been  the  experience  of  all.  That  would 
be  an  exaggeration,  refuted  by  the  conscious- 
ness of  not  a  few  hearts.  But  we  will  be  bold 
to  assume  that  it  is  an  experience  not  very 
rare,  and  that  it  may  become,  if  it  is  not 
already,  the  happy  experience  of  all.  And 
we  will  speak,  appealing  to  such  hearts  as 
can  follow  us,  of  the  strength,  the  wonderful 
confirmation,  that  such  an  experience  is  able 
to  supply.  It  is,  in  truth,  impossible  to  over- 
rate the  moral  value  of  a  moral  victory  gained 
in  early  youth— a  victory,  I  mean,  gained  over 
evil.  The  evil  may  be  outward  or  inward.  In 
either  case  the  victory,  boldly  wrested  from 
the  enemy  by  the  consciously  recognized 
help  of  God,  becomes  hereafter  a  panoply  of 
spiritual  strength.  It  cannot,  of  course,  be 
an  absolute  guarantee  against  subsequent 
shame  and  defeat.  The  conqueror  who 
wielded  the  sword  of  Goliath  may  live  to 
slay  Uriah  with  the  sword  of  the  children  of 
Ammon.  There  is,  in  truth,  no  security 
against  the  deepest  spiritual  fall,  except  the 
sleepless  watchfulness  of  one  who  distrusts 
himself  and  listens  for  the  voice  of  God. 

But,  making  allowance  for  such  possibili- 
ties and  such  need  of  fresh  supplies  of  power 
from  on  high,  we  may  still  pronounce  that 
God  bestows  on  His  servants  scarcely  any 
greater  safeguard  than  the  memory  of  some 
youthful  conquest. 


Evil,  I  have  said,  comes  to  us  from  within 
and  from  without.  Which  have  we  most  to 
fear  ?  Some  one,  and  some  the  other.  Evil 
comes  from  within,  urging  us  to  care  for  our- 
selves and  our  own  comfort ;  to  have  a  high 
and  formidable  temper,  which  we  mistake 
for  manliness;  to  laugii  at  anything  which 
looks  like  submission ;  to  be  amused  by  and 
to  dally  with  corrupt  thoughts.  And  we 
may,  if  we  so  please,  give  way  without  a 
struggle  to  all  this  ;  accept  it  as  the  natural 
law  or  privilege  of  boy-life ;  have  no  eyes 
for  its  brute  giant  bulk,  no  ears  for  its  coarse, 
defiant  challenge.  And  if  this  be  so,  our 
case  is  very  sad.  The  glory  of  ouv  lives 
begins  to  wane.  God  departs  from  us,  and 
keeps  away  from  us,  and  answers  us  no  more. 
But  this  is  not  the  only  alternative.  We 
may  fairly  recognise  that  the  work  which  we 
have  to  do  for  some  months  or  years  is  just 
to  fight,  and  fight  our  best,  "with both  liands 
earnestly,"  against  this  particular  evil  passion 
that  rises  up  within  ourselves.  Wc  can,  God 
helping  us,  lay  forcible  hold  on  our  every 
wayward  fancy,  drag  it  away  from  all  that 
defiles,  and  compel  it  to  busy  itself  with 
what  is  pure  and  lovely  and  of  good  I'eport. 
We  may  take  in  hand  our  vehement  temper, 
chain  it  down  whenever  it  dares  to  make  us 
revengeful  or  bitter  for  any  supposed  injury 
offered  to  ourselves,  but  give  it  free  play 
when  it  burns  with  righteous  resentment  at 
wrong  or  violence  offered  to  another.  We 
may  thus  discipline  ourselves,  by  wresting 
the  sword  from  the  grasp  of  our  antagonist, 
and  employing  it  for  his  own  destruction. 
And  if  we  do,  the  consciousness  of  strength 
thus  gained  will  never  leave  us.  Whenever 
we  think  of  it  in  the  months  or  the  years  of 
riper  experience,  it  will  be  a  pledge,  thank- 
fully accepted,  that  God  means  us  to  win  and 
not  to  lose  His  battle. 

And  so  also,  perhaps  even  more,  with  evil 
which  comes  from  without.  I  say  "perhaps 
even  more,"  because  it  is  evil  of  this  kind 
which,  with  many  at  least,  fills  the  widest 
space  in  their  memory,  and  is  most  naturally 
typified  by  the  giant  enemy  of  David.  They 
see  some  vice  very  triumphant.  Like  their 
companions,  they  have  been  used  to  be 
afraid  of  it,  to  take  for  granted  that  it  would 
always  hold  its  present  haughty  and  braggart 
language.  And  then  one  or  another  among 
them  has  gone  up  to  it,  and  spoken  out 
against  it,  and  told  it  plainly  in  the  hearing  of 
others  what  it  really  was,  namely,  base  and  low 
and  lying  and  cowardly,  and  in  a  moment  the 
eature  has  fallen  flat  on  its  face,  fairly 
ushed  in  the  dust.    The  young  assailant 
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has  dared  to  believe  Chat  good  was  stronger 
than  evil,  in  spite  of  all  appearances.  He 
has  felt  certain  in  his  own  brave  heart,  not 
because  others  said  so,  but  because  God 
Cold  him,  chat  there  was  no  real  reason  for  the 
existence  of  this  abomination,  and  that  God, 
who  spoke  in  him,  willed  its  destruction. 

And  what  I  say  is,  that  any  one  who  in 
his  early  youth  has  thus  fairly  faced  a  for- 
midable evil,  and  in  the  presence  of  others 


struck  ic  down,  is  one  '  confirmed  '  by  God 
for  life.  He  has  in  him  an  abiding  convic- 
tion that  God  is  with  him.  That  memory  will 
carry  him  through  other  and  hotter  battles. 
The  sword  of  the  giant  has,  in  the  armoury 
of  God,  been  rcforged  and  retempered  into 
the  sword  of  the  Spirit.  "  There  is  none 
like  that ;  "  none  that  so  wields  the  blended 
forces  of  the  romance  of  youth  and  the  sober 
certainties  of  increasing  self-knowledge. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  winter  passed  into  a  wet,  cheerless 
spring,  and  May  was  kept  indoors  a 
great  deal.  But  one  afternoon,  as  the  weather 
seemed  a  little  brighter,  her  aunt  determined 
to  drive  in  a  pony-carriage  to  a  neighbouring 
village  to  visit  a  poor  woman  who  had  been 
ill.  May  enjoyed  these  drives,  and,  after  the 
long  winter,  it  was  pleasant  to  be  out  in  the 
lines,  and  to  see  the  sunshine  through  the 
budding  branches.  Everything  was  very 
backward,  for  a  biting  east  wind  had  warned 
the  Qowers  not  to  be  too  hasty  in  showing 
thenaselves  above  the  earth.  The  bright 
veather  did  not  last,  and  Miss  Merton  and 
May  had  a  rather  dreary  drive  home  through 
a  damp,  drizzling  rain.  Her  aunt  was  not, 
therefore,  very  much  surprised  that  May 
woke  next  morning  with  a  sore  throat,  but 
expected  that  after  her  usual  remedies — of 
Sniel,  feet  in  hot  water,  and  a  general  toast- 
ing—the  cold  would  pass  away.  But  instead 
of  getting  belter,  on  the  evening  of  the  second 
(lay  May  was  so  feverish  and  had  such  pain 
in  swallowing  that  Miss  Merton  determined 
to  send  for  the  doctor  early  next  morning. 

The  doctor  who  usually  attended  the 
family  lived  about  three  miles  from  West- 
ivood,  and  as  he  had  a  large  practice,  and 
his  patients  lived  at  great  distances  apart, 
be  generally  started  on  his  rounds  at  ten 
o'clock.  Misa  Merton  knew  this,  and 
wished  to  send  a  letter  asking  him  to  call, 
which  would  reach  him  before  he  started  in 
the  morning.  She  therefore  called  Rob, 
and  after  giving  him  particular  instructions 
not  to  loiter,  as  the  letter  was  of  importance, 
dispatched  him  early  on  his  errand.  She 
had  some  misgivings  in  intrusting  such  a 
duty  to  Rob,  but  old  John  had  had  a  sharp 
attack  of  rheumatism,  brought  on  by  the  damp 
cold  weather,  and  could  only  hobble  about 
the  garden  on  two  sticks. 


Rob  tucked  the  letter  into  his  pocket,  and 
went  whistling  on  his  way.  He  had  not 
the  smallest  intention  of  obeying  orders, 
when  there  was  no  one  to  see  whether  he 
did  or  not.  So  instead  of  hastening  on,  he 
beguiled  the  time  by  climbing  into  the 
hedges  to  look  after  birds'  nests,  swinging  on 
gates,  and  shying  stones  at  any  birds  that 
came  wichin  reach.  So  when  he  arrived  at 
the  doctor's  house  the  doctor  had  started 
on  his  rounds,  and  would  not  return  till  late 
that  evening,  Rob  felt  vexed  lest  his  delay 
should  be  found  out,  and  ran  home,  so  that 
his  absence  might  not  seem  very  long,  and 
told  Miss  Merton  that  the  doctor  had  been 
called  out  earlier  than  usual,  trusting  that 
his  untnitb  would  not  be  discovered.  May, 
however,  grew  so  much  worse,  that  Rob  was 
again  dispatched  to  beg  that  the  doctor 
should  be  asked  to  call  when  he  returned 
from  his  visils. 

The  nest  morning,  when  Rob  went  into 
the  kitchen  wiih  wood,  he  was  surprised  to 
find  all  the  servants  in  tears,  and  as  he  noisily 
threw  down  his  load,  cook  turned  sharply 
round  and  said,  "  Well !  I  should  think  you 
might  be  quiet  lo^ay,  when  every  one's  in 
such  trouble,  and  not  come  clattering  about 
the  place  like  that." 

"  Why,"  died  Rob,  "  what's  up  ?  " 

"Why,  here's  our  dear  little  Miss  May  so 
ill,  the  doctor  says  there's  no  hope,"  and 
cook  turned  away,  her  voice  choked  with  tears. 

"  111,"  said  Rob,  growing  white,"  no  hope  ! " 

"Yes,"  said  nurse,  who  had  just  come 
down  from  the  sick-room ;  "  he  says  if  he  had 
been  sent  for  a  day  earlier,  he  might  have 
done  something,  but  now  he  is  afraid  it  is 
too  late.  It  was  very  unfortunate  that  he 
was  out  when  missis's  letter  got  there.  He 
might  then  have  saved  her."  And  nurse 
left  the  kitchen  wiping  her  eyes, 

Rob  felt  stunned,  and  went  out  silently. 
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He  knew  that  this  was  his  doing,  for  if  he 
bad  made  haste  with  Miss  Merton's  first  letter, 
he  could  have  leached  the  doctor's  long 
before  his  time  for  leaving.  And  then  came 
the  thoi^ht  of  the  little  girl,  of  his  rudeness 
to  her,  and  of  her  kind,  bright  words,  when 
he  lay  bruised  and  crying  on  the  bank,  Un- 
known even  to  himself.  May  had  touched 
the  only  soft  place  in  his  heart,  and  had 
awakened  a  love,  that  before  seemed  to 
exist  alone  for  himself  and  his  own  interests. 

"She  is  the  only  person  who  cares  any- 
thlnk  for  me,  or  who's  been  good  to  me, 
and  now  she's  going,  and  it's  all  through  me." 
Where  should  he  go?  The  sunlight  was 
floodit^  the  garden,  but  he  seemed  to  shun 
its  brightness,  and  creeping  into  the  dark 
woodshed,  behind  the  stack  of  fire-wood,  be 
threw  himself  on  the  ground  and  gave  vent 
to  his  grief. 

These  were  the  first  tears  he  had  ever 
shed,  except  for  himself  and  his  own  pains. 
Like  the  soft  showers  of  spring  they  melted 
the  icy  crust  of  selfishness  from  this  hard 
heart,  and  prepared  it  for  the  good  seed  of 
the  great  Husbandman.  For  God  uses  many 
ways  for  leading  His  wandering  children 
back  to  Himself,  and  in  this  case  the  love  of 
a  gentle,  loving  child  was  the  means  of  pre- 
paring a  dark  soul  for  the  revelation  of 
Divine  light  and  love,  before  which  all  that 
is  earthly  seems  feeble  and  poor. 

As  twihght  fell,  old  John  began  to  wonder 
what  had  become  of  Rob,  for  he  had  not  seen 
him  since  the  morning.  Poor  old  John !  his 
heart  was  very  heavy,  for  he  dearly  loved  the 
little  girl,  who  so  often  ran  to  him  for  advice 
about  her  garden.  He  felt  vexed  with  Rob 
for  giving  trouble  on  such  a  day  as  this,  but 
at  last,  as  be  did  not  come,  the  old  man  hob- 
bled away  with  painful  steps  to  hunt  for  him. 

At  last,  as  he  passed  the  wood-shed,  John 
thought  he  heard  a  sound,  and,  stopping  to 
listen,  a  sob  caught  his  ear.  Pushing  the 
door  open  and  entering,  he  peered  about, 
but  in  the  dusk  he  could  see  nothing. 
"  Rob,"  called  the  old  man,  "  Rob,  where 
areyou?  What  is  the  matter?  have  yoahuit 
yourself?" 

"  I'm  here,"  said  a  husky  voice,  very  much 
unlike  Rob's  usually  clear,  bold  one,  and  he 
raised  himself  slowly  from  the  ground. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  repeated  John, 
who  could  hear  that  the  boy  was  in  trouble. 
"  How  did  you  hurt  yourself,  lad  ?  " 

"  It  isn't  that,"  said  Rob,  with  a  fresh 
burst  of  tears,  "  it's  Miss  May.  There's  no 
hope,  and  it's  all  through  me," 

John  could  not  nnderstood  this  incoherent 


speech,  but  a  few  kind  questions  brought 
out  from  Rob  his  sad  story. 

"  My  lad,"  said  the  old  man  solemnly, 
"  they  say  while  there's  life,  tiiere's  hope. 
Our  dear  little  lady  is  in  the  good  Lord's 
hands,  and  He  knows  best  what  to  do  with 
her  and  for  us.  But  we  can  pray  that  He 
will,  if  it  be  His  good  pleasure,  spare  her  to 
us,  and  that  if  He  take  her  we  may  say, 
'  Thy  will  be  done.' " 

"Oh,  yes,"  cried  Rob,  "do  pray.  Pray 
now,  John." 

John  was  a  simple,  uneducated  old  man, 
and  his  knees  were  too  stiff  to  bend,  but, 
removing  his  hat,  he  prayed  an  earnest 
prayer,  joined  in  occasionally  by  stifled  sobs 
from  Rob.  It  went  from  two  earnest  sad 
hearts  up  to  Him  whose  ears  are  ever  open 
to  the  cry  of  the  sorrowful. 

It  was  die  beginning  of  a  new  life  to  Rob. 
The  first  rays  of  Divine  sunshine  were  stream- 
ing in  through  the  darkened  casement  of  his 
heart. 

CHAPTER  V. 

Fob  many  days  May  hovered  between 

life  and  death,  and  sad  days  they  were  to  the 
whole  household,  and  especially  to  old  John 
and  Rob.  But  at  last  a  slight  improvement 
began,  and  very  gradually,  with  many  re- 
lapses, May  came  back  to  life. 

AIL  this  time  liad  not  been  lost  with  Rob. 
Ever  since  the  evening  when  the  old  gardener 
had  found  htm  in  his  sore  trouble  in  the- 
wood-shed,  there  had  been  a  bond  of  sym- 
pathy between  them  that  had  not  existed 
before.  John  had  been  a.  good,  Christian 
man  for  many  years,  but  he  was  a  quiet  man,. 
rather  shy  of  speaking  of  his  religious  feelings, 
and  not  given  to  many  words  on  any  sub- 
ject. Since  Rob  had  Uved  with  him,  he  had 
sometimes  felt  that  he  ought  to  speak  to  the 
lad,  and  urge  him  to  be  godly;  but  it  seemed 
especially  difficult  to  do  so  with  this  bold,. 
careless  boy.  But  now  that  sorrow  had 
touched  and  opened  his  heart,  John  put 
aside  his  natural  reserve  and  spoke  earnestly 
to  him. 

Till  this  time,  Rob  bad  been  quite  con- 
tented with  himself,  and  so  long  as  his  wrong- 
doing brought  on  him  no  punishment,  he 
had  no  Stings  of  conscience.  But  now  he 
felt  his  sin  and  longed  for  its  possible  result 
to  be  averted.  John  showed  him  how  slight 
was  the  fault  he  had  committed  against  May, 
compared  with  his  sin  in  refusing  obedience 
to  his  Lord,  and  the  boy's  heart,  full  of 
sorrow,  was  still  further  touched  by  the  story, 
till  now  unheeded,  of  Christ's  sufferings  and 
death,  not  for  His  friends  alone,  but  for  those 
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who  like  him  had  turned  a  deaf  ear  lo  His 
loving  call.  What  fear  of  puoishment  had 
never  done,  Christ's  love  could  do,  and  Rob 
yearned  for  forgiveness  from  that  gracious 
Saviour,  and  longed  to  live  for  Him. 

As  days  passed  on  and  May  grew  stronger, 
Rob,  when  his  work  was  over,  rambled  into 
the  woods,  hunting  for  primroses  and  violets 
and  lovely  scarlet  moss  cups,  and  sent  them 
up  to  May  by  nurse.  Even  cook  was  struck 
by  the  change  in  the  lad,  but  her  behef  in 
"them  boys"  was  not  strong,  and  she  only 
hoped  the  good  fit  would  last.  Rob  had 
nuny  struggles  with  self,  and  cook  little 
thought  what  a  stumbling-block  her  sharp 
words  were  in  his  way ;  but  he  was  distrustful 
of  himself,  and  prayed  earnestly  in  his  own 
simple,  rough  language,  and  a  kind  word  or 
warning  look  from  John  helped  him  on  his  way. 

At  last,  one  morning,  nurse  brought  down 
a  message  that  May  would  like  to  see  Rob. 
He  had  been  up  very  early  weaving  a  basket 
of  twigs,  the  sides  of  which  he  covered  with 
moss,  while  inside  it  was  filled  with  sweet 
white  and  purple  violets  and  pale  primroses. 
He  had  sent  it  up  by  nurse,  and  now  May 
wanted  to  thank  him  for  it.  Rob  rubbed  his 
face  at  the  pump  till  it  shone,  and  tried  to 
make  his  hands  white  with  much  soap,  and 
then  waited  with  impatience  nurse's  sum- 
mons. When  she  called  him  in,  a  fit  of  shy- 
ness came  over  him,  and  he  almost  wished 
he  were  not  going.  He  tried  in  vain  to 
make  no  noise  in  going  up-stairs,  and  was 
quite  crimson  with  the  effort  when  he  reached 
May's  door.  But  when  he  saw  the  pale, 
thin,  little  figure  on  the  sofa,  a  lump  rose  in 
his  throat,  and  the  tears  fell  one  by  one 
down  his  face. 

"Why,  Rob,"  cried  May  cheerfully,  "you 
mustn't  cry.  I  am  getting  well  now,  and 
shall  soon  be  able  to  come  into  the  garden. 
And  I  do  think  your  flowers  did  me  quite  as 
much  good  as  the  nasty  medicine  the  doctor 
sent ;  don't  you,  nurse  ?  " 

Nurse  laughed,  and  Rob  soon  recovered 
himself,  and  went  away  very  happy  and  com- 
forted. 

In  a  little  time  May  was  well  enough  to 
go  away  to  the  sea-side,  but  she  left  special 
injunctions  that  Rob  was  to  put  her  garden 
in  nice  order  before  she  came  back.  This 
he  gladly  undertook,  but  his  chief  ambition 
was  to  be  able  to  read  and  write  nicely  before 
her  return,  so  that  he  might  please  and  sur- 
prise her.  Old  John,  however,  could  not  help 
him  much,  not  being  a  "scholar"  himself, 
but  one  day  Rob  summoned  up  courage 
enough  to  speak  to  Mr.  Forrester,  who  had 


come  in  to  consult  John  about  some  plants. 
He  listened  patiently,  and  then  said  that  he 
would  speak  to  Miss  Janet  about  it,  and  let 
Rob  know.  The  kind  lady  offered  her  ser- 
vices as  his  teacher,  and  he  soon  made  rapid 
progress.  But  he  learnt  more  than  reading 
and  writing  from  her.  Her  patient  face  and 
her  gentle,  bright  words  soon  showed  even 
this  ignorant  boy  what  the  spirit  of  Christ 
is,  and  he  found  in  her  ready  sympathy  in  his 
troubles,  while  she  taught  him  of  a  Friend 
who  calls  the  weary  and  heavy  laden  to  Him. 

"  You'll  please  not  tell  Miss  May,  ma'am," 
was  Rob's  request. 

At  last  May  came  back,  strong  and  rosy^ 
and,  with  some  fear,  determined  to  begin  her 
old  lessons  with  Rob.  She  felt  sure  that  he 
would  have  forgotten  all  he  ever  knew,  for 
his  lessons  from  Miss  Janet  had  been  kept  a 
profound  secret.  So,  with  rather  a  heavy 
heart,  she  went  into  the  kitchen,  and  found 
Rob  all  ready,  with  very  clean  hands  and  face, 
and  with  quite  a  twinkle  in  his  eyes. 

"Well,  Rob,"  said  May,  "you've  had  a 
long  holiday.  I  am  afraid  you  will  have  for- 
gotten  everything." 

Rob's  face  quite  shone  with  delight  as 
he  began  to  read,  and  slowly,  but  clearly 
and  well,  went  through  the  lesson.  His 
dehght  knew  no  bounds  when  he  saw  by 
May's  face  how  astonished  and  pleased  she 
was.  After  this  came  his  copy-book,  care- 
fully filled,  with  every  page  showing  an  im- 
provement on  the  last.  And  then,  cook 
and  nurse  being  out  of  the  room,  he  told 
May  little  by  little  about  himself,  and  that 
be  had  not  only  leamt  to  read  and  write, 
but  had  been  taught  the  love  of  Christ. 

"  Ah,  Rob  1 "  said  May,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes,  "I  was  so  troubled,  when  I  began  to 
he  ill,  because  I  thought  no  one  would  care 
for  you,  or  teach  you.  I  forgot  that  God 
cared  for  you  far  more  than  I  did,  and  that 
He  could  teach  you  what  I  never  could." 

"  But,  Miss  May,"  said  Rob,  "  I  think  it 
was  God  who  put  it  into  your  heart  to  be 
kind  to  me,  after  I  had  been  so  rude  to  you. 
It  was  you  who  first  cared  for  me,  and  I 
could  never  have  believed  God  could  love 
me  if  I  hadn't  first  known  that  you  had  had 
pity  for  me." 

And  so,  though  May  never  became  a 
heroine,  or  performed  a  world-famous  deed, 
she  made  part  of  that  great  army  of  workers 
for  God,  to  whom  one  day  the  Divine  wel- 
come will  be  given,  "  Well  done,  good  and 
faithful  servant :  thou  hast  been  faithful  over  a 
few  things,  I  will  make  thee  ruler  over  many 
things :  enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord." 
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YOU  may  have  heard  a  child  talking  of 
what  it  is  going  to  be,  and  of  what  it  is 
going  to  do.  YoLi  may  know  the  child — it 
laay  be  your  sister  or  your  brother,  or  your 
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cousin,  or  some  schoolfellow.  You  may  be 
such  a  child  yourself.  Now,  a  child  may  be 
-childish,  and  be  only  talking  for  the  sake  of 
having  something  to  say.  The  words  may 
only  come  from  the  mouth,  and  not  from  the 
heart.  But  a  child  may  be  childlike — like  a 
child,  like  what  a  child  ought  to  be,  like 
what  a  child  might  be,  like  what  our  Saviour 
was  when  He  was  a  child. 

We  have  to  remember,  that  God  gave  to 
tis  His  son,  not  only  to  show  us  that  He 
was  really  our  father,  but  also  to  show  us 
what  we  are,  and  what  we  ought  to  be.  Our 
I.X)rd  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  took  upon 
Him  our  nature,  and  was  made  in  all  points 
like  unto  us.  He  was  without  sin.  He 
Jiiade  no  mistakes.  So  we  may  look  at 
what  He  was,  and  at  what  He  did,  and  we 
may  see  what  we  ought  to  be.  He  was  a 
child,  and  when  he  was  a  child  we  find  Him 
speaking  as  a  child,  of  what  He  was  going  to 
be,  and  of  what  He  was  going  to  do. 

We  read  that  those  who  heard  what  He 
had  to  say  did  not  understand  Him,  and  as 
people  laugh  at  things  that  they  do  not  un- 
derstand, we  may  fairly  imagine  that  the 
boy's  words  would  be  received  much  in  the 


same   way   as   the  dreams    and   visions   ol 
Joseph  were  received  by  his  brothers.     Some 
people  may  laugh  at  you,  as  you  seem  obliged 
to  talk  sometimes  out  of  the  abundance  of 
your  heart.     But  you  need  not  mind  them, 
Joseph's  father  did  not  laugh  at'him,  for  he 
made  him  a  coat  of  many  colours,  much  in 
the  same  way  as  Hannah  made  a  little  coat 
for   little    Samuel.     And  we   read    that   the 
mother  of  our  Lord,  as  she  heard 
her   boy    speak,  "  kept  His   say- 
ings in  her  heart."     Your   father 
and  youc    motiier,    if    they  hear 
you  talking  sometimes  out  of  the 
fulness   of  your  heart,    may   say 
nothing  to    you,   but   what     you 
have  said  may  set  them  thinking 
as   to  whether   or  not  God    has 
been    calling  you,  and  may  lead 
them  to  be  ever  praying  for  you, 
that  you  may  never  be  disobedient 
to  heavenly  visions. 

Ycu   may  be  mistaken.      But 
you  must  remember  that  it  is  no 
mistake  to  think  that  every  one 
who  is  horn,  is  bom  for  some  end, 
and   that    every  one  who  comes 
into  the  world,   comes  into  the 
world    for    some    purpose.      We 
are  told   that  God  has  made  all  things,  and 
that  He  has  made  nothing  in  vain.     We  are 
ever  finding  out  that  things  that  were  thought 
to    be  useless   oc   injurious  are    absolutely 
necessary.     Years  ago,  farmers  used  to  de- 
stroy birds,  now  they  have  found  out  their 
mistake,  for    they  have  learnt  that  the  birds 
of  the  air  have  to  help  them  as  they  try  to 
grow  crops  of  corn.     We  are  lold   by  our 
Lord  that  we  are  of  more  value  than  many 
sparrows,  and   if  little  sparrows  are  wanted, 
how  much  more  little  children. 

You  may  be  mistaken  about  what  you 
think  you  have  to  be,  or  what  you  think 
you  hare  to  do.  And  so  you  must  wait  a 
while,  and  watch  and  pray;  and  because  you 
may  be  mistaken,  you  must  from  the  first 
acknowledge  God  in  all  your  waj's,  and  He 
will  direct  your  steps.  The  old  prayer, 
"Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do?" 
must  ever  be  in  your  heart. 

If  each  of  us  have  some  special  work  in 
which  we  hare  to  spend  our  lives,  then  if  we 
are  to  spend  happy  lives,  and  to  be  happy  in 
our  work,  we  must  each  for  ourselves  be 
persuaded  that  God  Himself  has  given  us 
our  work.    This  persuasion— conviction — is  a 
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personal  conviction,  anu  it  can  only  come  to 
us  in  one  way.  It  must  come  from  God. 
Here  we  see  the  necessity  for  prayer.  If  we 
ih'mk  and  talk  without  prayer,  we  shall  only 
think  and  talk  as  children,  childishly.  But  if 
we  ask  veshallreceive,ifweseekwe  shall  find, 
if  we  knock  the  door  will  open,  for  God  will 
«peak  to  OS  as  His  children,  and  we  shall 
know  in  deed  and  in  truth  that  He  has  called 
us,  and  we  shall  think  of  some  work,  and  talk 
sometimes  of  it,  as  our  calling — vocation. 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour,  when  He  was  stand- 
ing at  the  bar  of  Pilate,  and  speaking  of  the 
£Dd  for  which  He  was  bom,  was  giving  utter- 
ance to  a  conviction  that  had  possessed  Him 
throughout  the  vrtiole  of  His  career.  It  had 
03me  to  Him  when  He  was  a  lad  of  twelve 
years  of  age,  and  yet  He  continued  as  a  child 
obedient  to  his  parents.  He  had  bad  to 
spend  the  greater  part  of  His  life  as  a  village 
'Carpenter,  year  after  year  doing  veiy  humble 
work,  and  living  on  very  humble  food,  but 
the  fire  of  His  boyish  enthusiasm  was  ever 
bnming,  it  never  went  out.  And  when  He 
J>egan  His  public  life  neither  the  people  of 
His  A-illage  nor  even  His  own  relations  be- 
lieved in  Him.  Amidst  universal  opposition 
meekly  and  quietly  He  went  on  His  way, 
-doing  good,  bearing  witness  to  the  truth, 
.seeking  and  saving  the  lost  Outwardly 
there  was  nothing  to  sustain  or  encourage 
Him.  Doing  the  work  God  had  given  Him 
to  do.  He  found  His  reiiige  and  strength  in 
God,  and  so  we  hear  Him  saying,  "  My  meat 
is  to  do  the  will  of  Him  who  sent  me,  and  to 
£nish  His  work."  "  I  came  not  to  do  my 
own  will,  but  the  will  of  Him  who  sent  me." 
And  the  same  spirit  is  seen  at  the  close, 
when  apparently  there  was  only  iailuie  and 
disgrace.  The  ruling  passion  was  strong 
in  death,  for  He  died  referring  to  His  life- 
work,  saying,  "  It  is  finished." 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  was 
the  Son  of  God,  and  yet  He  was  made  in  all 
jwints  like  unto  us.  You  are,  as  people  say, 
only  children,  and  you  think  and  speak  as 
children.  You  cannot  think  or  speak  in  any 
Other  way.  But  if  any  of  you  are  thinking 
of  living  such  a  life  as  the  life  of  our  Saviour, 
I  tell  you,  you  are  not  thinking  of  something 
that  is  impossible.  "For  to  this  end  you 
were  bom,  and  for  this  purpose  you  came 
into  the  world," 
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opening  Hrmn ;    "  Littlo  cbildren,  praita  the  Saviour/' 

Lwoa:  Jutt.T,  41 — 41  aodiij.  4^—50.  Conclodinff  Hjdid  : 

There  are  children  who  are  not  sons  or 
daughters.    When  we  see  a  girl  or  a  boy 
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doing  anything  in  the  same  way  as  their  father 
or  mother,  we  say,  "  There  is  the  mother's 
son,"  "  Tliere  is  the  father's  daughter."  But 
some  children  are  not  like  their  parents,  they 
are  indeed  something  bke  them  in  appear- 
ance, but  not  in  reality.  They  are  not  like 
them  in  their  conduct  and  their  character. 
As  you  look  at  these  children,  as  you  listen 
to  what  they  say,  and  as  you  watch  their 
actions,  you  are  surprised  to  learn  their 
names,  and  to  find  that  although  they  have 
the  same  form  and  figure,  they  do  not  seem  to 
have  the  same  habits  and  principles.  There 
are  some  children  who  do  not  wish  to  be  like 
their  parents.  Their  father  and  their  mother 
have  been  hard-working  people,  and  the 
children  are  evidenUy  ashamed  of  work. 
The  parents  have  laboured,  and  the  children 
think  because  their  father  and  mother  have 
worked,  they  may  do  nothing.  They  have 
no  idea  of  entering  into  their  labours,  and 
carrying  on  their  work,  but  on  the  other  hand 
they  are  only  thinking  how  they  can  spend, 
and  in  their  way  enjoy,  the  fiuits  of  their 
parents'  labours. 

Our  Saviour,  in  the  words  we  have  quoted, 
evidently  glories  in  His  Father  as  one  who 
had  worked,  and  is  jvorking,  and  He  seems 
to  account  for  His  own  habit  of  working, 
through  his  being  the  Son  of  His  Fatho-. 
"  My  Father  works,  and  I,  as  His  son,  work." 
Our  Lord  refers  once  and  again  to  His  works, 
as  a  sign  of  His  sonship.  "The  works  that 
I  do  they  bear  witness  of  me."  And  it  was 
evidently  in  recognition  of  what  our  Lord 
was  doing,  that  the  heavens  opened,  and  the 
voice  came,  saying,  "  This  is  my  beloved  Son, 
in  whom  I  am  well  pleased."  We  are  told 
also,  for  our  comfort,  of  the  special  promise 
given  to  any  who  are  doing  the  will  of  God, 
"  I  will  be  3  father  to  you,  and  ye  shall  be 
my  sons  and  daughters,  saith  the  Lord  God 
Almighty." 

Work  is  divine.  Work  is  of  God.  Work 
is  godlike.  We  read  that  "  love  is  of  God," 
and  that  "  every  one  who  loveth  is  born  of 
God."  Now,  I  think,  you  will  be  very  glad 
to  find  that  you  have  got  to  pass  your  lives 
doing  the  same  things  that  God  is  ever  doing, 
and  doing  the  same  things  that  our  Saviour 
did  when  He  came  to  live  in  this  world.  We 
have,  if  we  want  to  be  sons  and  daughters  of 
God,  to  be  perfect,  even  as  our  Father  who  is 
in  heaven  is  perfect.  God  loves,  and  we 
must  love.  God  works,  and  we  must  work. 
What  simphcity  there  is  in  godliness — in 
Christianity  I  You  see  that  the  same  mind 
that  was  in  Christ  Jesus  could  be  in  you. 
You  could  say  if  you  were  really  the  childrea 
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of  God — His  sons  and  His  daughters — "  My 
Father  loves,  and  I  love.  My  Father  works, 
and  I  work." 

I  have  just  been  reading  the  life  and  look- 
ing at  the  pictures  of  a  French  artist.  The 
tnan  was  a  peasant  and  a  painter.  His  name 
was  Millet,  and  he  was  bom  and  bred  to 
work.  He  seemed  to  be  fascinated  by  work, 
and  when  he  found  out  that  he  coiild  paint 
he  began  to  paint  work,  and,  though  tempted 
sorely,  he  would  paint  nothing  else.  The  man 
could  really  paint,  for  his  drawing  is  full  of 
truth,  and  his  colour  is  full  of  poetry.  He 
was  a  great  painter,  and  yet  his  dress,  his  fare, 
and  his  life  were  the  dress,  and  the  fare,  and 
the  life  of  a  working  man.  His  great  picture, 
exhibited  in  Paris,  was  "  The  Sower,"  a  poor 
peasant,  admirably  drawn,  picturing  the  toil 
of  great  multitudes  who  have  worked  all  their 
lives,  and  are  now  resting  from  their  labours. 
Amongst  his  other  pictures  are  two  peasants 
with  their  long,  ungainly  spades  digging  up  a 
waste;  and  then,  again,  a  man  with  perfect 
action  reaping  his  com;  and  there  is  still 
another  picture,  and  there  you  see  some  poor 
women  stooping  and  gleaning,  picking  up  the 
fragments  of  a  harvest. 

We  were  referring  inour  last  litfle 
to  some  diildren  who  seemed  to  be  fond. of 
talking  of  what  they  were  going  to  be.  We 
may  have  feeen  ■  speaking  of  you.  Now,  if 
you  wake  up  after  your  dreams  and  your 
visions  to  feel  that  there  is  some  work  to  b^ 
doiie,  and  that  what  has  to  be  done  will 
leave  you  no  time  to  be  idle — ^ho  opportu- 
nity of  having  yoi^r  own  way,  I  think  I  may 
tell  you,  as  £1!  told  little  Samuel,  that  God 
lias  been  calling  you. 

If  you  want  to  be  anything  you  must  dq 
something,  and  it  is  a  great  consohtioo  that 
we  are  not  left  to  find  out  what  we  must  do, 
but  we  may  ask  God  what  He,  as  our  Father, 
would  have  us,  as  His  children,  to  do.  A 
father  sometimes  teaches  his  child  his  own 
business;  and  we  read,  "The  Father  loveth 
the  Son,  and  showcth  Him  all  things  that 
Himself  doeth."  And  our  Lord  haSi  pro- 
mised us  that  "  The  works  that  I  do  ye  shall 
do  also." 

Surely  it  is  a  good  thing  to  be  bom  if  we 
come  into  the  world  to  do  the  will  of  God — 
if  we  live  not  doing  our  own  will,  but  the  will 
of  Him  who  sent  us.  Our  lives  may  be  full 
of  work,  hard  woA,  but  we  may  always  com- 
fort ourselves,as  our  Lord  comforted  Himself, 
*'  My  Father  worketh  hitherto,  and  I  work." 
,  And  we  need  not  be  disheartened  or 
troubled  at  any  time.  Wc  may  always  trust 
to  our  Father  and  our  Saviour,  if  we  believe 
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our  Father  will  work  in  us  to  will  and  to  do 
His  good  pleasure;  so  that  the  works  that 
we  shall  do  will  not  be  our  own  wortcs,  but 
the  works  of  our  Father  who  dwelleib  in  us. 
If  we  gave  up  ourselves  entirely  to  Christ, 
then  we  should  find  the  same  mind  in  us 
which  was  in  Him.  "  The  Son  can  do  no- 
thing of  Himself,  but  what  He  seeth  the 
Father  do ;  for  what  things  soever  He  doeth, 
these  also  doeth  the  Son  likewise." 


Opealag;  Hyma:  **Lord.  d  ji.iiq.u«jiu  uiu 
•on :  Pier.  hit.  14— m.    Concluding  Hjma  1 

The  Bible  is  fiiU  of  portraits  and  pictures. 
Here  we  have  a  portrait  of  "  the  sluggard." 
And  in  the  Z4th  chapter  of  the  Proverbs  we 
have  a  picture  of  "  the  field  of  the  sluggard." 
The  picture  matches  the  portrait.  You  look 
at  the  field  and  you  find  it  ovei^jown  with 
thoms  and  nettles,  and  the  fence  is  brokea 
down,  and  you  wonder  to  whom  the  field 
belongs,  and  how  it  came  to  be  in  this  for- 
lom  condition.  And  then  you  turn  and  look 
at  the  portrait,  and  you  see  a  man  sitting 
over  the  fire, doing  nothing.  That  manis  the 
owner  of  the  field.  The  time  is  winter,  just 
the  time  for  stubbing  the  thoms  and  for  ckar- 
ing  the  ground,  hut  it  is  cold  and  the  wind 
blows  keenly.  The  man  is  not  poor,  for  he 
has  a  plough  as  well  as  a  field,  and  he  hii& 
oxen  to  draw  the  plough.  The  man  is  not 
ill,  he  is  well  and  strong;  he  could,  if  he 
liked,  yoke  his  oxen  and  drive  them  to  the 
field  and  take  the  opportunity  of  the  season 
for  ploughing.  But  ^e  man  is  lazy,  and  the 
fire  is  comfortable,  and  it  will  be  much  wanner 
in  doors  than  out  of  doors,  and  so  the  man 
leaves  his  plough  idle,  and  the  oxen  stand  all 
day  in  their  sUll,  and  the  man  puts  some 
more  wood  on  the  fire  and  sits  down  and 
goes  to  sleep. 

We  all  know  enough  of  the  world  in  which 
we  live  to  know  that  such  a  state  of  things 
caimot  last  long.  The  fire  will  bum  out,  and 
the  man  and  the  oxen  must  be  fed  as  well 
as  the  fire.  The  sluggard  may  sleep  on 
and  forget  everything  as  long  as  the  fire 
bums,  but  when  the  fire  is  out  he  will 
wake  up  cold  and  hungry.  What  will  he  do  ? 
We  have  another  picture,  and  in  that  picture 
we  find  the  sluggard  takes  to  be^ng.  This 
picture  is  what  we  call  very  natural.  Wc 
mean,  by  natural,  that  it  is  trae  to  life. 
We  know  that  those  persons  who  are  not 
ashamed  to  be  idle,  are  not  ashamed  to  beg, 
or  at  least  to  borrow.    The  man  borrows  or 
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begs  food  for  himself  and  for  his  cattle,  and 
fuel  for  his  fire. 

The  winter  passes.  The  opportunity  for 
ploughing  is  lost.  It  is  of  no  use  to  sow  seed 
in  untilled  ground.  The  field  is  left  to  itself. 
The  friends  of  the  sluggard  get  tired  of 
supplying  his  wants.  He  sells  his  plough, 
his  oxen,  and  at  last  his  field.  And  then  ve 
have  a  final  picture.  The  harvest  has  come, 
the  fields  are  covered  over  with  com,  and  the 
slu^ard  is  painted  in,  true  to  life,  not  glean- 
ing, not  doing  anything  to  help  himself,  not 
doing  anything  that  has  any  work  in  it,  but 
begging.  And  the  sluggard  is  left  to  heg,  and 
to  get  nothing. 

Tbe  portraits  and  the  pictures  of  the  Bible 
are  painted  for  all  times  and  for  all  people. 
There  is  no  respect  of  persons.  The  rich  and 
the  poor,  the  old  and  the  young,  the  children 
and  their  parents  will  find  their  likenesses  in 
this  photograph  album.  Already  you  will 
have  picked  out,  in  the  sluggard  of  Solomon, 
some  one  whom  you  have  known.  You  have 
seen  the  likeness.  Perhaps  you  have  been 
frightened  by  some  resemblance  to  yourself. 
Well,  there  are  children  who  are  sluggards. 

There  are  slu^ards  in  homes.  There  are 
some  children  who  do  not  seem  to  be  ashamed 
to  let  their  brothers  and  sisters  wait  upon 
them,  without  returning  in  some  way  or  other 
the  help  they  have  received.  In  every  home 
there  is,  ever  and  anon,  something  that  must 
be  done  by  some  one  of  the  children  in  the 
home.  There  is  some  work  to  be  done  which 
will  involve  some  troable  or  some  self-sacri- 
fice. Perhaps  you  have  left  such  things  to 
be  done  by  your  sister  or  your  brother.  If 
you  are  tempted  to  be  lazy  and  self-indulgent, 
think  of  Solomon's  sluggard.  And  if  you  find 
you  are  still  disinclined  to  exert  yourself,  or 
to  deny  yourself,  then  remtmber  Him  who  laid 
down  His  life  for  you,  and  who  wants  all  of 
us  to  be  laying  down  our  lives  for  others. 

There  are  sluggards  at  school.  You  have 
some  lesson  which  you  find  to  be  very  diffi- 
cult. You  do  not  seem  as  if  you  could  ever 
master  it.  You  are  tempted  to  shirk  the 
lesson.  It  may  be  spelling,  or  grammar,  or 
arithmetic  Now  I  want  to  tell  you  that  if 
you  do  not  learn  how  to  spell,  or  how  to 
cakulate  when  you  are  children,  when  you 
grow  up  to  be  men  and  women  you  will  he 
beigars.  Yon  will  always  be  dependent  upon 
others,  and  be  ever  obliged  to  ask  for  infor- 
mation. And  again  and  again  in  life,  you 
will  find  there  is  no  one  to  tell  you  what  you 
might  have  learnt  for  yoiu^lf. 

TTie  law  of  work  underlies  our  whole  life. 
You  will  find  presently  that  you  will  have  to 


leave  home  and  school,  and  to  go  out  into 
the  world  and  work  for  your  living.  And  we 
want  you  therefore  to  understand  the  world 
into  which  you  have  been  bom.  It  is  a  world 
of  work.  There  is  no  room  for  sluggards.  If 
you  will  not  work,  and  take  to  begging  or 
borrowing,  you  will  find  again  and  again  that 
will  get  nothing. 

We  are  told,  further,  that  we  have  to  work 
It  our  salvation.  God  has  loved  us  and  has 
given  His  only  begotten  Son  that  we  might 
not  perish  but  have  eternal  life.     His  king- 
dom of  heaven  is  open  to  all  believers.     But 
the  gate  is  strait,  and    the  way  is  narrow. 
And  so  we  find  our  Saviour  entreats  us  to 
strive  and  agonize  to  enter  in. 
We  have  the  portrait  of  the  sluggard  and 
sketch  of  his  history,  and  as  we  look  at 
e  man  and  see  his  end,    we  seem  to  hear 
again   the  old  warning,  "  Be  not  deceived, 
God  is  not  mocked,  for  whatsoever  a  man 
soweth  that  shall  he  also  reap." 

'    FOURTH  EVENING. 


There  are  those  who  have  seemed  to 
know  not  only  how  to  live,  but  how  to  die. 
They  have  lived  useful  lives,  serving  their 
day  and  generation  by  doing  some  great 
work,  and  then  we  find  that  they  have 
made  some  provision  by  which  the  work  of 
their  life  may  be  carried  on  after  their 
death.  They  have  taken  the  life  that  is 
common  to  all,  and  have  found  in  its  days 
and  years  time  and  opportunity  for  the  ac- 
complishment of  some  great  service  to  others. 
And  then  when  death  has  come,  the  death 
that  is  common  to  all,  with  the  same  genius, 
they  have  made  even  death  subservient  to 
their  ruling  purpose  and  passion. 

It  would  seem  that  this  fact  is  brought  before 
us,  as  tAe  fact  whidi  we  are  particularly  to 
notice,  as  we  consider  the  character  and  the 
career  of  the  patriarch  Joseph.  And  this 
fact  will  be  of  special  interest  to  children,  for 
Joseph  is  brought  before  us  when  he  is 
young,  dreaming  dreams  and  seeing  visions  ; 
talking  as  if  he  had  been  bom  to  do  some- 
thing, and  had  come  into  the  world  for  some 
particular  purpose. 

The  history  of  Joseph  is  full  of  wonders 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end.  And  the  end, 
as  we  shall  see,  is  as  wonderful  as  the  begin- 
ning. Joseph  was  one  of  those  boys  who 
have  made,  as  people  say,  their  own  way  in  the 
world.  There  is  this  difference,  however,  in 
the  case  of  Joseph :  his  way  was  God's  w«y- 
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We  are  told  distinctly,  "  the  Lord  was  with 
Joseph,  and  he  was  a.  prosperous  man." 
There  was  nothing  in  Joseph's  favour,  but, 
on  the  other  hand,  everything  seemed  to  be 
against  him.  He  had  the  misfortune  to  be  a 
favourite  child,  and  Iberefore  his  brothers 
hated  him;  he  had  dreams,  and  talked  of 
them,  and  his  father  rebuked  him,  and  his 
brothers  ridiculed  him.  The  victim  of  malice, 
he  vas  early  in  life  flung  out  into  the  world, 
but  he  falls  on  his  feet  and  makes  good  his 
first  footing.  He  does  not  stand  long  before 
he  is  thrown  again  ;  but  although  he  suffers 
wrongfully,  and  is  put  into  prison,  he  finds 
there  is  something  to  do  in  a  prison ;  and 
doing  what  his  hands  find  to  do,  and  doing 
it  with  all  his  might,  the  prison  doors  open, 
and  he  finds  a  path  straight  before  him, 
which  he  takes  and  keeps,  and  it  brings  him 
to  a  position  in  which  he  finds  himself  to  be 
one  of  the  first  men  of  his  day.  He  serves  his 
day  and  generation,  and  is  not  only  able  to 
save  a  country,  but  he  returns  good  for  evil, 
and  his  father  and  his  brethren  owe  their 
lives,  and  the  lives  of  theii  families,  to  the  little 
lad  who  had  his  boyish  dreams  and  visions. 

Joseph  had  his  dreams  and  his  visions, 
because  of  children  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven.  Joseph  believed  in  God,  and  his 
faith  saved  him  when  he  was  sold  into  the 
land  of  Egypt.  Joseph  was  tempted,  as  a 
young  man,  and  he  was  kept  in  the  time  of 
his  temptation  by  his  faith.  Joseph  became 
what  is  called  a  great  man  ;  but  we  find  that 
Joseph  bad  only  one  interpretation  of  his 
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greatness,  for  we  read  that  he  thus  spoke  of 
his  life :  "  God  had  made  me  a  father  to 
Pharaoh,  and  a  ruler  throughout  all  the  land 
of  Egypt,  to  save  much  people  alive."  And 
when  bis  brethren  were  afraid  lest  he  should 


punish  them  for  their  cruelty  to  him,  he  tells 
them,  "God  sent  me  before  you  to  preserve 
you  a  posterity  in  the  earth,  and  to  save  your 
lives  by  a  great  deliverance.  Fear  not  j  for 
am  I  in  the  place  of  God  ?  As  for  yoir,  ye 
thought  evil  against  me ;  but  God  meant  rt 
for  good,  to  bring  to  pass,  as  it  is  this  day.* 
Joseph  found  all  life  long  that  his  dreams-. 
and  visions  were  being  fulfilled.  We  are  not 
surprised,  therefore,  that  Joseph  grew  in  his; 
faith  in  God.  Joseph  as  a  boy  believed  in 
the  unseen — in  the  future — in  the  impossible^ 
And  when  he  became  a  man,  and  found: 
day  after  day,  year  after  year,  time  after  time, 
that  he  was  not  deceived,  and  that  God  was- 
not  mocked,  you  can  understand  how  he  would 
be  dreaming  on  all  his  life.  The  boy  is  the^ 
father  of  the  man.  We  never  forget  what  we- 
leamt  as  children  ;  and  we  are  told  distinctly 
if  we  see  visions  when  we  are  young,  we  shali 
have  our  dreams  when  we  get  old.  And  so- 
we  may  see  that,  young  or  old,  we  are  always 
children  if  we  are  in  the  kingdom  of  God, 

When  Joseph  first  of  all  thought  of  being 
of  further  service  to  his  people,  by  letting  his 
body  lie  unburied  till  the  time  came  when 
they  were  to  go  out  of  Egypt  into  the  promised 
land,  we  know  not.     If  we  may  judge  from 
the  conduct  and  character  of  Joseph,  we 
may  aigue  that  it  would  have  been  with  hiii> 
for  a  long  time  a  cherished  secret    Joseph, 
like  all  those  persons  who  liave  succeeded  ir> 
doing  some  great  and  diRicult  work,  must 
have   been  as  remarkable  for  forethought  as 
he  was  for  cleverness.    The  children  of  Israel 
had  to  remain  in  E^pt  four  hun- 
dred years.  Times  would  alter,  and 
Joseph's  service  to  Egypt  would 
beforgotten.  Centuryaftercentury 
would  pass,  and  the  poor  Israelites, 
with  their  lives  made  bitter  with 
hard  bondage,  would  be  tempted 
to  look  at  the  promise  given  to- 
their  Others  as  a  delusion — only  a 
mere  dream — a  vain  vision.     Jo- 
seph would  be  dead,  but  being 
dead  he  would  yet  speak.    Joseph 
could  not  do  much,  but  he  could 
do  something,  and  that  something 
might  help  his  people   for  ages  to 
hope  against  hope,  and  to  retain 
their  faith  in  the  dream  and  the 
vision  of  the  Promised  Land.   So 
"Joseph    took    an  oath  of  the 
children  of  Israel,   saying,  God   will  surely 
visit  you,  and  ye  shall  carry  up  my  bones 
from  hence.     So  Joseph  died,  being  sn  hun- 
dred and  ten  years  old  ;  and  they  embalmed 
him,  and  he  was^ut  in  a  coffin  m,&^." 
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I.-HOME  NOTES. 

A  PLEA  FOK  KATIONAL  HAONAMIUnT. 

MO  ChruUai)  Englisbnun  conld  read  withont 
cmotkm  the  accoant  iteeuXy  gi*cn  in  the 
papen  of  the  misnon  of  a  Fttnch  DepotatiaD  to 
out  Colonial  Office,  with  it^wct  to  the  ODhappjr  war 
in  Baaotoland,  Hie  depntation  conutted  or  ncm- 
tteit  and  bienda  of  the  Paris  Protestant  Missionary 
Society,  and  included  sereral  diitin  fished  names. 
Its  light  to  the  ttapeclful,  and  we  may  add  lym- 
patbetic,  hearing  which  it  obtained  from  the  Colonial 
Secretary,|theEail  of  iUraberiey,  was  established,  how- 
erer,  not  by  the  celebrity  or  intiuence  of  the  persons 
composing  it,  but  by  the  account  which  they  were 
aUe  to  give  of  the  miaslon  work  acloally  done  in 
BuntoLuid  by  French  and  Swiss  representative  of 
the  Paris  Missionaiy  Society.  The  Baioto  Mission 
was  coDunenced  in  1833,  under  most  discouraging 
and  trying  circumstances.  At  that  time  Basutoland 
was  almost  deserted  by  its  population,  which  had 
beoi  scattered  and  destroyed  by  war  and  famine. 
Agriculture  and  commerce  were  almost  absolutely 
miknown  to  the  miserabla  people,  and  wild  beasts  of 
ptey  committed  depitdationi  and  spread  havoc  almost 
nncbeclred.  Under  the  influence  and  teachings  of  the 
nusrionaries  an  immense  change  has  been  effected,  as 
is  alwayi  the  case  where  Christianity  is  simply  and 
faithfully  introduced.  Six  thousand  Basntos  have 
made  a  pn^iession  of  Christianity,  abandoning  their 
old  and  degrading  supentitionsi  some  10,000  are,  or 
wve  before  this  war  bvke  out,  Kceiving  religious 
iaatmction.  The  worit  of  edncalioa  was  l>eing  dili- 
gaitly  aitd  successfully  carried  on.  The  Bible  and 
other  books  had  been  translated  into  tbe  native  Ian- 
gnage  and  bad  commanded  a  large  sale.  Wild  beasts 
bad  disappeared;  agriculture  was  progressing;  inter- 
come  with  Europeans  was  cultivated,  and  commerce 
bad  so  developed  that  tbe  import  and  export  duties 
had  become  an  important  source  of  revenue  to  the 
Cape  Colony.  From  men  who  had  been  the  inatra- 
ments  of  the  work  thus  briefly  sketched,  a  plea  thai 
England  would  act  magnonimoiuly  towards  the 
weaker  race,  and  would  use  her  powetrol  influence 
for  the  restoration  ot  peice,  comes  with  peculiai 
larce.  We  earnestly  hope  that  the  appeal  will  not  b< 
in  vain,  and  we  are  glad  to  know  that  the  new 
Governor  of  the  Cape  has  earned  with  him  instrnc- 
tions  which  make  it  bis  duty  to  seize  whatever  oppor- 
tunity  may  occur  for  putting  a  stop  to  hostilities  ii 
BasntoLind.  These  hostile  collisions  with  savage  and 
•eni'Savage  tribei  which  occur  so  frequently  ic 
diflerent  parts  of  the  Empire,  are  most  painfol  ind- 
dents  of  our  extending  rule.  It  is  to  be  feared  that 
not  a  few  of  them  ai«  the  result  of  our  ovm  high- 
handed and  perhaps  unintentionany  unjust  action. 
At  any  rate,  it  is  certain  that  the  best  saTcguard 
against  such  lamentable  snd  unequal  struggles  would 
b«  a  Ugh  Christian  sense  on  the  cart  of  Zngland  and 


her  Colonies,  of  the  doty  of  forbearance  and  con- 
ttderatiou  towards  those  who  have  none  of  the 
advantages  which  we  derive  from  birth,  ctrcnmstances, 
education,  and  religion. 


THE  CHlLDJI^N'i 

The  diatteasing  malady  known  as  Hip-disease  i* 
very  prevalent  among  the  children  of  the  poor.  It  b 
a  common  result  of  insufficient  and  oosuitable  food, 
bad  air,  and  a  genaally  neglected  condition.  The. 
process  of  cure  ii  slow  and  tedioos,  and  involves  the- 
endurance  of  a  great  deal  of  pain  by  the  patient,  and 
the  exercise  of  great  skill  and  care  by  tbe  doctor  and 
ttuise.  No  one  who  has  ever  passed  tluoagh  the 
wards  of  a  children's  hospital,  and  seen  the  poco*  little 
sufferers  from  this  tcnible  scourge  lyiog  with  the 
diseased  Umb  kept  in  position  by  a  weight  snspended 
to  it  by  •  cord,  can  forget  the  spectacle.  In  many 
hospitals  a  large  proportion  of  these  cases  of  hip. 
diseases  are  refused  admission,  because  of  the  months 
of  attendance  which  they  would  require,  but  which 
other  clainu  npon  the  hospital  resources  make  it  im- 
possible to  grant.  Tbcse  circumstances  sufficiently 
justify  the  existence  of  a  special  "  Hospital  for  Hip- 
Ciseases  in   Childhood,"  such  as   that  which  was 


the  bon.  secretary,  has  received  during  the  year  t6l 
patients.  Of  these,  we  are  told,  49  axe  now  at  their 
homes,  walking  about,  but  still  wearing  splints ; 
tS  ore  cored;  4  were  sent  to  general  hospitals  a» 
they  required  surgical  operations ;  8  were  discharged 
as  incurable.  Five  of  the  children  cured  are  now 
boarded  out  in  the  country,  some  friends  whom  they 
made  in  the  hospital  paying  for  their  mdoleuance. 
Twenty-six  children  spent  several  months  at  the 
branch  hospital  at  Bournemouth.  This  seaside  esta- 
blishment it  a  most  important  feature,  affording  as  it 
does  precisely  the  conditions  nnder  which  the  little 
ones,  drooping  and  worn  by  long  experience  of  wast. 
ing  pain,  have  a  chance  of  full  recovery.  We  are  glad 
to  see  that  the  Bournemouth  branch  ia  shortly  to  be 
ronoved  to  larger  and  more  favourably  ailnated  pre. 
mises.  About  j^i, 700  are  required  for  the  new  build- 
ing, and  of  this,  a  sum  of  between  £^f>o  and  ^500 
has  been  obtained.  Help  also  in  the  way  of  gifts  of 
toys,  flannel,  picture-books,  tec,  is  greatly  valued. 
The  worii  is  one  which  abundantly  deserves  tbe  sup- 
port of  people^with  kindly  hearts  and  money  in  their 
putses.  The  snfleriugx  ofthese  little  ones  "  con- 
stitute a  powerful  and  urgent  plea  for  help. 

KAGOXD  SCHOOLS  STILL  KIQUtKED. 
Whether,  in  these  days  of  School  Boards  and  Com- 
pulsory Education,  there  is  any  work  left  For  Ragged 
Schools  to  do,  is  a  question  which  a  good  many  people 
seem  disposed  to  answer  too  hastily  in  the  nega- 
tive. One  result  of  this  is  that  tbe  annual  income  of 
the  Ragged  School  Union,  an  iuthntiao  upon  which 
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many  of  the  smallei  schools  ia  Ihe  worst  districts  of 
London  depend  almost  entirely  for  support,  has  for 
the  last  five  or  ax  years  fatten  short  of  the  necessary 
eipenditure  by  about  £l,<xx>  a  year.  We  have  more 
than  once  caUed  attention  to  the  mistake  of  those 
vba  assume  that  tbe  need  for  this  agency  has  gone 
by.  How  any  one  can  walk  the  streets  of  London 
and  other  great  cities,  and  still  entertain  this  com- 
fortable but  incorrect  conclusion,  we  cannot  think. 
The  working  even  of  the  Elementary  Edacation  Act 
is  not  perfect,  and  there  are  tboosandi  of  little  waifs 
and  strays — children  of  tbs  poor,  the  vicious,  and 
criminal  classes — who  slip  through  the  meshes  of 
the  Act  from  year  lo  year ;  and  this  will  inevitably  be 
the  sue  while  pauperism,  dmnkcnnels,  and  crime 
continoe  to  exist  funong  us.  Let  any  one  who  thinks 
that  Ragged  Scboob  are  an  obsolete  institution,  just 
get  the  Quarterly  Ricard  of  tbe  Ragged  School 
Union  (Kent  &  Co.,  Paternoster  Row),  price  two- 
pence, and  see  what  is  tbe  aetaal  condition  of  things, 
what  is  being  done  still,  in  many  a  dark  and  dreary 
ahim  of  the  Great  City,  by  devoted,  Eelf-denying 
workers,  and  what  yet  remains  to  be  done.  Under 
tbe  auspices  of  the  Union  more  than  6,000  children, 
of  the  very  "  dregs  " — we  shrink  from  the  word,  bnt 
it  conveys  a  meaning — of  the  population  are  receiving 
instruction  in  l6a  day~schools,  and  more  than  30,000 
in  Suoday-schools.  In  a  word,  until  our  city  fathera 
and  mothers  have  become  something  very  different 
fmm  what  they  now  are,  the  Ra^ed  School  would 
seem  to  be  an  indispensable  agency,  among  its  other 
services,  for  preparing  the  poorest  and  most  anfor- 
tunate  of  the  children  of  our  streets  for  admission 
into  the  Board  School.  The  office  of  the  Ragged 
School  Union  is  at  i,  Exeter  Hall,  Strand,  W.C. 

A  HINT  FSOU  lUSSACHUSETTS. 
With  reference  to  the  subject  of  the  reform  of  our 

method  of  dealing  with  juvenile  offenders  under  the 
criminal  law,  an  interesting  papa  has  been  issned  by 
the  Howard  Association  on  tbe  system  pursued  in 
such  cases  in  the  State  of  Massachusetts,  a  system 
which,  it  is  stated,  "is  probably  tbe  best  in  the  world, 
as  tested  by  results."  It  certainly  seems  to  supply  a 
valuable  suggestion,  well  worthy  of  consideration  by 
persons  of  authority  and  influence  in  this  country. 
The  experience  of  twenty  years,'  1846  19  tS66,  during 
which  period  several  State  reformatories  and  indus- 
trial schools  were  established  in  Massachusetts,  led 
the  authorities  there  to  the  conclusion  that,  whatever 
the  advantages  of  sncb  institutions,  tbey  involved 
"some  danger  of  collateral  disadvantage  {as  in  this 
country),  such  as,  for  example,  a  risk  of  relieving 
vicious  parents  of  their  natural  obligations,  and  of 
pauperising  both  them  and  their  children  at  the 
expense  of  the  honest  tax-payer;  and  further,  of 
training  young  persons  in  large  masses  in  ignorance 
of  many  of  the  lessons  to  be  imparted  only  by  vir- 
tuous family  life."  A  system,  therefore,  of  what 
may  he  called  State  Inspectorship,  for  the  special 
oversight  of  juvenile  offences,  was  established  about 
,  ten  years  ago.    Every  complaint  against  k  Ik^  or 


girl  under  seventeen,  before  being  brought  into 
Court,  must  first  be  submitted  in  writing  to  one  of 
the  Inspectors  or  Agents.  When  the  case  comes 
into  Court,  the  Inspector  attends  to  act  for  the  State 
as  circumstances  may  require.  First  offences,  if  not 
too  grave,  are  treated  simply  by  admonition  and  a 
small  fine  for  costs,  which  is  enforced  on  the  parents. 
If  it  appears  likely  that  the  child  will  need  further 
restraint  or  punrdimenE,  the  offender  is  formally 
placed  by  the  Court  under  the  supervision  of  the 
State  Inspector,  who  is  required  to  watch  over  him 
and  devise  measures  for  his  control  and  benefit ;  but 
the  cAi/J  is  permitted  tt  cantimie  at  home.  In  cases 
where  home  inflnences  wonld  l>e  dangerous  and  bad, 
the  child  may  be  removed  and  bearded  out  in  a 
reipectable  private  family.  It  is  only  fts  a  third 
resort  that  juvenile  delinquents  are  placed  ia  a  re- 
formatory or  industrial  school.  The  boarding-out 
system  is  under  the  supervision  of  a  responsible  body, 
who  are  represented  by  unpaid  bnt  officially  appointed 
visitors.  Among  the  visitors  are  fifty  ladies,  whose 
services,  in  the  oversi^t  of  girls  especially,  have  been 
most  valuable.  The  efficiency  of  the  scheme  has 
proved  remarkable.  Tbe  number  of  juvenile 'offen- 
ders has  decreased  enormonsly  :  two  training  ships 
have  been  given  up  and  sold,  there  being  no  further 
use  for  them;  the  number  of  children  in  reformatories 
and  industrial  schools  has  been  diminished  by  fiftjr 
per  cent. ;  and  the  criminal  and  neglected  children  of 
the  State  cost  ]£'io,ooo  a  year  less  of  pnbUc  money 
than  they  cost  ten  years  ago. 

n.— MISSION  JOTTINGS. 

BIBLE  DtSTKIBUTlON  IN  BELGIUU. 
Mr.  Hawke,  >f  the  Bible  Stand,  Crystal  Palace, 
recently  visited  the  Zibibition  in  Brussels  for  the 
purpose  of  gratuitously  distributing  portions  of  the 
Bible.  A  small  kiosque  having  been  erected  near  the 
principal  entrance,  some  friends  kindly  volunteered  to 
give  the  books  away  to  the  people  of  various  nation- 
ablies,  bnt  principally  to  the  Belgians.  The  peculiar 
state  of  public  opinion  rendered  this  work  compara- 
tively easy.  Tbe  priests  and  the  people  are  at  war, 
and  the  sales  ol  Roman  Catholic  literature  are  Very 
trifling.  The  people  look  for  something  better  than 
the  obscure  faith  tbey  bavc  been  taught,  and  the 
gospel  -meets  their  wants.  This  has  been  presented 
to  them  not  only  in  a  printed  foim,  but  verbally. 
Through  the  co-operation  ofanother  body  of  Christians 
a  teat  was  erected,  and  services  were  held  in  French, 
Dutch,  and  Flemish.  As  the  audiences-  left  each 
person  was  presented  with  a  copy  of  one  of  the 
Gospels.  The  desire  manifested  in  obtaining  the  books 
led  to  B  systematic  distribution.  The  effort  brought 
many  friends  to  the  kiosque.  One  pastor,  who  was 
engaged  in  prison  visitation,  took  a  parcel  of  five 
hundred  books  for  tbe  prisoners.  Soldiers  who  had 
received  the  Gospels  told  their  comrades,  and  as 
various  detachments  came  and  departed  all  were 
supplied.  Additional  means  o'j  distribation  were 
adopted,  amongst  which  may  be  named  that  ol 
placing  the  books  in  Che  letter-boxes    of   all   the 
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luKiKi  in  cme  street.  The  total  of  imall  books  giren 
aMOunted  to  about  t«o  hmidred  thousaad,  and  nearly 
two  thousand  Testament*  were  sold.  Hie  anccess  at- 
tending this  nndETtaking  has  led  to  another  pioject. 
As  eahibitioDs  ate  few  and  (ai  between,  and  masses 
of  people  arc  not,  theierore,  orten  accessible  by  snch 
means,  it  has  been  proposed  to  forward  by  post  four 
hundred  thoDsand  Gospels  to  as  many  famiiiea 
rending  in  Belgimn;  two  thoutand  five  hundred 
hare  been  posted  to  Bruges,  and  nine  thoosand 
Ghent,  and  eridence  hai  been  receiTcd  that  the 
books  have  been  delivered.  Mr.  Hawke,  we  under- 
stand, will  be  ^ad  to  rcceiTc  contributions  towards 
the 


THE  DrriNE  SAMS,  IS  XHE  CHIWKS?  TONGDB. 

Every  one  familiar  with  miisiou  records  knows  tha 
a  very  old  controversj'  exists  among  European  scholars 
of  the  Chinese  language,  as  to  whether  ■  certaiii  ei- 
{Bcwon—Shang'ti— nted  in  theChinese  sacred  books, 
shoidd  or  should  not  be  regarded  as  eqoivalctit  to 
the  Rnglith  woid  "  God."  By  niany  Cbtiation  mis- 
sonaties  it  has  been  held  that  to  uae  the  word  in  this 
sense  wai  totally  misleading,  and  was  calculated  to 
convey  erroneous  cooceptiona  of  scriptnal  truth  to 

duiitian  Rerelatifin.  Other  missionaries,  not  lets 
eminent  for  tcholanhip  and  dorotion,  among  whom 
m^  be  named  Dr.  £<agge,  the  Chinese  nnfenot  at 
Oiibrd,  hare  held  an  opposite  -view.  The  qneition 
has  to  a  certain  extent  divided  Roman  Catholic  as 
well  as  Protestant  mis^onaiics  amongst  themselves  ;■ 
and  although  to  ai^reciate  all  its  significance  it  qiay 
be  necessary  to  be  veised  in  linguistic  studies,  it  is 
obviras  that  the  point  it  one  of  much  delicacy  and 
importance.  It  has  been  again  brought  under  the 
notice  of  the  English  public  by  a  letter  addressed  by 
the  Uissionary  Bishop  of  Victoria  and  twenty  of  his 
clerical  coadjuton,  in  and  around  Shanghai,  to  Pr>< 
fesur  Max  M&lter,  as  editor  of  a  teiiet  of  translations 
of  "  The  Sacred  Books  of  the  East."  In  this  series 
is  »  Tolnme  on  the  Chinese  religion,  by  Dr.  Legge, 
contftining  tmnslatiODs  in  which  the  debated  word  is 
rendered  "  God."  The  Bishop  and  bis  friends  pTD< 
lest  against  this  a  a  literary  oflfence,  and  also  u 
injniious  to  mUsiooaiy  interests  in  China  by  being 
chelated  to  produce  in  this  country  a  prejudice 
wjjii  regard  to  a  hotlj-debated  question.  Professor 
iSai  Miiller's  reply  appears  to  ns  to  be  an  ample  vin- 
dication, both  of  himself  as  editot  and  of  Dr.  Legge 
as  translator,  from  the  charge  of  unTaimesa.  Alter 
criticizing  the  strictures  or  his  correspondents,  and 
deahng  with  their  suggestion  that  the  expression 
should  have  been  left  untranslated,  or  shoiUd  have 
been  rendered  "  Supreme  Ruler,"  or  "  Supreme 
Emperor,"  or  "  Ruler  (or  Emperor)  on  High,"  Pro- 
fesMi  Max  MQUer  makes  the  following  important 

It  was,  I  need  hardly  tell  you,  one  of  the  chief 
otnects  for  which  I  undertook  the  publication  of  the 
"Sacred  Books  of  the  East,"  to  show,  as  St. 
Augntiiie  said,  that  there  is  no  reli^on  without  tome 


truth  in  it,  and  particularly  to  make  missionaries  see 
that,  hidden  beneath  a  fearful  amount  of  rubbish,  and 
worse  than  rubbish,  there  are  grains  of  gold  to  be 
found  in  every  book  that  has  once  been  called  sacred 
by  human  lips.  Nothing,  I  confess,  has  rejoiced  me 
so  much  as  when  I  heard  the  other  day  an  excellent 
missionary  lell  me,  "  Ton  have  shown  us  that  (he 
heathen  religions  are  not  the  work  of  the  devil;  and 

Ion  have  taught  ns  to  look  first  of  all  for  what  the 
eathen  religions  share  with  us  in  common,  and  to 
make  that  the  foundation  of  our  bbour."  Surely  the 
name  for  God  in  Chinese,  or  in  any  other  language, 
unless  it  is  simply  intolerable,  should  be  treated  by 
missionaries  with  the  greatest  rei-erencei  Let  Ihein 
slowly  and  gently  cot  down  thetank  growth  of  mytho- 
logy that  has  choked  so  many  of  tile  names  of  God ; 
bat  let  them  be  careful  lest,  in  tearing  up  the  roots, 
they  kill  the  stem  on  which  alone  their  new  grafls  can 
live  and  thrive.  Let  them  follow,  in  facl,  in  the  foot- 
steps of  the  boldest  and  ereatest  missionary  the  world 
has  ever  teen,  who  at  Athens  did  not  break  the  altar 
of  the  unknown  God,  but  said, "  Whom  ye  igitorontly 
worship,  Him  declare  I  unto  you." 

Whatever  may  be  the  merits  oF  the  particular 
controveisy  or  the  bearing  of  the  Professor's  remarks- 
upon  it,  the  consideracioBS  upon  wliich  he  so  finely 
lays  stress  appear  to  ns  eminently  sound  and  help- 
ful. They  represent  too,  we  believe,  the  convictiona 
of  many  of  the  most  efficient  and  earnest  missionaries 
of  the  time,  and  are  in  accord  with  the  authoritative 
declaration  that  God  has  not  left  Himself  without 
witness  in  ai^  nation. 

LIBKKATItD  ELATES  m  EAST  AFRICA. 

We  find  in  the  Chnrcb  Ulstionaty  Society's  Initlli- 
gtnctr  a  copious  and  interesting  account  of  their  mis- 
sion oh  the  East  Coast  of  Africa,  established  eapeci. 
ally  for  the  benefit  of  hlieraled  slaves.    The  district 

which  the  missionary  operations  are  carried  on  l» 
by  the  coast,  and  comprises  the  settlement  known  as 
pVere  Town,  and  others.  The  Frere  Town  settle- 
ment was  formed  some  six  years  ago  with  the  approval 
of  the  British  Government,  alter  the  conclusion  of  the 
treaty  with  the  Sultan  of  Zaiudbar.  Several  hundred 
■laves,  liberated  on  the  high  seas  by  British  cruisers, 
have  been  landed  there,  and  have  been  talcen  charge 
of  by  the  mission.  Hw  popnIatioQ  now  nombetft 
about  450.  The  missiimaiy  parly  consists  of 
ministen,  a  schoolmaster,  and  a  lay  agent. 
One  of  the  minlsten  resides  at  a  settlement 
with  a  population  of  alKint  the  same  size, 
about  fifteen  miles  from  Frere  Town.  The  con- 
dition of  the  oifranchised  people  seems  to  be 
upon  the  whole  very  satlslactoiy,  and  the  mission- 
find  cause  for  much  mcouragement,  both  in  the 
temporal  and  spiritual  partt  of  their  work.  The 
people,  generally,  show  a  readiness  to  conform  to 
order,  and  work  with  a  very  fair  degree  of  indDstiy 
:uccess  in  the  cultivation  of  the  soil,  the  erection 
of  houses,  and  In  other  ways.  The  accoimt  given  of 
the  school  at  Frere  Town  shows  that  the  teaching  ia 
good,  and  that  (he  children  possess  no  small  aptitude 
for  Icitning.  They  readily  learn  to  write  from  dicta- 
tion in  English  and  the  Suahili  dialect,  and  at  a  recent 
examination  are  reported  to  h^ve  u^f rf4  S^^fljont 
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,  geoerapby,  *nd  arilhraetic  at  fir  u 
compound  vulgar  dactiotiR, 

Lets  than  five  yeais  ago  a  large  proportion  of 
these  now  btiglit  and  neity  little  children  were 
on  board  slave-«hips,  onen  tnffcring  with  their  un- 
liappy  parents  hoitible  barbaritiei,  and  dettined 
to  a  hard  and  miserable  fate.  It  will  easily  be 
andentood  that  these  miisioQ  ilationi  and  lel- 
tlementi  for  fteed  slaves  are  looked  npon  with 
sn  evil  eye  by  the  slave-owner  and  slave-dealer — 
cbiefly  Arabs—of  the  surrounding  district,  and  who 
pass  from  time  to  time  in  the  pottnit  of  their  ini- 
quitous trade  to  and  from  the  coast.  More  than  once 
lately  the  missionaries  have  been  In  danger  of  violence 
because  of  having  afforded  refuge  to  poor  unhappy 
slaves  who  have  escaped  and  sought  an  asylum  with 
them.  Their  difficulties  in  this  i«sp«ct  are  great, 
and  rendered  the  more  painful  and  perplexing 
because  of  the  limitations  imposed  upon  their  action 
by  the  laws  of  the  country  and  the  restrictions  of  Uie 
lights  secured  by  the  treaty  to  Englishmen.  As 
things  are,  they  seem  oiten  to  be  helplesg  in  the 
presence  of  the  cruel  wrongs  and  abominations  which 
attend  the  accursed  ilave  system  everywhere.  But 
their  presence  and  work  on  (he  east  coast  of  Africa 
11,  at  any  rate,  like  a  tiny  speck  of  light  on  the  dark 
continent,  and  serves  in  some  meajorc  to  mitigate 
the  great  sum  of  hiunan  misery. 


HL— OUR  MEMORIAL  RECORD. 

HISS  U.  I~  CHAKLXSWOKTB. 

We  sincerely  regret  that  bj  some  strange  oveisight 
we  omitted  earlier  mention  of  the  death  of  thu  well- 
Imown  writer  and  most  excellent  Christian  lady, 
which  took  place  on  the  l6th  of  October  lasL  MlM 
Cbarleswoith  was  bom  in  1819,  and  was  the  daughter 
of  the  rector  of  a  country  parish  in  SuiFolk.  From 
let  earliest  years  she  manifested  a  great  interest  ii 
tbe  earnest  parochial  work  in  which  her  father  and 
mother  delighted  to  put  forth  their  energy  and  aeal, 
and  as  she  grew  up  the  gentle,  thoughtful  girl,  frank, 
sympathetic,  and  generous  as  ahe  was,  won  the 
affection  and  regard  of  aU  in  the  nn^bonrhood,  both 
nch  and  poor.  After  tome  twenty  years  of  this 
country  life.  Miss  Charlesworlb  removed  to  London 
with  her  father,  who  was  appcinted  rector  of  St. 
Mildred's,  in  the  City.  Unhappily  her  health  suffered 
from  the  change,  and  it  was  wliile  conHaed  to  a  large 
extent  to  a  sick-room  that  Miss  Charlesworlb  1 
those  stories  which  have  afforded  so  much  plea 
and  tau^t  such  high  lessons,  to  tens  of  thousands  of 
young  readers  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  Her  best- 
known  book  is  "Ministering  Children,"  and  besides 
this  we  may  mention  "  England's  Yeomen,"  "  Oliver 
of  the  Mill,"  and  "  Dorothy's  LooUng-Glass." 

Notwithstanding  comparatively  weak  health,  she 
«l»o   laboured  nobly  in  London  among  the  poor, 
and    established    three    ragged     schools,    two    of 
which    (till    carry  on    an    exceUent  worlc,    and 
mothen'  meeting  which  lUU  flonrishet  and  hat  one 


hundred  and  fifty  memben.  On  the  death  of  her 
fiither,  sixteen  years  ago,  she  removed  to  the  chaitu- 
ing  village  of  Nutfield,  near  Redhill,  Surrey,  and 
there  she  fived  until  the  end  came  and  she  was  laid 
to  rest  in  the  quiet  churchyard.  She  laboured  with 
never-failing  sympathy  and  zeal  for  the  good  of 
those  around  her,  conducting  classes  and  in  innu- 
merable quiet  ways  making  her  gentle,  gradoui 
influence  fell,  and  when  at  length  her  strength  gave 
way,  and  she  suffered  Irom  prolonged  and  painful 
weakness,  she  endured  all  without  a  murmur,  and 
her  death  chamber  was  bright  with  the  spirit  of 
perfect  love  and  trost  and  hope. 


A  life  which  was  quietly  and  peacefully  closed  at 
Torquay  a  few  weeks  ago — that  of  Sir  Williun  Mar- 
tin,  D.C.L.— had  a  bright  lesson  in  it  for  those  who 
had  the  oppntnnity  of  observing  it,  and  was  connected 
with  a  career  which  is  worthy  of  being  mentioned 
with  respect  and  admiration-  Sir  William  Martin 
was  the  ^rst  Chief  Justice  of  New  Zealand,  and  was 
sent  out  in  that  capacity  by  Lord  John  Russell  in 
1341,  He  had  as  an  orphan  lad  been  sent  to  the 
Grammar  School  at  Birmingham,  and  afterwards  to 
St.  John's,  Cambridge,  where  be  highly  distinguished 
himself  as  a  scholar,  and  was  elected  to  a  fellowihip. 
He  was  a  fellow-stndent  and  fiiend  of  Selwyn,  who 
was  appointed  to  the  tushopric  of  New  Zealand  in 
1841,  and  won  such  renown  in  that  office.  With 
Bishop  Selwyn,  aud  afterwards  with  Bishop  Fatteson, 
Sir  William  Martin  cherished  the  closest  fiiendship, 
and  he  was  entirely  and  profoundly  in  sympathy  with 
their  desire  to  establish  relations  lietwecii  the  Maori 
people  and  the  English  colonists  worthy  of  a  great 
and  professedly  Christian  people. 

As  a  judge  he  discharged  his  duties  with  an 
uprightness  and  fearlessness,  often  under  very  tiying 
circumstances,  which  commanded  the  respect  of 
natives  and  colonists,  and  as  a  jurist  he  left  an 
aUding  and  salutary  mark  upon  the  jtidicial  sys- 
tem of  the  country.  His  moral  courage  and  intd- 
lectual  energy  was  the  more  remarkable  because 
of  the  physical  weakness  with  which  he  bad  all  his 
hfe  to  contend.  He  had  a  singular  gift  for  the 
acquisition  of  languages,  which  he  used  in  the 
acquirement  of  the  Polynesian  and  Melaneilaii 
tongues,  and  which  greatly  added  to  his  eEBciency  as 
a  judge.  He  was  a  devoted  student  of  ecclesiastical 
history,  and  cherishedalofty  ideal ofChurcfa organiza- 
tion and  authority.  His  roind,  indeed,  appears  to 
have  had  a  slioug  ecclesiastical  bent,  but  he  was 
more  than  a  mere  churchman.  He  was  one  of  those 
public  servants — and  they  are  much  needed — who 
make  the  name  of  England  respected,  and  even  loved 
by  "inferior  races;"  and  the  secret  with  him,  as  with 
Bishop  Sdwyn,  was  that  "  these  two  men  had  each 
of  tbem  a  hidden  fire  of  love  for  thrir  fellow-men 
of  any  colour  or  race,  and  an  enthusiastic  belief  in 
tbe  capabilities  of  mankind  for  advance  in  grace  and 
culture  bf  vtrtoe  of  the  Incarnation." 


MOTHER  HERRING'S  CHICKEN. 

B«  L.  T.  MEADE,  Autbok  o»  "Watkk  Gipsies,"  "Scaup  asd 


UNNOTICED  in  the  darkness  Peter 
went  home — to  such  a  home  as  be 
ODv  possessed.  He  stumbled  up  the  stairs 
— ap,  and  up,  and  up,  until  at  last  he  reached 
the  attic  which  he  and  Herring  shared  to- 
gether. He  threw  himself  on  the  mattress, 
which  formed  their  only  bed,  and  buried  his 
face  in  his  hands.  The  boy  was  very  faint, 
cold,  and  hungry ;  and  yet  at  that  moment 
there  was  something  beating  in  his  breast, 
swaying  before  his  eyes — nay,  more  and 
better — there  seemed  to  be  not  a  thing,  but 
a  Person,  holding  his  hand  and  supporting 
him.  Though  he  was  weak  as  boy  could  be, 
yet  for  the  time  he  felt  strong. 

So  Mother  Herring,  too,  knew  about  this 
Jesus  whom  Peg  had  so  often  spoken  about 
— this  good  Jesus  who  appeared  to  be  such 
a  comfort  to  Peg,  who,  she  said,  had  given 
her  "  parding,"  und  who  certainly  seemed 
to  have  taken  away  the  fear  of  death  from 
her  i  Mother  Herring  knew  about  Him 
too,  and  had  said  a  very  wonderful  thing. 
She  had  said  that  it  was  borne  in  on  her 
mind,  that  this  Jesus  took  an  interest  in 
him — in  him,  poor  Peter;  that  He  was  helping 
him  when  he  did  not  know  that  He  was  help- 
ing him.  Mother  Herring  knew  that  there 
was  something  troubling  Peter,  and  she  said 
she  was  quite  sure  that  Jesus  knew  it  too. 

Peter  lay  on  his  bed,  and  felt  somehow — 
he  could  not  in  the  least  understand  why — 
tliat  there  was  soft  comfort  stealing  over 
him.  He  no  longer  minded  the  hunger,  the 
weakness,  nor  the  cold  ;  he  had  something 
within  that  brought  spiritual  warmth.  He 
was  not  friendless;  Mother  Herring  knew 
that  he  was  in  trouble,  and  she  said  that 
Jesus  knew  it  too.  Who  was  this  unknown 
Jesus?  No  memory  brought  Him  back  to 
Peter ;  no  story  that  he  had  ever  heard  re- 
called His  name.  But  he  was  quite  sure  that 
He  was  there — somewhere — and  that  He 
knew  about  him.  The  great  desolation 
which  had  so  pressed  upon  hJm  since  he 
jiarted  with  Poppy  was  removed ;  he  was 
not  without  a  friend.  He  lay  quite  quiet 
u|x>n  his  bed  for  an  hour;  then  a  step 
was  heard  on  the  stairs,  and  Herring  en- 
tered. He  was  half,  but  not  wholly,  tipsy. 
He  threw  himself  on  the  bed  beside  the  boy 

X— II 


I  and  be^n  to  speak.  As  a  rule  Peter  dis- 
liked bim  most  when  he  was  in  this  maudlin 
state ;  but  to-night  he  found  that  his  insigni- 
ficant words  had  very  little  power  to  annoy 
him. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  after  a  pause,  becoming 
more  rational  as  the  boy  made  scant  response 
to  his  words,  "and  so  I  s'pose  ycr  saw  the 
young  'un  to-day  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Peter  brusquely. 

"And  how  did  he  look?    Perky,  eh?" 

"  He  looked  wcrry  happy,"  replied  Peter 
with  a  sigh ;  "  at  least,"  hq  added,  correcting 
himself,  "he  wor  happy — why  not?  But  he 
missed  me  a  goodish  bit" 

Herring  laughed.  "  I  b'lieve  a  deal  o' 
that ! "  he  said  contemptuously. 

"  Yer  welcome  ter  b'lieve  it  or  not,"  re- 
plied Peter. 

"  Well,  lad,  and  I  s'pose  yer  saw  Mother 
Herring — and  little — little  Rosy?  Yer  pro- 
mised not.  But,  lor,  why,  in  course  yer 
didn't  keep  yer  word  ? " 

"  Yes,  1  did  keep  my  word,"  answered 
Peter ;  "  I  ain't  the  sort  ter  say  a  thing  and 
not  mean  it.  I  didn't  go  a-nigh  Mother 
Herring  nor  Rosy ;  but  I  seed  'em,  for  h'all 
that,  for  I  peeped  in  at  the  winder." 

Now  in  Herring's  heart  all  this  time  there 
was  a  hunger  which  longed  to  be  satisfied. 
He  wanted  to  hear  about  Rosy  ;  he  had  a — 
well,  he  called  it  curiosity,  to  know  more  of 
the  little  child.  In  his  eagerness  he  forgot 
to  taunt  Peter,  or  to  be  veiy  angry  with  him. 

"And  how  wot  the  young 'un — the  httle 
gal,  Rosy,  I  mean  ? "  he  asked. 

"  X  looked  in  at  the  winder,"  answered 
Peter,  "  Rosy  wor  well ;  she  looked  real 
perky." 

"  Yes,  lad,  I  make  no  doubt  as  she's  a 
perky  young  'un.  But,  go  on.  What  wor 
she  a-doing?" 

"  Sitting  on  the  Door,  opposite  Poppy,  and 
a-teaching  on  bim — 'ymns,  she  called  'em," 
said  Peter. 

Oh,  hymns!"  said  Herring,  and  he 
turned  away. 

The  information  he  had  got  had  not  satis- 
fied him ;  he  felt  rather  angry.  It  was  quite 
plain  that  her  mother  was  bringing  up  his 
pretty  Rosy  to  be  such  another  as  herself — 
just  such  another  brave  and  faithful  soul. 
But  Herring,  who  loved  evil,  wanted  none 
of  this:  he  hated  what  he  called  his  wife's 
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Metliodism.  He  almost  ground  his  teeth  as 
he  thought  of  Rosy  growing  up  to  love  these 
same  things — these  things  which  Herring 
thought  by  no  means  necessary  in  this  short 
life.  Necessary  !  Why,  they  made  this  life 
miserable,  reminding  one  always  of  deatli 
and  an  hour  of  retribution.  If  there  was  a 
hereafter,  and  if  God  did  ask  people  to 
account  for  their  lives  down  here,  Herring 
felt  that  he  would  have  a  bad  chance.  He 
was  horribly  afraid  of  death ;  all  the  more 
reason,  so  he  argued,  for  putting  that  evil, 
and,  he  believed,  distaDt  day,  out  of  his 
thoughts. 

Ever  since  the  hour  he  had  seen  Rosy, 
and  discovered  that  the  sight  of  Rosy  had 
brought  with  it  longings  and  desires,  he  had 
a  hope — -vague,  intangible,  but  still  a  very 
strong  hope — that  a  day  might  come  when 
he  could  call  her  his  own,  when  he  should 
feel  her  soft  arms  round  his  neck  and  hear 
her  say  "father"  in  her  pretty  voice.  He  did 
not  know  how  this  hope  could  be  accom- 
plished. He  had  not  an  idea  when  and  how 
this  strong  desire  might  be  realised;  but 
still  the  desire  was  there,  and  the  hope  was 
awake  and  fruitful  within  his  breast. 

But  now  he  lay  on  bis  wretched  bed,  feel- 
ing that  this  same  hope,  truly  the  last  vir- 
tuous thing  left  in  him,  had  got  a  blow.  He 
might — yes,  possibly  he  might  win  Rosy. 
But  how?  When  he  got  her,  would  she 
be  any  good  to  him — a  iittle  girl  who  sat 
on  the  Soor  and  sang  hymns?  Why,  she 
would  be  just  her  mother  over  again.  Her 
mother !  Yes,  he  admitted  that  her  mother 
was  all  that  was  good — all  that  was  too  good 
for  him.  He  did  not  want  the  child  to 
be  also  too  good  ;  he  did  not  want  the 
child  to  be  a  living  Mentor  before  his  eyes,  a 
living  reproach  to  him  for  his  sins.  No,  no, 
that  kind  of  child  would  be  worse  than  use- 
less to  the  wretched  man.  He  wanted  his 
Rosy — some  day  when  he  could  claim  her — 
to  be  innocent,  it  was  true,  believing  in  him, 
as  he  had  heard  her  believe  in  him  on  that 
night, but  still  with  no  "  Methodist  humbug" 
falling  from  her  pretty  lips.  Oh,  if  only  he 
could  claim  her  at  once  I  take  her  away 
from  her  mother  at  once,  before  tliat  mother 
spoiled  her  I  This  most  evil  of  all  his  evil 
thoughts  he  hugged  to  his  breast  ere  he  fell 
asleep, 

CHArTER  XV. — WHO   WAS  THE  WAGGONER  ? 

Peter  had  gone  through  a  wretclied  week. 
He  had  not  doubted  when  he  left  Poppy  with 
Mother  Herring,  and  bound  himself  over  to 
Herring,    that   he   would  find   him   a    hard 


'  master.  Herring  was  proving  himself  worse 
]  than  his  worst  fears.  Only  in  one  way  could 
i  he  obtain  complete  ascendancy  over  the  boy  ; 
I  only  in  one  way  could  he  save  himself  from 
Peter's  possible  betrayal  of  him  ;  and  that 
:  was  by  the  evil,  evil  way  of  corruption — by 
making  the  boy  as  bad  as  himself.  When 
,  this  was  accomplished,  he  might  cease  to  fear 
'  Peter,  but  not  before.  When  the  lad  had 
I  said,  "I'll  follow  you  in  all  but  what  is 
i*Tong,"  Herring  had  laughed  at  these  brave 
'  words,  and  bad  thought  with  cunning 
j  pleasure  how  easily  he  could  make  Peter 
1  break  such  a  resolve.  But  Peter  was — Her- 
j  ring  called  it  obstinate— obstinate  to  that 
I  degree,  that  the  lirst  week  of  their  life 
together  had  gone  by  without  his  tempting 
him  to  tell  one  lie,  to  steal  one  iota,  or  to 
go  near  a  public-house.  No  threats  could 
make  Peter  yield.  Herring  had  tried  threats; 
he  had  tried  bullying;  he  had  tried  starva- 
tion ;  Peter  was  firm.  At  the  end  of  the 
first  week,  Herring  had  to  own  to  himself 
that  there  was  something  in  ignorant  Peter 
which  fear  could  not  move.  He  must  try 
other  means,  and  entrap  the  innocent  lad  by 
guile. 

On  Monday  morning  the  two  got  up  early 
and  went  out.  They  usually  went  different 
ways,  seeking  for  such  scant  employment  as 
they  could  find.  Peter  was  a  strong,  galnly 
!  boy  enough,  and  Herring  might  be  called  a 
j  handy  man ;  but  the  weather  wa^  so  cold, 
the  season  altogether  so  incletoent,  that 
I  those  in  regular  employment  were  out  of 
I  work ;  consequently  the  idlers  had  harder 
times  than  usual. 

On  this  particular  morning,  Peter  went 
off  to  that  resort  of  idle  boys  and  men, 
Corent  Garden,  and  Herring  started  on  his 
own  account  It  was  arranged  between  them 
that  they  were  to  meet  about  noon,  Peter 
\  slouched  along  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets ;  he  was  hungry,  but  there  was  no 
I  small  coin  anywhere  about  his  person  where- 
I  with  to  satisfy  his  hunger.  He  walked 
I  quickly,  hoping  by  this  means  to  warm  him- 
;  self,  and  arrived  at  the  great  world's  great 
;  market  in  good  time.  Casting  his  practised 
eyes  around,  he  perceived  that  the  usual 
1  number  of  idle  boys  and  men  was  less  than 
I  on  most  such  days.  His  spirits  rose  at  this, 
for  his  own  chance  of  finding  a  job  was  of 
course  greater  by  this  fact.  He  pushed  his 
way  into  that  part  of  the  market  where 
;  vegetables  were  sold,  and  stood  close  to 
I  a  good-natured  looking  man,  who  had 
Ijuit  arrived  with  a  great  waggon  of  winter 
I  cabbages. 
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"IT" 


"  Can  I  'elp  ter  shovel  em  h'up  in  piles  ?" 
he  asked  at  once. 

The  man  glanced  at  him ;  he  was  hot  with 
the  heavy  job  he  was  busy  over,  and  this 
job  was  not  likely  to  come  to  a  speedy  con- 
clusion. 

"Yes — yes,  lad;  lend  a  hand,"  he  said 
hastily. 

Peter  needed  no  second  invitation.  Down 
on  his  hands  and  knees  he  went  amongst  the 
cabbages,  piling  them  into  the  ncedrul  stacks 
quickly,  and  with  some  skill. 

"  Yer  a  smart  'un,"  said  the  man  admir- 
ingly ;  "  'as  yer  h'ever  done  this  yere  job 
afore  ?  " 

"  Not  this,"  said  Peter.  "  But  I  comes  to 
Common  Carding  most  every  morning,"  he 
added. 

"  Ay,  ay !  Likely  place  for  young  pick- 
pockets; I  am  told  you  young  scapegraces 
makes  a  pretty  penny  yere,  a-robbing  h'other 
folks." 

"  Wer^  like,"  replied  Peter ;  "  but  I  ain't 
one  o'  they,  I  ain't  no  pickpocket." 

"  Oh !  that's  what  you  h'all  say ;  you  ain't 
likely  ter  confess  it." 

"  And  I  don't  tell  lies,"  continued  the  lad 
angrily  ;  "  but  in  course  you  has  no  call  ter 
b'Ucve  me.  There,  them  cabbages  is  done. 
Good  morning  ter  yer." 

To  the  man's  astonishment  Peter  turned 
his  back,  demanding  no  pajrment  for  his 
morning's  hard  work.  The  owner  of  the  cab- 
bages gave  a  low  whistle  of  some  astonish- 
ment, uttered  under  his  breath  "crusty  young 
'un,"  and  taking  two  strides,  overtook  Peter. 

"There,  there,  lad,"  he  said  good-naturedly, 
laying  his  hand  on  the  boy's  jacket,  "  don't 
you  be  so  rare  and  touchy.  Ef  you  be  a  honest 
lad,  why  you're  the  werry  first  as  I  'as  come 
across  in  this  yere  Garding ;  but  there,  ef  so 
be  as  you  be,  why  111  give  yer  work.  See, 
I  'as  a  whole  heap  of  apples  a-coming  in  by 
now.  They  need  honesty  beyond  common, 
apples  does ;  but  there,  some  one  must  help 
me  to  pile  'em,  and  why  not  you  as  well  as 
another?  Come,"  he  added,  as  Peter 
still  looked  ungracious  and  obstinate,  "  Why 
you  ain't  never  going  without  payment  for 
t'other  job?" 

"  I  won't  steal  one  apple,"  said  Peter. 

He  had  looked  down  because  the  rough 
kindness  was  so  unusual  to  him  that  he  was 
afraid  of  tears  rising  and  betraying  his  emo- 
tion. He  followed  the  man,  and  they  worked  . 
together  in  silence.  The  owner,  however,  of  1 
apples  and  c.ibbages  had  his  t-ye  on  Peter,  i 
Id  his  own  rough  way  he  was  an  observer  of  1 
character,  and  he  had  not  failed  to  see  that  \ 


Peter  was  no  common  boy ;  also,  that  he 
worked  with  a  strength  and  skill  unusual  in 
the  idlers  about  Covent  Garden,  When 
their  job  was  at  last  completed,  he  wiped 
his  hot  brow,  and  saying  to  Peter,  "Come 
along,  lad;  you  has  done  a  good  morning's 
work,  and  we'll  have  no  talk  of  paying 
till  we  have  had  a  bit  o'  breakfast  toge- 
ther," led  the  way  to  a  laige  cafS  round  the 
comer. 

How  delicious  that  welUeamed  meal  was 
to  hungry  Peter!  Did  he  ever  forget,  even' 
in  future  and  more  prosperous  days,  the  taste 
of  that  hot  coffee,  or  the  feel  of  that  fresh 
bread,  as  he  crunched  it  between  his  teeth?' 
As  he  ate,  the  man  watched  him  and  chatted. 
He  told  him  that  his  name  was  Thompson  ;. 
that  he  came  every  morning  to  Covent  Gar- 
den; that  he  was  waggon-driver  to  a  large- 
farmer  who  lived  some  little  distance  out  of 
London ;  that  he  had  hard  work  enough,  but 
that  he  liked  It,  and  so  on.  As  he  talked^ 
he  watched  the  boy  more  and  more.  The 
breakfast  ended  in  Peter  becorrfing  confi- 
dential, and  telling  some,  though  not  all,  of 
his  story.  A  little  bit  about  Poppy  he  told, 
a  little  bit  about  Peg,  and  a  good  deal  about 
Mother  Herring  and  Rosy,  but  Hening's 
hateful  name  he  did  not  mention. 

"Bless  us!"  said  the  good-natured  wag- 
goner, when  he  had  finished ;  "  why  that's  a 
real  purty  tale,  that  is.  Bless  us  I  lad,  I'll  go 
to  that  ere  shop  myself,  so  I  will." 

All  this  ended  in  the  waggoner  offering 
Peter  constant  employment  undet  his  ewn 
master. 

"Fact  is,  lad,"  he  said,  "we  wants  a 
honest  boy  jes'  now.  I  always  had  a  lad  as 
went  wid  me  to  market  to  pile  cabbages  and 
apples,  and  what  other  fruit  and  wegetables 
we  tuk  ter  town,  but  the  lad  has  lefl  us.  I'll 
get  the  place  fur  you,  my  boy,  ef  you'll  jest 
let  roe  get  a  character  of  yer  from  that  ere 
little  'oman.  You'll  ride  in  an'  out  o'  town 
wid  me,  and  live  on  the  farm;  and  get, 
besides  yer  living,  half-a-crown  a  week. 
Wot  does  yer  say?" 

Peter's  face  grew  very  white;  he  could 
scarcely  believe  in  his  good  fortune.  Might 
he  really  go  in  and  out  of  town  with  the 
waggoner,  and  lead  an  honest  life  like  other 
boys,  and  have  regular  employment  like 
other  boys  ? 

Oh !  if  it  jvere  but  possible  ?  Perhaps 
Herring  did  not  find  him  such  a  profitable 
companion  after  all ;  perhaps  Herring  wouhi 
let  him  go  and  live  in  the  country,  for  the 
sake  of  the  half-crown,  which  he  would,  oh  I 
so  gladly  resign   to  him  from, bi^  >WA^|i^ly 
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wages.  Half-a-crown  seemed  a  very  goodly 
sum  indeed  to  poor  Peter,  who  had  reckoned 
his  pence,  not  his  silver.  Perhaps  Herring 
might  be  tempted  by  this  munificent  sum  to 
relax  his  dreadful  hold  over  him,  to  let  him 
be  a  free  boy  once  more. 

"Well,  lad;  what  dost  think?"  said  the 
waggoner. 

"'fhink!"  replied  Peter.  "Think!  I'd 
jest  like  it  beyond  words.  But  I  has  them 
whose  leave  must  be  arsked.  May  I  wait  to 
give  yer  an  answer  ter-moner  morning, 
master?  And  then  ef  I  can  go  wid  yer,  I'll 
take  yer  straight  away  to  Mother  Herring's." 

"  Do,  my  lad.  I'll  look  out  fur  yer  among 
the.  cabbages  again.  We  has  cabbages  two 
more  mornings  this  yere  week,  and  yer  arms 
are  rare  and  strong,  so  be  sure  ter  be  there." 

"  Yes,"  said  Peter,  "  I  won't  fail  to  be 
there." 

"  Weil,  and  yere's  sixpence  fur  yer.  Good 
morning  to  yer,  my  lad," 

As  Peter  ran  swiftly,  warm  and  well-fed, 
and  with  a  new  glow  about  his  heart, 
to  meet  Herring,  he  had  a  wonderfiil 
feeling,  he  was  possessed  by  a  strange  idea. 
Who  was  this  rough,  good-natured  wag- 
goner? He  had  called  himself  Thompson, 
but  was  that  his  real  name?  He  had  been 
kind  to  him,  Peter;  kind,  as  no  stranger. 
Mother  Herring  excepted,  had  ever  been 
before.  He  had  been  wonderfully  kind ;  not 
minding  his  surliness  and  rudeness,  not 
caring  a  bit  for  ail  his  ungracious  words. 
He  had  given  him  work ;  he  had  given  him 
both  food  and  money;  and  finally  he  had 
offered  him  constant  employment  What 
did  it  all  mean  P    What  could  it  mean  ? 

Last  night  Mother  Hening  had  spoken  of 
a  man  called  Jesus ;  and  had  said  that  this 
man  cared  for  him,  and  meant  to  be  good 
to  him.  It  darted  through  Peter's  mind, 
with  a  great  flash  of  wander,  could  the 
rough  wagoner  be  Jesus?  He  certainly 
had  not  pictured  Jesus  at  all  like  that ;  but 
when  he  came  to  think  of  it,  he  could  not 
help  wondering,  and  almost  bringing  himself 
to  believe  that  this  was  so.  With  all  his 
roughness,  and  he  looked  rough  even  to 
Peter,  what  kind  eyes  he  had,  and  what  a 
Kood,  whole-hearted  smile ;  and  the  clasp  of 
his  hand — yes,  Peter  still  felt  his  fingers  ting- 
ling from  that  hearty  clasp,  as  the  man  bade 
him  good-bye.  Oh  !  could  this  really — really 
be  his  unknown  friend?  He  thought  so,  he 
hoi)ed  so,  and  his  heart  danced  within  him. 
Nor  was  poor  ignorant  Peter  so  very  wrong 
after  all.  For  surelj",  we  are  never  so  like 
the  Lord  Jesus  Chnst  as  when  we  do  His 


works;  nay,  when  we  do  just  what  He  would 
have  done,  some  may  mistake  the  reflec- 
tion of  His  presence  for  His  very  self. 
There  is  little  doubt  that  tlie  waggoner  had 
done  some  of  the  Lord's  work  that  day. 

CHAPTER    XVI. — "in  THE    HOUR   OF  TRIAL." 

"Well,  lad,  and  what  luck?"  said  Her- 
ring. Herring  had  met  Peter  at  the  appointed 
place — ^just  round  a  corner,  and  close  to  a 
public-house.     "  What  luck  ?  "  he  said. 

Herring's  voice  sounded  quite  kind ;  and 
Peter,  with  his  heart  strangely  light  already, 
took  fresh  courage  from  this  fact. 

"The  most  wonderful  luck,"  he  uttered 
eagerly.  "  Why,  to^lay,  in  Common  Gardirg, 
I  met  a  man  as  give  me  ajob  at  once.  He 
set  me  ter  pile  cabbages,  and  arterwards  he 
arsked  me  ter  help  him  wid  some  apples. 
Lor !  them  apples  wor  fine,  and  no  mistake." 

"And  wot  did  he  pay  yex,  lad?"  asked 
Herring. 

"Oh I  sixpence  and  my  breakfast.  But 
that  wor  a  small  part  The  man  wanted 
a  boy,  jest  like  me,  to  employ  constant  to 
go  wid  him  back  and  forrard  to  his  master's 
farm  and  Common  Garding  ;  and  he  said,  ef 
so  be  I  could  give  him  a,  bit  of  character, 
he'd  let  me  have  the  job,  I  should  live  at 
his  master's  farm,  out  Surrey  way,  and  come 
to  town  h'every  morning ;  and  I'd  get  my 
wituals  regular  and  harf-a-crown  a  week.  I 
wor  thinking,  master,"  continued  poor  Peter, 
"  that  ef  I  wor  ter  take  the  ])[ace,  and  pro- 
mise faithful  to  give  yer  the  harf-crown  h'every 
week,  that  it  might  be  more  proSt  to  you  than 
wot  I  does  now." 

"Ye'd  like  the  job,  too,"  said  Herring 
slowly,  and  with  one  crf  those  smiles  which 
Peter  never  could  fathom. 

"  Yes ;  I'd  like  it  real  well,  master." 

"  And  when  are  yer  to  give  the  man  his 
answer  ?  " 

"  Ter-morrer  morning," 

"  Well,  there's  time  enough  fur  that  yet 
Come  along  wid  me,  now." 

Peter  did  not  know  what  conclusion  to 
draw  from  Herring's  manner;  but,  on  the 
whole,  he  had  not  said  any  rough  words  or 
abused  him  in  any  way.  In  short.  Herring 
had  pledged  himself  to  nothing ;  and  Peter 
had  argued,  as  best  he  could,  in  favour  of  his 
own  wishes  from  this  fact. 

He  now  followed  his  companion  in  silence. 
On  most  occasions  at  this  hour  Herring 
spent  Peter's  earnings  on  food;  but  though 
he  pocketed  the  sixpence  as  usual  to-day, 
he  entered  no  eating-shop;  on  the  contrary, 
he  struck  out  in  a  direction  contrary  to  his 
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wont,  and  lather  countrywise.  After  about 
half  aa  hour  of  brisk  walking  Hening  and 
Peter  were  met,  apparently  by  accident,  by 
two  men,  friends  of  Herring's,  They  nodded 
to  Herring  and  turned  with  him,  and  the 
four  went  on  together.  Peter  heard  the 
man  who  joined  Herring  say,  "  So  that's  the 
young  'un  ?  "  And  Hening  nodded  and  said 
something  very  low,  which  Peter  could  not 
catch.  The  remark,  however,  put  him  a 
little  on  his  guard,  for  he  saw  that  the  appa- 
rently aimless  walk  had  an  aim. 

His  own  companion  was  a  lad  a  few  years 
older  than  himself.  This  lad  had  a  perfectly 
colourless  face  and  hay-like  hair ;  his  eyes 
were  of  the  lightest  blue,  and  of  a  wander- 
ing character,  and  his  eyebrows  and  eye- 
lashes were  the  most  infinitesimal  passible. 
He  was,  however,  amusing — could  tell  stories 
in  a  truly  comical  manner ;  and  Peter  soon 
found  himself  laughing  at  his  dry  remarks. 

They  walked  on  and  on,  until  at  last  Peter, 
unaccustomed  to  this  continuous  exercise, 
and  weary,  too,  from  his  hard  work  of  the 
morning,  began  to  lag  behind.  They  were 
now  quite  in  the  country,  and  just  when 
Peter  felt  as  if  he  could  not  proceed  another 
step,  Herring  proposed  that  they  should 
cross  some  fields.  The  fields  in  question 
were  a'  good  deal  broken  by  the  frost,  and 
were  very  heavy  walking,  and  poor  Peter 
soon  felt  that  he  could  not  get  on  another 
step.  He  proposed  to  his  own  companion 
to  sit  down  by  the  hedge  and  rest. 

The  lad  of  the  colourless  appearance 
laughed  loudly,  and  shouted  lo  Herring : 
"  The  little  tender  young  'un  is  dead  beat. 
Shall  we  carry  him  atween  us  ?  " 

The  other  man,  however,  called  back,  not 
unkindly :  "  We're  going  to  a  neighbour's, 
right  down  in  the  walley,  lad,  and  you  shall 
rest  there." 

"  All  right,"  answered  Peter.  And  rather 
than  encounter  any  more  of  the  colourless 
lad's  rude  laughter  he  stumbled  along  once 
more. 

In  half  an  hour — just  when  the  tired  boy 
had  given  up  all  hope  of  finding  any  human 
habitation — he  suddenly  saw  that  they  were 
close  to  a  small  roadside  inn,  or  rather  public- 
house,  and  into  this  the  whole  party  turned. 
The  landlord  seemed  to  know  Hening,  for 
he  spoke  to  him  at  once,  bade  them 
all  welcome,  and  conducted  them  to  a 
stifling  and  very  dirty  room  behind  the  bar. 
Peter  just  stumbled  into  a  chair,  laid  his 
head  on  the  deal  table,  and  was  fast  asleep. 
Jt  seemed  to  him  hours  that  he  slept, 
though,  in  reality,  it  was  not  more  than  teu 


minutes.  He  was  awakened  from  a  sWeet 
dream,  in  which  he  and  the  waggoner,  and 
Rosy,  and  Poppy,  and  Mother  Herring  were 
all  mixed  up  in  one  happy  medley  :  all  happy, 
and  rested,  and  satisfied.  Peter  did  not 
know  bow  they  all  got  together.  Only  one 
thing  was  distinct  to  him,  and  that  was  the 
face  of  the  waggoner ;  hut  that  face  liad 
changed — changed  to  one  very  sweet,  very 
strong,  and  oh !  so  full  of  the  very  tenderest 
pity.  "Z'c  rig/ii,  Peter,"  he  was  saying,  in  a 
voice  which  thrilled  through  Peter's  heart. 
"  £>o  right,  do  right,  and  I  will  help  you." 
And  Peter  knew  in  his  dream  that  he  was 
not  the  waggoner  of  Covent  Garden,  bat 
his  other  unknown  friend — Jesus.  And  he 
awoke,  trembling  with  wonder  and  joy. 

Although  he  was  now  awake,  he  had  not 
stirred  from  his  sleeping  position,  and  he 
was  suddenly  conscious  that  other  voices, 
quite  different  from  those  of  his  dream,  were 
speaking  close  to  him.  He  remained  motion- 
less, and  heard  the  following  words — 

"I  tell  you,"  said  Herring  in  a  whisper, 
"as  'tis  none  so  easy.  He's  the  werry 
most  obstinate  young  d<%  as  I  h'ever  met, 
and  he  ain't  ter  be  daunted.  I'd  like  it 
done,  and  I  means  to  do  it ;  but  'tis  none  so 
easy." 

"You  leave  it  tome,"  said  another  voice; 

you  leave  me  to  manage  of  him.     I  tell 

you  as  I  lay  a  bet  of  aif-a-crown  as  I'll  'ave 

the  young  dog  dead  drunk  afore  h'ever  we 

leaves  this  yere  'ouse.     There  I " 

"  Done  1  "  said  Herring. 

They  laughed,  both  of  ihem,  a  very  wicked 
laugh,  and  then  went  out.  Peter  heard  some 
one  else  enter  the  room,  and  knew  by  the 
clinking  of  glasses  that  a  meal  was  in  prepara- 
tion. He  knew,  also,  now  what  it  all  meant : 
who  the  obstinate  young  dog  was,  and  what 
they  intended  to  do  with  him.  He  was  to 
be  made  drunk — he,  who  had  promised 
Mother  Herring  never  to  drink ;  never, 
never,  whatever  happened ;  because  he  had 
seen  with  his  own  eyes  the  dreadful  effects 
of  drink  on  his  mother  and  on  Peg. 

Yes,  be  said  be  would  never  drink.  And 
now,  in  this  lonely  place,  two  men  had 
betted  that  he  should.  Why?  Peter  had 
no  idea.  What  possible  good  it  could  do 
them  to  make  him  bad — this  he  failed  to 
fathom.  He  knew,  however,  that  ever  since 
he  had  been  with  Herring  his  object  had 
been  to  tempt  him  to  sin,  and  now  he  had 
brought  him  out  here  to  make  that  tempta- 
tion the  greater.  His  heart  beat  fast  und 
hard — for  he  was  only  a  young  weak  lad, 
and  there  were  three  against  him ;  but  as  he 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


nose  at  Herring's  summons  and  approached 
the  table  he  seemed  to  hear  the  voice  of  the 
waggoner  saying  again, "Do  right,  and  I  will 
.help  you." 

Tiie  first  part  of  the  meal,  which  con- 
.sisted  of  bacon,  cabbage,  and  an  unlimited 
supply  of  very  bad  table  beer,  passed  with- 
out comment.  Peter,  wishing  to  keep  him- 
self as  cool  as  possible,  did  not  touch  the 
.beer,  but  this  fact  drew  forth  no  remark. 
Then  bad  cheese  and  more  beer.  Peter  ate 
■tlie  cheese  and  left  the  beer.  Then  came 
gin  and  rum  and  hot  water.  _  Peter  set  his 
.teeth  hard  when  he  saw  the  barmaid  place 
these  on  the  table,  for  he  saw  his  hour  of 
trial  had  come.  The  man  who  had  walked 
with  Herring  filled  out  four  glasses.  As  he 
held  one  R)ward  Peter,  Peter  pushed  it  back. 
"  No,  thank  yer,"  he  said ;  "  I  never  takes 
none  o'  that  'ere  stufl.  I'll  just  go  out,"  be 
added,  rising  from  the  table,  "  and  wait  out- 
side till  you  three  comrades  has  finished." 

Herring  felt  his  face  growing  white  with 
anger.  The  man,  however,  who  had  filled 
the  glasses  only  smiled.  "You  just  sit 
down,  my  lad,"  he  said  j  "  for  drink  or  don't 
■drink,  we'd  rayther  not  lose  yer  pleasant 
company." 

The  colourless  lad  laughed,  but  Herring's 
thin  lips  still  twitched  with  anger.  Peter 
sat  down  again  without  a  word.  The  three 
drank  off  their  glasses  of  hot  spirits.  Then  the 
■mm  who  had  made  the  bet  got  up  and 
drew  his  chair  close  to  Peter.  '"  Now, 
my  lad,"  he  said,  "  we  don't  want  to  be 
onpleasant.  'Tis  real  unneighbourly  not 
to  drink  wid  us.  Come,  I'll  mix  a  fresh 
glass,  and  you'll  take  it  to  obleege  friends." 

"  1  never  drinks,"  said  Peter,  "  and  I'm 
not  a-goin'  to  begin." 

"  But  just  because  we  axes  yer  ? " 

"  No,"  said  Peter  ;  "  there's  no  manner  o' 
use  in  pressing  of  me.     I'll  just  go  out," 

Again  he  rose  from  his  seat.  None  of  the 
men  made  any  objection  this  tioie.  He 
went  to  ihe  door  and  turned  the  handle. 
Tlie  door  was  locketi.  He  felt  himself 
groM'ing  while,  for  lie  knew  now  he  was  caught 
in  a  trap;  but,  without  comment,  he  returned 
to  the  tabic.  Even  the  colourless  lad  did 
not  laugh ;  but  all  tliree  again  drained  their 
glasses, 

"  Now,    lad,"   said    tlic    elder  man   once 

"He  must  drink,"  said  Herriiig,  suddenly 
losing  all  self-control.  "  He  ain't  goin'  to 
do  the  goody  over  me  no  more.  He  must 
■drink,  and  at  once,  or  we'll  make  him," 

"  Hush,  Herring  ! "    said  the  odier  man ; 


"you  fair  frighten  the  lad.  He'll  jest  have 
a  glass  wid  me — ^just  one,  lad,  'cause  I  axes 
yer." 

This  man  spoke  softly ;  but  Peter  knew 
his  eyes  were  on  him,  and  his  eyes  were  very 
evil.  The  hot  fumes  of  the  spirits,  the  close 
smell  of  the  ill-ventilated  room,  above  all, 
the  cruel  fear  at  his  heart,  all  helped  to  make 
his  brain  go  round.  He  knew  he  was  in 
grave  danger ;  he  almost  thought  he  must 
yield,  must  break  his  word,  and  take  that 
one  glass.  He  hesitated;  his  hand  almost 
went  out  towards  it,  when  suddenly  he 
seemed  to  see,  above  the  wicked  faces  sur- 
rounding him,  the  face  of  (he  waggoner  as 
he  had  looked  in  his  dream,  and  again  he 
heard  the  words,  "  Do  right,  and  I  will  help 
you."  He  threw  up  his  head,  and,  taking 
tlie  glass  from  the  man's  hand,  dashed  it 
behind  him  on  the  floor. 

"  I  know  all,"  he  said,  "but  I  ain't  afcared. 
You  may  try  yer  werry  worst ;  but  I'll  not 
drink.  Yes,  I  heerd  wot  yer  two  said  when 
yer  thought  as  I  wor  asleep ;  but  I'll  not 
drink.  Do  yer  worst ;  I  ain't  frighted."  He 
stood  up  now  quite  quiet;  there  was  a  glow 
on  his  young  cheek,  his  big  black  eyes  were 
bright.  "  I  ain't  frighted,"  he  repeated,  and 
he   looked    fearlessly  at    the   three    wicked 

There  was  a  moment's  pause ;  the  colour- 
less lad  looked  down,  but  the  other  two 
leaped  up,  leaped  upon  him,  anger  blazing 
from  their  tipsy  eyes.  They  sprang  upon 
the  boy,  both  of  them ;  he  felt  their  arms 
holding  him  tight;  he  felt  that  they  were 
pouring  spirits  down  his  throat ;  then  he 
was  sensible  of  stinging  blows;  and  then 
there  came,  from  what  seemed  a  long  way 
off,  the  sound  of  broken  glass,  followed  by  a 
calm  and  a  deep  stillness.     Peter  knew  no 


CHAPTER  XVll. — OLD  JABIS  KISSE. 

When  Pelcr  came  to  himself  the  whole 
scene  had  changed.  The  dirty  bar-room  had 
vanished,  so  also  had  the  foul  air.  Instead 
of  the  fumes  of  rum  in  his  nostrils,  and  iJie 
cvii  faces  of  bad  men  looking  into  his  eyes, 
he  saw  overhead  numberless  stars,  and  felt 
blowing  softly  on  his  cheek  the  pure  night 
air.  He  did  not  know  where  he  was,  nor 
how  he  had  come  there.  He  remembered 
nothing  of  the  terrible  scene  he  had  j  list  gone 
through,  of  the  fierce  ordeal  through  which  he 
— poor,  weak,  ignorant  boy — had  surely  come 
off  more  Uian  conqueror.  He  lay  still,  feel- 
ing peace  stealing  over  every  weary  nerve. 
The  night  was  cold  enough,  but  he  did  not 


atj  I17  yer  (rCTry  wont ;  bat  I'll  not  dtink." 
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feci  cold.  There  was  pain  awaitingiiinn,  but 
he  felt  no  pain  at  present ;  every  nerve  was 
resting.  No  loved  child  in  iis  mother's  arms 
could  be  more  perfectly  happy  than  Peter 
was  then.  And  surely  Loving  Arms  were 
round  the  lad,  which  accounted  for  it  all. 

After  a  time,  however,  what  seemed  a  long 
time  to  Peter,  the  cold  made  him  restless, 
some  bruises  began  to  smart,  and  the  return 
of  pain  and  the  restlessness  brought  back 
the  power  of  thought  to  his  clouded  brain. 
Bit  by  bit  the  events  of  the  past  day  returned 
to  his  memory.  His  lucky  time  in  Covent 
Garden  in  the  morning,  the  breakfast  he  had 
had  with  the  kind  waggoner,  then  his  delight- 
ful proposal.  This  was  the  bright  part  of  his 
day ;  for  a  time  his  weak  thoughts  travelled 
no  farther  than  this  pleasant  time.  Think- 
ing of  the  waggonerhe  smiled,  and  wondered 
again  who  he  could  be.  But  other  memories 
followed  quickly,  and  the  remaining  and  dark 
part  of  his  day  came  back  to  him.  He 
thoi^ht  of  his  walk,  of  his  evil  companions, 
then  of  that  public-house,  then  of  his  dream ; 
finally  of  that  dreadful  temptation  through 
which  he  had  just  passed.  But  he  had 
passed  it,  passed  it  successfully ;  even  now, 
,  even  here,  that  fact  brought  a  glow  of  com- 
fort to  his  young  heart.  Again  he  lay  still, 
feeling  the  pain  and  the  restlessness,  and  now 
came  the  perplexed  question — how  had  he 
got  here  ?  It  was  quite  plain  that  he  was 
out  in  the  night,  and  alone  j  that  his  wicked 
companions  had  left  him — left  him  to  his 
fate. 

But  had  they  left  him  to  his  (ate  ?  Would 
Herring  so  lightly  relax  his  hold  over  him  ? 
No,  this  was  scarcely  likely.  Herring 
wanted  him.  Peter  had  often  wondered  why. 
It  was  very  unlikely,  very  unlikely  indeed, 
that  Herring  would  so  easily  give  up  his 
hold  of  his  prey. 

Peter  shivered  violently  at  the  thought, 
and  then  came  the  almost  passionate  desire 
to  escape  from  this  terrible  man — to  run 
away  now,  in  the  darkness,  to  some  place 
where  he  could  not  find  him.  Why  did  he 
lie  feebly  here  when  his  enemy  might  even 
now  be  returning  to  claim  him?  No,  he 
was  very  foolish  to  feel  so  weak  and  dizzy. 
He  would  get  up  at  once  and  try  to  walk 
away.  With  a  great  effort  he  managed  to 
I  steady   himself  to   a   sitting   position,   then 

j  again  from  this  position  to  rise  to  his  feet. 
But  oh  I  the  agony  that  thrilled  through 
every  nerve.  One  of  his  feet  must  have  been 
badly  sprained  in  that  dreadful  scuffle.  He 
could  not  walk,  on  it.  With  a  deep  groan 
he  fell  again  on  the  ground.     No,  he  could 


not  possibly  walk.  Wliat  could  he  do  ?  He 
uttered  a  deep  groan,  and  tried  to  push  him- 
self farther  under  the  shelter  of  the  hedge,  so 
that  if  Herring  returned  he  might  not  see 
him.  With  many  an  ache  he  maiiaged  to 
accomplish  this.  He  got  close  under  the 
shelter  of  the  hedge,  and  saw  then  that  he 
had  not  only  done  this,  but  also  (hat  he  was 
at  a  part  where,  through  a  slight  opening,  he 
could  see  into  the  field  beyond.  He  looked 
through,  then  started  back  with  almost  joy. 
Within  about  fifty  yards  of  him,  at  the  other 
side  of  the  hedge,  was  a  little  hut ;  in  the  tiny 
window  of  the  hut  a  light  was  burning.  Oh, 
if  only  he  could  manage  to  get  there,  and  ask, 
whoever  the  owner  was,  to  let  him  lie  on  the 
floor  of  this  little  hut  until  the  morning  I  In 
the  morning  he  surely  would  be  quite  well 
again,  and  if  he  once  got  into  the  hut  he 
would  be  sheltered  from  the  biting  frosty  air, 
and  from  the  fear  of  Herring's  return.  Yes, 
he  would  try,  crawling  on  his  hands  and  knees, 
to  reach  this  tittle  hut.  His  first  effort  was 
to  squeeze  his  body  through  the  thick  hedge. 
In  this  place,  as  I  said,  there  was  a  gap,  and 
through  this  gap,  after  many  an  effort,' he 
managed  to  get.  Then  he  had  to  rest  again, 
and  then  commenced  bis  crawling  over  the 
rough  ground. 

Fifty  yards  away  had  the  little  hut  looked, 
but  long  before  Peter  reached  it,  it  seemed 
like  five  hundred.  Panting,  groaning,  almos*' 
despairing,  he  pushed  himself  along  the 
ground ;  but  at  last  constant  effort  brought 
result.  He  was  at  the  door.  The  door  was 
a  little  open.  He  pushed  it  with  his  hands  and 
looked  in.  There  was  only  one  person  in  the 
hut ;  at  him  Peter  gazed.  He  was  an  old,  old 
man,  with  white  hair  ^ling  over  his  shoulders. 
By  the  light  of  a  dip  candle  he  was  reading 
in  a  book ;  the  light  of  the  candle  fell  on  his 
withered  old  face.  He  was  very  small,  and 
very  bent,  bent  nearly  double,  and  Peter 
thought  he  had  never  seen  any  one  look  so 
old  before.  The  wrinkled  face,  however,  had 
a  kind  expression. 

"I  don't  think  as  helii  turn  of  me  out," 
thought  the  boy,  and  he  pushed  a  little 
farther  into  the  hut.  The  noise  he  made 
caused  the  old  man  to  raise  his  head.  The 
moment  he  saw  Peter  he  darted  forward. 

"  A  stranger  !  a  stranger  \  "  he  exclaimed. 
"  Who  knows,  an  angel — an  angel  unawares  ! 
Who  are  you,  boy?    Where  do  you  come 

'■  From  Luimon,"  answered  Peter.  "  I 
come  from  Lunnon.  I  'ave  got  rarely  hurt. 
May   I  lie  on  the  floor  until  the  morning, 

please,  master?"        u^j  i.rv.;  ■^^^7^J•t,■^ 
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"  Surely,  lad,  you  may  corae  in,  for  ain't  you 
a  stranger  P  But  you  shan't  lie  on  the  floor ; 
no,  no,  that  place  ain't  fur  them  as  the  Lord 
sends  hitherwards.  No,  there's  my  bed  for 
ycr,  lad." 

"  But  no  one  has  sent  me,"  replied  Peter. 
"  Indeed  I  jest  got  hurt  bad,  and  I  seed  ycr 
light  through  the  hedge,  and  I  come  along. 
Thaf  s  jest  it.  No  one  has  sent  me,  no  Lord 
nor  nobody." 

Far  a.  moment  the  face  of  the  little  old 
man,  which,  from  the  time  it  had  caught 
sight  of  Peter  had  been  radiant,  became 
clouded.  Then  he  said,  in  a  hesitating 
manner — 

"  You  don't  know  Him  by  that  name  may- 
be ;  but  surely  you  met  my  Lord  Jesus  some 
time  to-day,  and  he  told  you  as  his  servant 
Jabis  Kisse  wanted  sore  to  do  some'ot  for 
Him?  He  sent  you  here.Iad,  jest  to  give  old 
Jabis  a  little  bit  of  loving  work— Klon't  say  as 
He  didnt." 

Peter's  thoughts  again  'in  his  weakness 
flew  back  to  his  friend  of  the  early  morning. 

"Yes,  yes,"  he  said  eagerly,  "  I  met  a  kind 
man  the  mom,  who  said  as  he'd  help  me,  but 
he  said  nought  about  you.  I  never  heerd 
tell  o'  no  Jabis  Kisse." 

"  'Tis  all  the  same,  lad.  He  didn't  mention 
names,  but  He  sent  you  here.  Oh  I  Lord, 
I  thank  thee ;  thy  servant  as  thou  hast  sent 
shall  have  the  best  of  old  Jabis's  care." 

These  last  words  were  addressed  in  a 
fervent  manner  to  some  one  whom  Peter 
could  not  see.  He  found  himself  looking 
round  the  little  room  in  a  kind  of  awe. 
But  Jabis  had  now  gone  down  on  his 
hands  and  knees,  and  drawn  Peter  veYy 
gently  across  the  floor  lo  the  little  fire.  He 
laid  him  full-length  before  the  fire,  and  be- 
gan softly  to  rub  his  cold  limbs,  and  then 
when  a  little  warmth  came  slowly  back  he 
went  to  a  box  which  stood  in  a  comer  of  the 
hut  and  took  out  some  rags,  and  dipped  the 
rags  in  a  healing  lotion,  and  applied  them  to 
the  sprained  foot.  As  he  waited  on  Peter 
he  did  not  speak,  but  he  looked  up  very 
often,  quite  up  to  the  ceiling  and  smiled,  and 
Peter,  who  had  never  in  all  his  life  known 
such  tender  waiting  on  before,  smiled  too  in 
answer.  When  the  foot  was  carefully  bound 
and  warmth  had  returned,  the  old  man 
boiled  porridge,  and  gave  it  to  him  with  a 
great  mug  of  goat's  milk,  and  then  he  took 
him  to  his  own  tiny  bed  in  the  corner,  and 
made  him  lie  down,  and  covered  him  up. 

Altogether  this  novel  treatment  seemed  to 
Peter  like  part  of  a  dream,  and  the  wonderful 
sti.inge  old  man  the  most  dream-like  of  all. 


"  I  say,"  he  exclaimed,  as  oid  Jabis  bent 
over  him  to  bid  him  good  night,  "  yer  knows 
the  man  as  they  calls  Jesus.  Does  He  ever 
come  in  yere  ?  " 

"  Often  and  often,  lad.  Why  He  were 
here  but  yesterday." 

"  Wor  He  ?  "  said  Peter ;  "  and  did  He  say 
nought  about  me  P " 

"  Not  by  name,  lad — not  quite  by  name." 

"But  He  knows  me?" 

"  Ay,  ay,  most  surely  He  knows  you,  my 
poor  lad." 

"  Old  Jabis,"  continued  Peter,  "  does  yer 
think  as  He  cares  a  bit  about  me  ?  I  ain't 
nought  but  werry  weak  and  h'tgnorant,  but 
Mother  Herring  said  as  He  cared  a  sight 
about  me." 

"  Not  a  doubt  on  it,  lad.  Why,  He  sent 
yer  here  to  me  to-n^ht  I " 

"  Then  He  must  be  the  waggoner,"  thought 
Peter,  and  with  this  thought  be  fell  asleep. 

CHAPTER   XVm.— AN   ANGEL,   UNAWARES.  . 

He  had  thought  to  come  into  die  little 
hut  and  rest  for  a  few  hours,  quite  sure  that 
in  the  morning  early  he  should  get  up,  thank, 
as  he  best  knew  how,  his  kind  host,  and  go 
away.  But  the  morning  found  poor  Peter 
still  less  able  to  move  than  he  was  the  night 
before.  He  felt  sore  and  stiff  all  over,  and 
as  to  the  injured  limb,  had  bis  very  life  de- 
pended on  it,  he  could  not  now  put  it  to  the 
ground. 

He  discovered  this  fact  early,  very  early-in 
the  morning,  long  before  the  faint  winter 
daylight  had  begun  to  break.  In  the  comer 
on  the  floor,  away  from  his  own  bed,  he 
heard  old  Jabis  snoring.  There  was  no 
other  sound  except  his  own  groans,  for  he 
was  now  in  great  pain.  After  a  time  he  fell 
again  into  an  uneasy  slumber  ;  in  this  sleep 
he  dreamed — dreamed  of  his  day  over  again. 
Once  more  he  was  subjected  to  fierce 
temptation ;  once  more  he  was  fighting  foi 
the  longed-for  and  yet  unknown  good. 
Suddenly,  just  when  he  felt  most  weak  and 
most  inclined  to  yield,  be  found  himself  not 
alone  in  the  fight ;  at  one  side  of  him  was 
Mother  Herring,  and  beyond  her  was  Jabis 
Kisse  and  the  waggoner.  Peter  found  him- 
self looking  anxiously  at  the  wagoner,  but 
he  did  no  more  than  Mother  Herring  and 
Jabis  Kisse,  he  just  stood  by  and  whispered 
courage.  But  again  Peter  felt  that  there  was 
another  there — a  mysterious  somebody — 
who  not  only  whispered  to  him  to  perse- 
vere, but  gave  strength  with  the  words;  and 
this  somebody  be  felt  must  be  the  real 
Jesus.    This  stranger  held  a  little  child  by 
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the  hand,  and  Peter  saw  that  the  child  was 

Rosy. 
Rosy's  race  was  radiant  as  Peter  had  never 

^een  it ;  but  her  eyes,  full  to  overflowing  of 
Ijve  and  pity,  were  fixed,  not  at  him,  but  on 
her  father,  as  he  held  the  glass  of  spirits  to 
Peter's  lips.  Suddenly,  3ie  stranger  who 
W(l  her  hand  released  it,  and  she  went  up 
to  Herring  and  touched  his  sleeve,  and  said, 
"  Don't  be  cruel  to  poor  Peter."  And  the 
moment  Herring  heard  her  words,  and  saw 
her  gentle  face,  lie  grew  pale  and  turned 


away  with  a  groan,  and  the  glass  of  spirits 
fell  on  the  floor. 
The  noise  of  the  falling  glass  awoke  Peter. 

He  opened  his  eyes  to  find  that  it  was  but  a 
dream,  and  that  the  reality  was  the  little, 
quiet,  and  humble  hut,  and  also  that  the  real 
noise  had  been  a  bowl  which  had  just 
slipped  from  the  feeble  hands  of  old  Jabis. 
The  moment  Peter  opened  his  eyes  the  old 
man  was  by  his  side. 

"I'm   feared    as    I   can't  walk  nohow," 
whispered  the  lad.  -  '    -  —^'^'^'^'^ 
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"  Why  in  course  not,  boy.  Whoever  'ud 
s'pose  yer  could  with  that  ere  foot  ?  no,  not 
for  many  a  day.  Now  lie  still,  and  h'eat  this 
nice  porridge." 

"  But  you  can't  keep  me  for  many  a  day," 
Slid  Peter,  pushing  aside  the  porridge  in  his 
anxiety. 

"  And  why  not,  my  son  ?  But,  there, 
there's  no  talk  about  long  or  short,  for  it  must 
jest  he  as  the  Lord  wills." 

"Is  the  Lord  same  as  Jesus?"  asked 
Peter. 

Old  Jabis  nodded. 

"  I  wonder,"  continued  Peter  eagerly,  "  ef 
yer'd  tell  me  wot  kind  o'  trade  He  ^e — 
Him,  Lord  Jesus  yer  knows."  '' 

"  Trade,"  said  old  Jabis — "  trade  is  it  ?  I 
don't  mind  the  names  o'  many  trades.  I 
'avc  a  short  memory.  Wot  trade  'ad  he  as 
you  met  yesterday — him  as  sent  you  to 
me?" 

"But  he  didn't,"  said  Peter;  "he  said 
nought  at  all  'bout  yer.  He  said  as  he'd  be 
kind  to  me,  and  give  me  'ployment  con- 
stant." 

"  Jest  like  Him,"  replied  old  Jabis,  with  a 
look  of  rapture — "jest  not  He'd  be  allers 
a-doing,  fur  the  poor  desStute.  And  wot 
trade  wor  he,  lad  ?  But,  there,  the  Lord 
'ave  no  need  for  trades,  no  need  woth'ever." 

"He  'ad  a  trade  tho',"said  Peter;  "he 'ad 
a  trade,  and  he  worked  real  'ard.  He  wor  p. 
waggoner,  wot  carried  cabbages  and  apples 
to  Common  Carding."  -  \  ' 

Old  Jabis  looked  nuzzled, 

"  I  never  heirdlell  as  my  Lord  did  that," 
he  said,  "  but  He  puts  on  many  'guises.  There, 
boy,  Isees  as  you  don't  knowniuch  about  Him, 
so  you  h'eat  ujj  yer  porridge,  and  arter  I  'as 
dressed  yer  foot  I'll  read  out  o'  the  book  His 
blessed  history.  O  Lord,  I  thank  thee, 
not  only  thaf^hou  hast  heerd  ray  cry  and 
sent  me  one  o'  Thy  destitute  little  'uns,  but 
also  that  Thou  has  given  me  an  h'ignorant 
child  o'  Thine'to  teach  of  Thy  heart  love." 

Old  Jabis  said  these  last  words  looking 
up  ;  and  again  Peter  felt  a  mysterious  sense 
of  awe  stealing  over  him,  and  he  found 
Iiimself  looking  up  also  at  the  ceiling,  and 
ail  round  the  little  hut,  to  see  who  it  was 
that  old  Jabis  addressed  with  such  earnest 
words  and  such  a  look  of  love  on  his  wrinkled 
old  face.  He  could  see  no  one,  and  he  had 
at  last  to  eat  his  breakfast  and  wait  for  the 
story  to  begin. 

But  that  was  the  beginning  of  truly  happy 
times  for  Peter,  No  matter  the  weariness 
and  pain  of  that  sprained  foot ;  no  matter 
the  irksomeness  of  lying  so  very  still ;   no 


matter,  also,  the  confused  and  incorrect  way 
in  which  the  story  was  told.  Still  he  really 
at  last  did  hear  the  story — the  story  of  his 
inheritance  in  Heaven,  of  his  Friend  in 
Heaven,  of  that  Friend's  love,  and  that 
Friend's  work. 

Old  Jabis  read  the  whole  story  of  Jesus 
Christ  aloud  in  his  faltering  old  voice  to 
Peter,  beginning  at  the  first  chapter  of  St, 
Matthew,  and  ending  at  last  at  the  very  last 
chapter  of  St.  John.  It  took  liim  some  days 
to  do  this,  but  neither  listener  nor  reader 
was  at  all  tired.  As  Jabis  read  Peter  used 
to  bend  forward  to  strain  ^t  every  word,  for 
the  old  man's  voice  was  very  quavering  and 
very  low. 

This  part  of  the  story  Peter  learned  with  a 
certain  amount. of  correctness.  But  there 
was  a  great  deal  w^ich  old  Jabis  did  not 
read,  hut  loid ;  and  this  part,  though  it  had 
indeed  the  very  essence  of  real  truth  in  it, 
was  historically  wrobg.  For  instance,  he 
related  to  the  wondering  boy  the  many  visits 
which  he  believed  his  Lord  to  have  paid  him 
in  person.  He  told  him  how,  nijht  after 
night,  as  he  sat  alone  by  his  fire,  the  Lord 
Jesus  would  come  softly  in  and  sit  by  his 
fire  t03,and  take  his  hand  and  comfort  him 
witliBdings  of  the  mansion  He  was  getting 
ready  for  him.  So  vividly  did  old  Jabis 
defcribe  these  meetings,  in  which  he  so  fully 
rbelieved,  that  Peter  got  uito  a  perfect  tumult 
of  hope  and  longing  fw  the  next  visit  from 
this  loving  stranger. 

""Werry  like  he'U  come-  to-night,"  old 
Jabis  would  answer.  But  itght  after  night 
passed  and  Peter  saw  no  Jesus  sitting  by  the 
hearth.  In  his  eagerness  ajid  longing  he 
began  to  despair,  but  old  Jabis  never  lost 
his  firm  trust  in  the  coming  of  the  Lord. 
"  There's  no  fear  in  life,  lad,"  he  would 
say.  "  He'll  be  a-passing  by,  and  He'll  be 
certain  sure  to  step  in  and  lay  His  'and  on 
yer  'ead  and  bless  yer ;  and  He'll  say  to  me, 
'  Old  Jabis,  I  sent  yer  !m  angel  unawares.' " 

Peter  was  fain  to  believe  that  this  would 
happen,  but  he  became  tired  of  longing  and 
looking.  As  he  grew  better  he  told  his  own 
story  to  Jabis,  and  Jabis  comforted  him 
with  the  assurance  that  in  that  time  of  his 
temptation  the  Lord  was  certainly  standing 
by  and  helping  him. 

Thus  the  days  went  by.  The  days  went 
by,  and  Peter  grew  belter ;  he  was  again  able 
to  leave  his  bed,  and  first  to  hobble  about 
old  Jabis's  little  room,  then  to  walk  outside, 
then,  by  slowdegrees,  to  walk  quite  well  again. 
He  now  felt  that  it  was  time  for  him  to  go. 
He  must  say  good-bye  to  dear  old  Jabis  and 
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lelurn  once  more  lo  London.  He  longed  : 
to  do  this,  and  yet  he  dreaded  it.  He 
dreaded  beyond  words  meeting  Herring 
again,  and  yet  he  feared  to  stay  away.  He 
knew  that  Herring  was  quite  capable  of 
taking  little  tender  Poppy  away  from  kind 
Mother  Herring  and  Rosy.  Yes,  he  would 
keep  his  word  to  Peter,  and  take  Poppy 
away,  and  be  cruel  to  little  Poppy — liitje 
Poppy  who  was  so  liappy  now,  and  doing  so 
well.  He  would  do  thU  if  he,  Peter,  did  not 
once  more  go  to  him  and  offer  to  work  for 
bim,  and  be  his  slave  again.  Very  sad  was 
the  heart  of  the  poor  boy  as  he  thought  of 
this ;  but  old  Jabis,  when  he  told  him  this 
part  of  bis  story,  too  thought  that  he  ought 
to  go  and  find  out  if  all  was  well  with  little 
Poppy. 

"Staya-near  him,"  said  the  old  man;  "yer 
elder  than  he.  Stay  near  of  him  ;  and  ef  the 
wicked  man  comes  to  liann  him  you  give 
yerself  up  to  him,  that's  all." 

"  And  will  Lord  Jesus  be  with  me  ef  I 
does  go  back  to  Herring?"  asked  Peter. 

"  Yes,  sure,  lad,  He'll  be  wid  yer.  When 
next  He  comes  in  yere  I'll  give  Him  a  special 
message  from  yer,  Peter." 

"Then  yer  tell  Him,"  continued  Peter, 
"yer  tell  Him  as  I'm  only  a  poor  h'ignorant 
boy  as  is  werry  'ard  pressed.  Tell  Him  as  I 
needs  a  deal  o'  help,  and  as  I'd  be  real 
gratified  to  Him  ef  He'd  find  me  and  Poppy 
'ploymcnt  somewheres  as  Herring  could  not 
find  us  J  we'd  work  'ard  and  try  to  do  right. 
Tell  Him  as  I'd  be  real  gratified  to  Him,  ef 
He'd  do  that  ere." 

Then  old  Jabis  promised,  and  blessed  the 
lad,  and  Peter  went  away.  About  a  mile 
from  the  old  man's  hovel  he  met  a  woman, 
who  greeted  him  with  the  words — 

"  I  guess  as  yer  a  stranger  in  these  parts, 
my  boy  ? " 

Peter  said  "  Yes,"  and  also  told  her  where 
he  had  been  staying. 

"  With  old  Jabis  Kisse  ! "  she  exclaimed, 
"  «-ich  him  as  is  light  in  the  head  I " 

Peter  did  not  know  what  she  meant.  He 
wished  her  good  morning  and  went  slowly 
on  his  road  towards  London.  He  was  a  far 
■wiser  lad — ay,  and  a  braver,  and  a  happier — 
liiati  when  he  had  last  seen  the  great  city. 


L. — THREE  BURDENS. 

All  this  time,  while  Peter  was  away,  out- 
ward contentment,  and  peace,  and  pros- 
perity seemed  to  visit  the  quiet  little  shop 
in  Martin  Street,  East.  Customers  came  in 
constantly,  an^l  the  bowls  of  hot  soup  and 
plates  of  delicious  pudding  disappeared  day 


after  day,  and  evening  after  evening,  as 
quickly  as  ever  Rosy  couid  make  them,  and 
Mrs.  Herring  hand  them  across  the  counter 
to  her  well-satisfied  customers. 

This  good  and  constant  trade  meant  out- 
ward prosperity  to  the  brave  litde  woman. 
She  could  not  only  pay  her  rent  and  all 
other  current  expenses,  but  also  put  by  more 
and  more  in  that  till  behind  the  counter ; 
that  till  which  Herringmeant  to  have  broken 
into,  or  at  least  acquainted  himself  with  its 
contents,  but  for  the  sudden  effect  of  the 
voice  of, Rosy  one  night  many  weeks  ago 
now.  Yes,  Mrs.  Herring  was  doing  well, 
and  day  after  day  she  said  to  herself  that  she 
must  empty  her  well-filled  till,  and  lodge  its 
contents  in  the  savings-bank.  But  somehow, 
day  after  day,  she— prudent  little  woman 
that  she  was — failed  to  do  this.  Over  and 
over  again  she  said  to  herself,  "  I  will  put 
my  money  into  a  place  of  safety  to-day," 
but  over  and  over  again,  fron^  some  other 
undefined  feeling,  she  let  it  remain  where  it 
was. 

Meanwhile,  slie.  Rosy,  and  Poppy,  pre- 
sented three  bright  faces  to  the  gloomy 
and  surprised  view  of  the  hard-workers, 
the  sinners,  and  those  who  lived  by  evil 
in  this  low  part  of  London.  Rosy's  brown 
cheeks  never  lost  their  soft  glow,  nor  her 
bright  black  eyes  their  sweet  expression. 
However  hard  the  little  child  worked, 
she  seemed  neither  to  faint  nor  grow 
weary.  And  Poppy,  as  day  after  day  he 
trudged  forth  with  his  little  broom  over 
his  shoulder,  had  a  look  of  resolution  about 
his  baby  lips,  and  a  certain  proud  light  in 
his  eyes,  which  did  one  good  to  look  at. 
Mother  Herring,  too,  had  her  cheery  word 
and  her  kind  action  for  each  and  all  with 
whom  she  came  in  contact. 

In  short,  these  three,  each  in  their  very 
humble  way,  seemed  to  be  not  only  hearers 
of  the  word,  but  doers ;  living  not  for  them- 
selves, but  for  others.  For  Mother  Herring's 
large  and  brave  heart  had  long  found  its 
best  and  truest  joy  in  making  others  happy; 
and  the  two  children,  each  in  their  small 
way,  tried  to  follow  her  in  this. 

Thus  the  weeks  went  by  during  Peler's 
absence.  Outwardly  all  three  were  very 
happy ;  but  it  must  be  owned  that  there  were 
some  thorns  to  be  found  even  in  this  snug 
nest,  and  some  care  had  even  entered  this 
happy  home.  Each  of  these  three  had  a 
little  burden  to  carry  just  then — a  burden 
which  eacli  trieti  bravely  to  bear  alone. 

Mother  Herring,  what  ailed  her?  She 
was  not  a  woman  given  to  nervous  fancies. 


■s« 

she  was  one  of  the  most  practical  little  souls 
that  ever  breathed ;  but  often  and  often  of 
late  she  would  rise  after  her  hard  day's  work 
from  a  sleepless  bed,  and  creeping  softly  past 
lier  little  daughter,  would  steal  into  the  silent 
shop.  Poppy's  soft  breathing  would  never 
disturb  her  at  these  times.  She  would  go 
softly  to  the  window  which  had  been  found 
open  full  two  months  ago  now,  and  sit  down 
by  it  in  the  dark,  and  wait  What  was  she 
waiting  for?  Was  she  expecting  another 
visit  from  that  mysterious  stranger  who  had 
come  in  and  gone  away  no  one  knew  where, 
no  one  why,  full  two  months  ago  now  ? 
Mother  Herring  did  not  tell  even  herself  why 
she  sat  in  the  dark  by  that  closed  window  ; 
why  even,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  she 
softly  withdrew  the  bolts,  and  left  the  window 
unfastened,  so  that  some  one,  were  that  some 
one  willing,  might  come  easily  in  again  ;  why 
she  clasped  hands  and  prayed,  and  why  her 
tear^  dropped^  as  she  listened  for  some  one  to 
lift  the  latch  and  look  in  on  her.  No  one 
ever  came,  and  after  an  hour  or  two  of  this 
watching,  she  would  once  more  secure  the 
window  bars,  and  go  back  to  her  place  by 
Rosy's  side.  This  happened  once  or  twice  a 
week,  but  always  in  the  morning  she  wore  as 
bright  a  face  as  ever,  and  the  same  as  ever 
went  with  a  hearty  good-will  about  her  daily 
work.  If  she  had  a  burden  which  she  now 
and  then  in  pain  took  up,  she  also  knew 
where  to  lay  it  down,  doubtless,  at  the  feet  of 
her  Lord. 

Little  Poppy  too,  though  never  had  the 
sun  of  his  life  appeared  to  shine  so  brightly, 
though  never  surely  had  so  many  good  things 
fallen  to  his  share,  yet  even  he,  too,  had  his 
little  burden.  Mot  for  worlds  would  he  tell 
kind  Mother  Herring  and  Rosy  that  he  was 
not  perfectly  happy ;  not  for  worlds  would 
he  give  them  even  a  corner  of  his  little  load 
to  carry  for  him.  Still  it  was  there,  and  day 
after  day  as  he  diligently  swept  his  crossing 
and  collected  his  stray  pennies,  it  rankled  in 
his  litde  heart. 

Yes,  he  was  a  fortunate  boy  now ;  he  was 
better  off  than  even  in  the  days  when  Peg 
was  good  to  him;  but  where  was  Peter? 
Where  was  his  brother  ?  Why  did  he  never 
— never  now  come  to  Mother  Herring's? 
Why  did  he  let  Sunday  after  Sunday  pass, 
and  yet  never  once  come  to  share  that  nice 
Sunday  dinner  prepared  by  Rosy's  careful 
fingers  ? 

Poppy  was'too  young,  too  completely  a 
real  baby,  to  dread  any  accident  keeping 
Peter  away.  It  never  occurred  to  him  that 
.  evil  had  befallen  his  brother ;   he  thought 
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nothing  at  all  of  the  fact  that  the  very  last 
time  they  had  met,  Peter  had  seemed  hungry, 
tired,  and  unhappy.  He  simply  mourned  for 
Peter,  thinking  he  had  forgotten  him  ;  that 
surely  in  the  good  fortune  that  had  come  to 
them  both,  such  a  very  bright  lot  had  fallen  to 
his  beloved  Peter's  share  that  he  had  no  time 
to  give  him-— poor  weak  little  Poppy  I  Poppy 
never  thought  of  blaming  Peter  for  thus,  as 
he  supposed,  giving  him  up.  Of  course,  his 
brave  Peter  must  have  the  best  of  every- 
thing. But  he  missed  bim,  he  niissed  him 
sorely;  he  missed  bis  rare  and  rather  rough 
caress,  he  missed  his  play  witli  him.  He  hod 
that  undefined  sense  of  kindred  lying  in  his 
little  breast,  which  made  the  love  of  Peter 
far  more  precious  than  the  love  of  dear, 
kind  Mrs.  Herring  and  her  pretty  Rosy. 

These  thoughts  often  made  him  sad  when 
he  was  all  alone  at  his  crossing  ;  but  in  the 
evening,  when  he  came  home  and  found  the 
warm  place  left  for  him  in  the  little  kitchen, 
and  Rosy  herself  gave  bim  his  supper,  and 
petted  him,  and  talked  to  him,  making  him 
tell  her  all  his  day's  adventures,  the  load 
could  not  but  slide  away  from  his  little  heart, 
and  he  always  went  to  bed  a  happy  boy. 

And  Rosy,  was  it  possible  tliat  Rosy,  walk- 
ing happily  through  life,  secure  from  care  sta<} 
surrounded  by  all  the  love  that  her  mother 
could  bestow  upon  her — was  it  possible  that 
this  little  bird  in  its  nest  could  have  one 
anxious  sigh,  one  anxious  care? 

Yes,  even  this  was  the  case,  and  Rosy  at 
eight  years  old  had  begun  to  think — not  that 
she  was  not  always  more  or  le^s  thoughtful — 
but  now  she  had  a  sorrowful  thought,  a  very 
strange  and  perplexing  ihoughL  True,  this 
thought  of  Rosy's  took  none  of  the  bloom 
from  her  round  cheeks  or  the  lustre  from  her 
eyes.  It  but  added  a  seriousness  to  the 
sweet  eyes,  and  a  tender  cliami  to  the  full 
child  lips.  She  had  always  loved  her  mother, 
helping  her,  it  is  true,  in  her  own  old-fashioned 
way,  but  receiving  all  the  petting,  all  the  en- 
dearment, with  the  perfect  content  'and  trust 
of  a  litde  child.  But  now  in  some  undefined 
way  the  positions  of  mother  and  daughter 
seemed  to  be  reversed.  Rosy  followed  her 
mother  about  like  a  shadow,  caressing  her, 
waiting  upon  her,  seeming  to  live  only  for 
her.  Hidierto  the  mother  bad  tried  as  much 
as  possible  to  save  the  daughter  fatigue ;  now 
the  daughter  even  insisted  on  waiting  iit 
the  shop  to  save  the  mother.  Never  nra& 
there  a  shadow  on  Mother  Herring's  face 
that  Rosy  did  not  jierceive  it,  and  did 
not  in  a  thousand  ways  try  to  drive  it  away. 
It  was  impossible  for  the  mother  not  to  see  a 
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change  in  the  child,  kird  as  that  child  tried 
to  hide  it  from  her.  Still  Mother  Herring 
never  gnessed  the  true  reason  of  all  this 
change  in  little  Rosy. 

This  was  the  reason :  she  had  found  out 
about  her  father.  By  no  means  all  did  Rosy 
know,  but  she  did  know  something.  She 
had  obtained  her  little  knowledge,  in  the 
most  innocent  way  in  the  world,  from  the 
lips  of  little  Poppy.  Poppy,  who  never 
knew,  or  could  be  got  to  understand,  that 
there  was  any  secret  about  his  meeting  with 
Herring,  had  told  the  whole  story  to  Rosy. 
He  had  told  how  the  man  had  followed  her 
mother  home,  how  vexed  he  was — Poppy 
could  not  guess  why — that  he  and  hisbioUier 
knew  anything  about  Mother  Herring  and 
Rosy;  tfien,  how  he  would  not  let  either 
of  them  go  to  Mother  Herring's  that  night, 
and  how  he  had  locked  them  up.  This,  and 
much  more  did  Poppy  tetl,  and  Rosy  just 
simply  guessed  the  truth.  She  guessed,  she 
could  not  tell  why,  that  this  man  was  her 
&ther.  She  began  to  perceive  that  her  father 
was  not  the  good  man  she  had  dreamed 
about  and  prayed  about ;  that  her  mother, 
for  some  reason,  doubdess  a  wise  reason,  had 
kept  the  truth  from  her  in  this ;  for  Poppy, 
baby  as  be  was,  knew  enough  of  the  character 
of  the  man  who  had  been  unkind  to  him 
and  Peter,  to  be  able  to  open  Rosy's  eyes  to 
this  man's  real  character,  to  at  least  a  little 
part  of  that  real  character.  The  dream-father 
then,  about  whom  she  had  talked,  for  whom 
she  had  prayed,  for  whom  often  and  often 
she  had  longed,  must  be  given  up,  and  another 
father  put  in  his  stead. 

The  knowledge  had  a  strange  effect  on 
the  child :  it  failed  utterly  to  turn  her  heart 
from  her  father ;  nay,  it  seemed  to  draw  her 
heart  towards  him  with  an  added  force  of 
love.  For  the  dream-father  she  had  prayed 
in  all  happy  childish  confidence,  but  for  the 
real  evil  father  she  prayed  with  fervent  pas- 
sion, with  tears,  and  a  great  resolve  in  her 
little  heart  that  she  would  save  him.  Not 
for  worlds  would  she  let  her  mother  know 
what  she  had  guessed ;  but  she,  too,  turned 
wistful  gazes  outward  into  that  world  where 
her  father  was  lost,  and  where  she  longed  to 
find  him. 

CHAPTER   XX. —  HIS   OWN    CIKLD. 

Rosv,  whose  head  and  heart  were  growing 
more  and  more  each  day  full  of  her  father, 
had  quite  acquired  a  habit  of  stealing  behind 
her  mother's  side  at  the  counter.  She  used 
to  do  this  in  the  pauses  between  her  busy 
cooking.     No  one  much  noticed  the  litile 


round  face,  which  reached  scarcely  above  the 
counter ;  but  Rosy  herself  could  see  all  that 
was  going  on.  She  took  no  notice  what- 
ever of  the  women,  nor  did  the  very  pret- 
tiest, or  even  the  saddest  child  appear  to 
attract  her  attention.  But  the  men,  par- 
ticularly if  those  men  were  disreputable- 
looking,  on  those  seedy  men  Rosy  fixed 
her  innocent  child  eyes  with  the  deepest 
speculation,  the  most  absorbed  attention. 
Could  any  of  those  men  be  her  father  ? 

One  afternoon  her  mother  was  obliged  to 
leave  the  shop  for  a  few  moments,  and  Rosy 
was  in  full  possession  and  full  charge.  It 
was  the  slack  time  of  the  day,  and  Mrs. 
Hening,  always  anxious  at  leaving  Rosy 
alone,  promised  to  be  back  as  soon  as 
possible.  Rosy  stood  behind  the  counter 
waiting  patiently.  For  nearly  half  the  time 
of  her  mother's  absence  she  had  not  one 
customer.  Then  a  woman  came  in  to  ask 
for  a  cup  of  coffee.  Rosy  supplied  her,  and 
the  woman  retired  to  the  nearest  of  the  little 
empty  tables  to  enjoy  it  in  quietness.  Then  a 
man  entered — a  pale,  ill-looking  man  1  This 
man  gazed  round  furtively,  and  when  he  saw 
that  Rosy  was  alone  in  the  shop  his  eyes  lit 
up  with  a  strange  gleam.  At  another  time 
Rosy  would  not  only  have  disliked,  but  have 
even  feared,  this  man's  appearance.  But 
now,  ever  thinking  of  her  father,  she  looked 
at  him  earnestly,  and  when  he  came  up  to 
her  side  she  asked  him,  in  her  very  sweetest 
and  gentlest  tones,  what  she  could  do  for 
him. 

"  I'm  werry  hungry,  little  girl,"  said  the 
man,  "and  I'm  also  rare  and  particlar. 
Have  yer  got  h'anylhiog  werry  good  to 
h'eat?" 

"  There's  these,"  said  Rosy,  pointing  with 
her  small  finger  to  a  great  batch  of  penny 
pies.  "  I  made  these  'ere  my  own  self- 
most  folks  likes  'em,  and  this  soup  as  is  so 
piping  hot  wor  made  by  mother.  Mother's 
soup  is  rare  and  prime." 

"  Give  me  half-a-dozen  o'  them  'ere  penny 
pies,"  said  the  man,  flinging  sixpence  on  the 
counter.     "  I  don't  want  no  soup." 

Rosy  suppUed  him,  and  at  this  moment 
the  woman,  having  finished  her  coffee,  got 
up  and  left  the  shop.  Thus  Rosy  and  tue 
man  were  alone.  He  did  not  go  to  any  of 
tlie  empty  tables,  but  stood  by  the  counter, 
pretending  to  be  very  much  occupied  with 
his  penny  pies  —  in  reality  walching  the 
child. 

"  Does  yer  h'evergo  out  for  a  walk,  young 
'un  ?  "  he  said  presently.  Evil  as  his  face  was 
his  voice  was  quite  soft  in  addressing  the.cjiil^ 
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Rosy,  too,  was  beginning  to  yield  to  some 
unknown  fascination.  S)ie  was  not  afraid 
of  the  wicked  face,  and  the  voice  attracted 
her."  She  bent  across  the  counter  and  began 
to  chatter  con6dentially.  No,  she  did  not 
often  go  out ;  she  was  too  busy  ;  sometimes 
on  Sundays  and  in  the  long  summer  even- 
ings her  mother  did  take  bei ;  but  never 
often,  and  never  far.  Then  tiie  man  re- 
plied that  in  that  case  she  could  not  know 
London  at  all.  Yes,  yes.  Rosy  answered ; 
she  knew  London  very  wdl ;  she  had  spent 
all  her  life  in  London.  How  could  she  help 
knowing  it?  But  the  man  said  softly  that  theie 
were  many  parts  of  London,  and  that  from 
her  own  showing  she  only  knew  the  poor  and 
bad  parts.  He  described,  and  well  too,  how 
the  parks  looked  in  their  summer  green — 
nay,  more,  how  very  beautiful  they  even 
were  now,  with  their  winter  covering  of 
snow.  He  spoke  of  the  Zoological  Gardens, 
and  of  the  strange  and  wonderful  animals  to 
be  found  there.  He  was  going  on  to  speak 
of  the  delights  of  Madame  Tussaud's,  when 
he  fancied  he  heard  a  step  entering. 

"  Don't  go,"  said  Rosy,  whose  cheeks 
were  becoming  quite  flushed  with  excite- 
ment, "  don't  go  away,  please ;  'tis  only 
mother,  and  she'd  like  to  hear,  too,  of  these 
wonderful  things." 

But  the  man  replied  that  he  could  not 
wait  He  pushed  his  bat  hastily  well  over 
his  eyes,  and,  nodding  to  Rosy,  ran  out  of 
the  shop,  almost  pushing  against  Mrs.  Her- 
ring as  he  did  so. 

"  I've  had  a  wonderful  man  here,  mother," 
said  little  Rosy.  And  she  related  all  that 
the  stranger  had  told  her. 

"  Wor  it  the  man  as  I  passed  jest  now  ?  " 
asked  the  mother. 

"  Yes,  mother.  I  told  him  as  it  wor  only 
you  a-coming  back ;  but  he  seemed  alt  in  a 
hurry  to  get  away." 

"  What  wor  he  like,  deary  ?  "  asked  Mother 
Herring,  sitting  down  as  she  spoke.  "  Tell 
me  what  sort  wor  his  features.  Rosy,  dear." 

"He  wor  pale  and  thin,  mother;  werry 
pale  and  thin  :  and  he  had  big  eyes ;  and — 
and — he  worn't  a  good  man,  mother ;  not  a 
bit.  He  couldn't  look  straight  at  you ;  no, 
not  fur  nobody.  But  for  h'all  that,  somehow 
I  liked  him." 

"  Not  a  good  man  ?  and  somehow  you 
liked  him,  darling  ?"  said  the  mother.  And 
she  got  up  and  put  her  arms  round  the  child, 
and  clasped  her  to  her  breast. 

Meanwhile,  Herring — ^for  of  course  it  was 
he— having  brushed  against  his  wife  and 
spoken  to  his  own  child,  walked  straight  home. 


Turning  neither  to  right  nor  left,  he  walked 
for  nearly  half  an  hour,  until  he  found  him- 
self at  last  in  the  cellar  which  he  still  kept  ; 
renting  it  at  the  large  sum  of  one  shilling  a 
week.  Here  he  sat  down  on  tlie  only  chair 
the  room  possessed,  and  began  to  think. 

During  the  mondi  of  Peter's  absence  Her- 
ring had  not  improved.  He  was  a  very  bad 
man  then,  but  he  was,  if  possible,  a  worse 
man  now.  All  down-hill  was  the  wretched  ■ 
man's  career ;  and  he  had  made  some  swift 
descents  since  last  we  met  him. 

On  the  evening  that  he  and  his  com- 
panions had  tried  to  do  that  truly  Satan's 
work  on  poor  Feter,  he  had,  with  the  aid  of 
these  wicked  men,  carried  the  unconscious 
boy  out  of  the  shop,  explaining  to  the  pub- 
lican that  be  had  tinted  from  the  heat.  The 
publican,  accustomed  to  more  than  one 
rough  scene,  had  forborne  to  make  any 
inquiries,  and  had  allowed  the  men  to 
depart  with  their  load  as  quickly  and  quietly 
as  possible.  They  carried  Peter  for  nearly  a 
quarter  of  a  mile,  when  hearing  footsteps, 
and  dreading,  as  they  well  might,  invcstiga- , 
tion,  they  hastily  disposed  of  him  imder  the 
shelter  of  a  thick  hedge. 

All  three  men  had  started  off  then  as 
quickly  as  possible  for  I/mdon ;  but  Herring, 
as  they  approached  the  great  city,  had  quietly 
given  his  companions  the  slip  and  retraced 
his  steps.  He  had  a  double  motive  in  doing 
this.  The  first,  and  strongest  feeling,  was  a 
terrible  fear  that  had  taken  possession  of  him 
that  Feter  might  be  dead ;  bad  as  he  was, 
he  could  not  quite  bear  this.  The  other  mo- 
tive, weak  enough  just  then,  was  the  wish 
not  to  lose  sight  of  one  who  knew  too  much 
about  him,  and  one  whom  he  still  hoped  to 
conqueiand  make  his  slave. 

But  when  Herring  returned  to  the  hedge 
where  they  had  laid  the  fainting  hoy,  Peter 
had  crept  away  to  Jabis  Kisse's  little  cabin, 
and  was  at  that  very  moment  receiving  the 
tenderest  care  from  Uie  man  whom  the  neigh- 
bours called  half-witted.  Thus  Herring  could 
not  find  him.  He  was  obliged  to  return  to 
London  without  him. 

He  had,  however,  no  intention,  as  poor 
Peter  feared,  of  removing  little  Poppy  irom 
the  safe  shelter  of  Mother  Herring's  home- 
This  might  be  a  very  useful  threat  to  hold 
over  Peter's  head  ;  but  it  was  certainly  a 
threat  which,  without  some  such  motive  to 
actuate  him,  Herring  would  be  very  sorry, 
for  his  own  sake,  to  put  into  execution.  Of 
what  use  would  a  small  boy,  like  Po{)py, 
be  to  him?  None  whatever.  It  mattered 
nothing  to  him  jyhefl^cr  fo^g^Ey;  j^^^weU  or 


WITHERED  LEAVES. 


159 


ill— living  or  dead ;  he  had,  indeed,  forgotten 

his  very  existence. 

But  there  was  another  whom  Herring  did  : 
not  foT^et — ^another,  whose  sweet  face  came  I 
10  him  when  hu  slept;  whose  gentle  voice  | 
sounded  in  his  ears  as  he  pursued  his  own  : 
rough  life.  This  other  was  his  child — his 
own  child,  Rosy.  More  than  ever  as  he 
pursued  his  career  of  evil  did  he  dislike 
liie  idea  of  going  back  to  his  wife,  but 
more  and  more  did  he  long  for  Rosy ;  not 
Rosy  to  make  him  good — he  had  no  thought, 
poor  wretched  man,  of  goodness — but  Rosy 
to  get  into  his  heart — to  put  her  soft  arms 
round  his  neck — perhaps  even  to  kiss  him. 
He  feh  that  he  could  be  very  gentle  to  this 
little  child ;  that  he  could  even  love  her 
very  much.  The  idea  that  he  could  love 
any  one  but  himself  was  a  novel  experience  1 
to  the  selfish  man ;.  but  he  knew  that  for 
Rosy  he  could  even  give  up  what  he  wanted  | 
for  himself.  Il  was  the  very  purest  sensa- . 
tion  of  his  whole  life,  this  longing  for  his  ' 
own  child;  but  even  it  was  necessarily  mixed  . 
up  with  much  sin.  1 

There  came  a  day  when,  passing  the  little 


shop,  which  he  often  did,  an  impulse  which 
became  almost  ungovernable  tempted  him  to 
go  in.  He  entered  to  find  Rosy  alone ;  her 
mother  absent.  He  had  summoned  courage 
to  speak  to  her,  and  she  had  answered, 
looking  full  into  his  bad  face  without  the 
smallest  shadow  of  fear — with  no  dislike,  no 
antipathy.  This  very  fact  must  alone  have 
moved  Hetring,  for  his  was  the  kind  of  face 
from  which  most  persons  shrink — so  far  re- 
moved was  its  expression  from  all  truth  and 
honesty.  Rosy's  sweet  eyes,  however — no 
one  knew  how — read  a  different  story  there. 
She  looked  with  interest;  listened  when  he 
spoke;  and  bending  forward  in  her  pleasure 
at  his  words  almost  touched  his  rough  hand 
with  her  own  baby  and  dimpled  one.  Nay, 
once  the  little. hand  did  touch  Herring's,  and 
it  was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  forbear 
grasping  it  in  a  transport  of  love. 

He  went  away  with  his  heart  beating  and 
his  head  dizzy.  His  child  !  He  must — he 
must  get  his  child  to  himself  at  any  cost. 
He  went  home  to  his  cellar  to  form  his  plans. 
He  would  do  the  last  evil  left  to  him  to  do 
to  his  wife,  to  possess  himself  of  this  good. 
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A     STRE.AMofgoider 
^*-     And  a  burst  of  son 


n  sunshine, 
mg-bird's  song: 
1  rustling  of  light  breezes 
The  budding  trees  among. 


A  world  of  winsome  flowers 

In  a  stream  of  sunlit  dew. 
And  a  tract  of  brightest  be.-aity 

Of  hyacinthine  y^e,  ,^ ,.  I^jQOQ  Ic 


A  sweep  of  sunny  treasure 
Of  purest  cowslip  gold, 

And  pale  tints  softly  blending 
In  harmonies  untold. 

Al)Ove,  the  blue  of  heaven  ; 

Around,  the  grassy  glade ; 
With  forest  trees  new  forming 

A  fair)*land  of  sliatle. 

But  why,  as  on  I  wander. 
With  hght  and  liie  o'erhead, 

Are  these  leaves  about  me  l)'ing, 
Wither'd,  and  wan,  and  dead  ? 

Amidst  such  blithesome  beauty, 
Methinks  there  should  not  be 

Ought  that  can  speak  of  dying — 
Ought  but  spring's  minstrelsy. 


zcocyGoogle 


And  yet,  perhaps,  in  heaven — 

In  the  lesuirection  spring, 
Tones  from  this  life  may  mmgle 

With  the  hymns  we  then  shall  sing. 

Thoughts  of  the  old  earth-story, 

Unbidden,  still  may  rise ; 
And  of  our  dead  selves  shadows 

May  meet  us  in  the  skies. 

But  should  a  murmured  minor 

Chasten  the  clear  refrain. 
Heaven's  hymns  will  sound  the  gladder 

After  that  one  sad  strain — 


For  the  new-created  creature. 

All  beauteous  past  belief, 
Will  surpass  the  old  in  glory  -  i 

As  the  green  the  wither'd  leaf.         H.  j.  ormerosOO^IC 
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■\/ES  ;  but  how  lo  get  it !  If  we  have  not 
J-  got  it  naturally,  at  least  in  that  homely 
and  very  practical  form  which  is  called  com- 
mon-seDse,  I  fear  the  teaching  of  experience 
is  that  it  is  not  to  be  had  at  all.  If  ever 
there  was  a  gift  of  nature,  and  not  of  training, 
surely  it  is  that  shrewd  practical  sagacity 
which  says  and  does  the  right  thing  at  the 
right  time  in  the  right  way,  and  which 
hinders  a  man  from  so  acting  and  speaking 
as  that  by  common  consent  those  about  him 
feel  ihat  he  is  making  a  fool  of  himself.  If 
you  have  not,  by  your  constitution  in  body 
and  soul,  got  wisdom  in  this  sense,  you 
will  never  get  it.  You  may  leam  to  repress 
and  hold  back  the  outward  manifestations  of 
thefolly  which  is  in  you  ;  but  that  is  all.  Or 
you  may  get  sharpness  enoiJgh  to  know  what 
other  people  would  think  right :  and  you 
may,  after  much  f)ainful  experience,  leam  to 
act  according  to  their  standard  and  not  your 
own  ;  which  is  something.  But  we  have  all 
felt,  with  a  sinking  heart,  that  there  are 
people  with  whom  it  is  perfectly  vain  to 
reason.  You  cannot  bring  them,  by  ever  so 
much  talk,  to  see  things  which  are  apparent 
to  ordinary  sensible  folk  without  any  talking 
at  all.  There  are  things  which  if  a  human 
being  in  civilised  Kfe  is  capable  of  saying 
or  doing,  you  need  not  think  to  show  him 
that  he  ought  not  to  have  said  or  done  thera. 
He  will  never  see  it.  His  ways  of  thinking 
and  judging  are  not  those  of  average 
humanity.  And  for  the  conduct  of  life,  it  is 
necessary  to  take  for  granted  that  mankind, 
as  a  whole,  judges  right  The  whole  world 
cannot,  for  practical  purposes,  be  supposed  to 
be  wrong ;  at  least  in  its  broad  conclusions.  If 
you  thmk  the  whole  world  wrong,  unless  you 
be  in  circumstances  of  special  independence 
of  it,  you  had  better  not  say  so.  It  will  be 
safer.  No  doubt  there  have  been  days 
wherein,  in  very  grave  matters  too,  it  was 
one  man  against  the  world ;  and  he  proved 
to  be  right.  The  first  man  who  has  discovered 
a  great  moral  or  a  great  physical  truth,  has 
to  start  in  a  minority  of  one.  If  the  popular 
voice  were  always  right,  then  the  right  thing 
OBce  was,  "Not  this  man,  but  Barabbas." 
But  only  the  result  can  say,  long  perhaps  after 
the  great  inventor  or  the  great  discoverer  or 
the  great  thinker  is  in  his  grave,  whether  he 
was  really  the  wise  man,  or  merely  a  self- 
conceited  fool.     When  a  very  self-confident 


writer  of  books  (who  is  also  a  man  of  genius) 
said  in  one  of  them  that  the  population  of 
Britain  consists  of  so  many  millions,  "  mostly 
fools,"  it  was  necessary  to  wait  till  time  should 
decide  who  was  the  wise  and  who  the  foolish. 

No  doubt  there  is  a  freshness  and  liveli- 
ness about  the  bold  eccentricity  which  refuses 
to  hold  by  the  beaten  track,  and  strikes  out 
a  way  for  itself.  That  is  often  very  attractive 
and  popular;  specially  in  literature  or  in 
oratory.  It  is  refreshing  not  just  to  have  the 
weary  old  sound  in  one's  ears.  Still  here 
caution  is  needed  ;  and  discernment  to  know 
how  far  to  venture  on  the  ice.  And  the 
distinction  must  be  remembered  between 
laughing  with  a  man,  and  laughing  at  him. 

Yetf^ith  all  its  risks,  OriginaUty  is  a  price- 
less thing.  Even  a  small  degree  of  it,  if  it 
be  the  genuine  article,  will  make  the  fortune 
of  an  author.  TAai  is  what  we  call  genius. 
And  far  lower  down,  even  the  undefinable 
freshness  of  treatment  in  handlinga  hackneyed 
subject  which  comes  naturally  to  all  that 
some  men  write  or  say,  is  worth  a  great 
deal.  This,  too,  is  commonly  a  natural 
gift ;  and  it  founds  pretty  much  upon  courage 
enough  to  refuse  lo  be  tied  and  bound  by 
conventionalities.  Rely  upon  it,  students, 
every  style  is  good,  except  the  tiresome. 

But  this  is  a  deviation.  Let  us  go  back  to 
the  point  at  which  it  was  said,  concerning 
the   wisest  man's   counsel  that   we    should 

get  wisdom,"  How  are  we  to  get  it,  if  we  ' 

have  not  got  it  naturally  ?  Solomon  himself 
received  wisdom  by  Divine  inspiration ;  not  | 

but  what  he  must  have  had  a  good  deal  to 
start  with,  when  he  asked  of  God,  rather  than  ; 

riches  or  honour,  a  wise  and  understanding  ' 

heart.  Now  no  supernatural  supply  of  wis- 
dom can  be  vouchsafed  to  us.  There  is  no 
limit  to  the  moral  improvement  which  God's 
Spirit  may  work  in  our  hearts ;  there  is  no 
saying  how  much  kinder,  gentler,  purer, 
truer,  humbler,  better,  He  may  make  us. 
But  it  is  a  fact  of  most  assured  experience 
that  not  even  the  Holy  Spirit  gives  to  many 
of  the  very  best  of  our  race  the  worldly  tact 
and  shrewdness  and  long-head edn ess  which 
many  of  the  very  worst  of  our  race  inherited 
by  their  birth.  You  know  how  blundering, 
how  provokingly  unwise  in  the  transaction 
of  ordinary  business,  have  been  very  many 
of  the  childlike  saintly  ones,  at  whose  feet 
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the  woridly  prudent  may  be  thankful  to  sit 
in  a  better  world.  No ;  it  is  not  that  wis- 
dom which  Solomon  bids  us  get.  He  was 
too  wise  a  man  to  do  so.  It  was  not  the 
mether-tcit,  well  so  called,  which  comes 
by  inberitance,  which  he  had  in  his  viuw; 
but  something  far  different :  something  far  | 
better  and  longer-lasting ;  and  yet  within 
the  reach  of  all.  The  humble  and  devout 
Christian,  after  all  prayer  for  the  in- 
dwelling of  the  blessed  spirit  of  love  and 
power  and  a  sound  mind,  may  be  con- 
strained to  say,  in  the  sorron-ful  taking-down 
of  a  not  very  rigorous  self-examination  :  "  It 
is  very  discouraging  to  find,  after  all  these 
jears,  that  what  comes  so  natural  to  some 
folk  is  impossible  to  me.  I  constantly  say 
and  do  things  for  the  best,  according  to  the 
jmlgment  of  the  moment ;  and  then,  looking 
back,  see  how  unwise  they  were."  And  when 
a  good  Christian  says  that  to  you,  you  can 
but  suggest  palliatives,  not  root-and-branck 
remedies :  caution,  deliberation,  to  wait 
and  consider  before  speaking  or  acting; 
never  to  be  hasty;  to  keep  silence  when 
angry  j  to  sleep  over  a  provocation  or  offence 
before  noticing  it ;  to  seek  the  advice  of 
some  good  and  true  friend  whom  God  has 
gifted  with  the  great  povrer  of  sound  counsel. 
Inhere  are  such,  not  out-standing  in  other 
ways,  but  truly  invaluable  for  this.  Ah, 
what  brilliant  and  eloquent  men — what 
warm-hearted  and  earnest  men — have  thank- 
fully confessed  how  they  have  been  helped 
at  critical  turnings  by  solid  sober  ones  of 
whom  the  world  never  heard  !  The  cleverest 
and  most  lovable  of  mankind,  in  the  most 
conspicuous  walks  of  life — no  one  but  them- 
selves and  God  Almighty  knows  what  they 
owe,  for  all  their  success  and  usefulness,  to 
the  judicious  counsel  of  others  who,  in  every- 
thing except  that  practical  wisdom  which  is 
the  glorification  of  good  common-sense,  were 
miles  and  miles  intellectually  below  them. 

And  even  after  all  cautions,  and  niles  of 
action,  doubtless  there  are  those  impulsive, 
warm-hearted,  over-sensitive  Christian  men 
and  women,  who  will  many  times  take  the 
wrong  turning,  both  in  speech  and  conduct. 
All  that  can  be  said  to  such  is,  "  You  will 
never  be  very  good  (in  this  respect)  at  the 
best;  but  by  adhering  to  rule  you  may  be  much 
better  than  you  are  now."  And,  in  fact,  if  the 
heart  be  right,  those  who  know  them  well  will 
Dot  love  them  less  for  the  occasional  devia- 
tions. There  is  in  this  world  a  provoking  long- 
headedness ;  an  old  head  sometimes  on  young 
shoulders ;  a  planning  ahead  and  calculating 
of  consequences  generally  with  an  eye  to 


self-interest ;  which  is  anything  but  a  lov- 
able or  desirable  thing.  When  the  heart  is 
warm  and  right,  agreat  deal  can  be  forgiven  ; 
but  sometimes  there  is  no  heart  at  all.  That 
is  the  worst  case,  by  uncounted  degrees. 
But  let  what  his  been  suggested  so  far  be 
summed  up  by  saying,  that  to  address  to 
divers  hasty  yet  amiable  folk  Solomon's- 
counsel  in  my  te.\t,  the  famous  "  Get  wisdom," 
— if  you  take  it  in  a  merely  worldly  sense, 
if  you  mean  by  it  to  be  wise  as  Talleyrand 
was  wise,  as  Ahithophel  was  wise,  as  some 
objectionable  living  men  are  wise,  with  the 
wisdom  of  craft  and  cunning — is  really  like 
saying  to  an  Ethiopian,  "Now  change  your 
skin."  It  is  like  saying  to  a  dwarf,  "Do  be- 
six  feet  high." 

So  far  for  a  first  reflection  on  my  text.  And 
it  is  somewhat  discouraging,  whatever  we  take- 
the  thing  to  be.  There  is  the  v/isdom  which 
keeps  one  right  in  the  hourly-coming  details- 
of  every-day  life.  There  is  the  rarer  wisdom 
for  the  greater  turns  in  the  way;  the  presence- 
of  mind  in  the  moment  when  it  is  needed ;. 
the  sudden  flash  of  inspiration,  quick  as  well 
as  deep,  that  wonderfully  keeps  right  where 
there  were  many  things  to  lead  wrong.  But 
let  us  thank  God  that  there  is  a  higher 
wisdom  which  chooses  higher  things,  which 
yet,  (strange  to  say),  is  within  the  reach  of 
multitudes  who  never  in  this  life  could  by  any 
amount  of  experience  or  discipline  attain  to 
be  worldly  wise.  There  are  very  many  whom 
St.  Paul  would  have  called  wise  unio  saiva- 
lioti,  who  never  could  take  a  large  and  astute 
view  of  any  intricate  and  balanced  woiidly 
question.  Yea,  that  great  apostle  hesitates, 
not  to  say,  in  words  very  cheering  to  such  as 
know  they  have  no  pretence  to  range  them- 
selves otherwise  than  with  the  lowly  majori'-y 
of  their  race,  "  Ye  see  your  calling,  brethren, 
how  that  not  many  wise  men  after  the 
flesh,  not  many  mighty,  not  many  noble  are 
called." 

For  true  it  is  that  God's  richest  blessings 
are  offered  most  freely.  There  are  great  com- 
mitted talents  and  privileges  which  only  the 
few  can  possess.  But  the  greatest  is  free  lo 
all. 

Free  to  all,  the  worldly  wise  as  well  as  the 
worldly  simple.  And  we  can  thank  God  that 
the  chiefest  of  mankind  have  been  endowed 
with  both  wisdoms,  the  worldly  and  the 
heavenly.  It  is  a  beautiful  combination,  the 
best  gift  of  nature  with  the  best  gift  of  grace. 
Some  here  have  stood  by  the  grave  of  the 
greatest  and  wisest  human  being,  greater  and 
wiser  than  Solomon  in  all  bis  glory.     There 
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is  a  humble  gravestone  by  (bis  is  humble  too) 
coveriog  his  daughter's  grave.  The  simple 
folk  who  laid  hei  there  could  quite  take  ia 
the  distinction.  The  inscription  tells  how 
God  had  given  hei  eminent  faculties,  had 
made  her  wise  "  above  her  sex."  But  it  adds, 
"That's  not  all."  There  was  something 
further  and  better.  She  was  "wise  unto  sal- 
vation" too.* 

There  is  worldly  wisdom,  and  there  is 
heavenly  wisdom.  The  first  not  every  one 
can  have  in  any  shining  measure ;  and  it  is 
vain  to  bid  any  one  get  it.  The  second  all 
may  have;  and  you  may  well  counsel  any  man 
to  seek  it ;  for  you  can  point  him  to  what,  on 
the  very  highest  authority,  is  "  able  to  make 
wise"  here.  "The  rod  and  reproof  give 
wisdom,"  said  Solomon.  Well,  perhaps  they 
rather  make  one  act  as  though  wise,  by 
teaching  to  hold  in  the  manifestations  of 
foUy.  But  there  is  that  can  "  fill  with  wisdom 
and  spiritual  understanding,"  quite  taking 
away,  as  concerns  Divine  things,  our  natural 
foolishness,  And  it  is  written  concerning 
this  great  treasure,  which  will  keep  our  path 
straight  in  all  viul  ways,  "If  any  of  you  lack 
wisdom,  let  him  ask  of  God,  and  it  shall  be 
given  him."  One  plain  promise  is  as  good 
as  twenty.  Remember  iAa/,  and  plead  it  at 
the  throne  of  grace,  and  you  will  do  well. 

Does  any  one  need  explanation  of  what  is 
meant  when  we  speak  of  heavenly  wisdom  P 
It  is  just  wisdom  in  the  concerns  of  our 
spiritual  life  ;  being  wise  for  eternity;  choos- 
ing the  best  things,  and  trying  for  them  in 
the  right  way.  It  is  simply  understood.  It 
is  choosing  things  above,  because  they  are 
best  and  most  enduring.  It  is  ranging  one's 
self  in  the  great  battle  on  God's  side,  which 
you  do  every  time  you  resolutely  do  Right 
and  refuse  to  do  Wrong.  It  is  taking  for  your 
portion  that  one  thing  needful  which  is  the 
good  part  in  Christ;  which  may  be  the  blessed 
portion  of  many  a  one  who  never  had  the  wit 
to  gain  any  great  portion  here  in  the  hard 
strifes  of  men.  St.  Paul  made  little  of  worldly 
sagacity  in  the  comparison ;  his  own  beha- 
viour in  grave  matters  was  "  not  with  fleshly 
wisdom,  but  by  the  grace  of  God."  And  he 
tells  us,  what  we  can  all  see  is  too  true  when 
we  recall  the  career  of  some  who  have  left 
in  history  a  reputation  for  a  marvellous 
astuteness  in  the  great  afiairs  of  the  world, 
but  whom  the  conscience  that  is  in  us  tells 
us  were  bad  men,  compassing  their  ends 
unscrupulously  by  bad    means,  that   "  the 

■  "  WIttT  abon  bs  Kn,  but  Uiif  ■  not  all : 
Wiu  Id  ijilvnlicm  wu  good  UutRU  HiU. 
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wisdom  of  this  world  is  foolishness  with 
God."  Do  you  doubt  that  these  meu  found 
that  out,  if  not  sooner  (for  even  here  "  the 
stream  of  tendency  makes  for  righteousness  " 
in  the  long  run),  yet  in  the  very  moment  they 
died  ?  And  Solomon  too,  though  there  be 
in  his  proverbs  so  much  shrewd  and  almost 
cynical  worldly  wisdom,  knew  well  that  all 
this,  however  mighty  a  diing  for  the  material 
interests  of  this  little  life,  is  but  wisdom  on  a 
lower  level  dealing  with  lower  concerns  that 
are  passing  from  us  like  shadows,  when  be 
wrote,  "The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  the  beginning 
of  wisdom:"*  echoing  the  grand  words  written 

the  first-written  book  in  God's  Word, "  The 
fear  of  the  Lord,  that  is  wisdom ;  and  to  de- 
part from  evil  is  understanding."  1 

So  you  see,  this  better  wisdom  is  rather  of 
the  heat  than  of  the  head.  It  lies  rather  in 
the  moral  choice  of  good  and  right,  than  in 
the  mere  intellectual  discernment  of  it,  how- 

'er  clear.     It  is  seeing  with  the  head  what 

good,  yea,  what  is  Best  j  and  then  with  all 
the  heart  choosing  fiat  and  cleaving  to  it 

A  word  in  passing.  It  is  quite  out  of  date 
now  to  argue  that  Wisdom  and  Knowledge 
are  not  the  same  thing.  Who  in  his  senses 
supposes  they  are?  There  are  certain  famous 
lines  of  a  devout  poet,  far  too  hackneyed  for 
quotation,  which  assure  us  that  "  knowledge 
and  wisdom,  lar  from  being  one,  have  oft- 
times  no  connection  :  "  and  which  ^o  on  to 
give  a  definition  of  each,  which  no  discerning 
mind  can  regard  as  other  than  most  imper- 
fect and  unsatisfactory.  Knowledge,  I  do 
not  say  merely  in  the  severe  sense  of  that 
which  is  called  Science,  but  in  the  largest  and 
fullest  sense,  is  as  easily  distinguishable  from 
wisdom,  whether  earthly  or  heavenly,  as  any- 
thing can  be  from  ano^er  thing  from  which 
it  is  wholly  difierent  both  in  fact  and  in  con- 
ception. Not  that  wisdom  and  knowledge 
have  "  no  connection."  They  have  always  a 
very  close  one,  in  practical  fact.  Wisdom 
founds  upon  knowledge.  Wisdom  founds 
upon  the  discernment  of  truth :  and  then  it 
means  the  moral  choice  of  it,  the  heart's 
choice  of  it,  and  the  whole  soul's  resolution 
to  act  upon  it.  You  cannot  imagine  wisdom 
making  its  existence  apparent  unless  know- 
ledge has  gone  before.  If  you  do  not  know 
what  is  good  and  what  is  evil,  what  is  true 
and  what  is  false,  your  moral  preference  and 
purpose  can  be  no  more  than  a  latent  capa- 
city  which  never  has  had  the  chance  of  bemg 
called  into  practical  working.  Or  if  you  are 
so  intellectually  deficient  that  you  cannot 
distinguish  truth  from  falsehood,  right  firom 

■  Pm.  li.  IS,  t  Job  utUL  tt. 


GET  WISDOM  :   WHAT,  AND  HOW. 


>fi5 


wrong,  then,  however  resolute  your  choice 
nouid  be  if  you  saw  the  grounds  on  which 

to  make  one,  you  can  scarcely  be  called  wise. 
For  though  the  opposite  of  wisdom  be  no 
doubt  active  Folly,  yet  that  which  we  call 
Smpidity,  too,  is  very  far  away  from  wisdom, 
lalung  the  word  in  any  reasonable  sense. 
There  are,  doubtless,  those  childlike  simple 
ones,  all  whose  bent  is  to  Good  and  True, 
though  their  eyes  be  dim  to  discern  them  and 
though  they  are  easily  misled  and  hood- 
wiaked  by  designing  men ;  who  in  a  better 
world  will  surely  be  endowed  as  they  have  not 
been  in  this.  Meanwhile,  it  is  to  be  sonow- 
fuUy  confessed  that  extremely  foolish  and 
Mtremely  mischievous  things  are  oftentimes 
done  by  them.  So  unsatisfactory,  in  practical 
bet,  is  the  zeal  for  good  which  is  without 
knowledge  i  is  the  moral  element  in  Divine 
wisdom  when  it  stands  alone,  in  mournful 
djvorse  from  the  intellectual  discernment 
wfaich  it  needs  for  a  foundation. 

To  say  it  in  a  sentence  ;  Practical  know- 
ledge of  what  you  ought  to  do,  combined  with 
the  determination  to  do  it:  that  is  wisdom. 
That,  with  the  right  motive  and  the  religious 
sanction,  is  the  fear  of  God;  the  highest 
wisdom  of  all. 

To  choose  Ufe  and  Good,  and  to  turn 
away  from  Death  and  Evil :  here  is  wisdom. 
To  choose  Christ  for  our  portion.  His 
service  for  our  life-work  here,  His  heaven 
[or  our  home  hereafter:  here  is  wisdom.  It 
is  just  the  most  sensible  thing  that  human 
being  can  do.  Get  this  wisdom.  It  can  be 
|ot  by  any  rational  man  or  woman,  God  will 
give  it  to  us  if  we  ask  Him  for  it.  And  we 
shall  not,  in  fact,  in  this  highest  sense  get 
wisdom,  unless  it  is  wrought  in  us  by  the 
blessed  Spirit.  For  though  otu-  natural  facul- 
ties are  equal  to  showing  us  bow  wise  it  is ; 
Ihou^h  nature,  unhelped  by  grace,  can  see 
dut  It  is  a  madman's  bargain  to  choose  sin 
and  shame  when  offered  holiness  and  peace; 
though  it  be  plainly  the  wildest  of  folly  to 
say,  when  God  asks  to  be  right  for  ever — 
and  thai  is  the  sum  of  the  gospel,  that  is  the 
New  Testament  m  a  word — though  it  be 
folly  beyond  all  human  speech,  when  God 
sks  to  be  light  for  ever,  to  say.  No,  I  will 
be  wrong — and  that  is  the  meaning  of  what  is 
done  by  every  one  who  rejects  Cimst's  salva- 
tion ;  yet,  God  knows  how  and  why,  there 
i»  that  hindrance  in  our  perverse  hearts 
which,  unless  the  Holy  Spirit  touch  them, 
"ill  hold  us  back  from  doing  what  we  per- 
fectly know  we  ought  to  do. 

Gtt  wisdom  means.  Turn  to  the  Right  and 


go  on  in  it.  It  means,  Turn  to  the  merciful 
Saviour  and  abide  His  for  evermore.  It 
means.  Open  the  door  that  He  may  enter  in 
and  reign  in  the  heart :  and  then  strive  and 
pray  till  the  last  hour  you  live  to  be  wliat  He 
would  have  you — to  be  like  Him.  Humbly, 
and  God  knows  how  far  behind,  yet,  indeed, 
like  Him.  It  means.  Trust  your  immortal  soul 
to  Christ  to-day,  if  you  never  did  it  before ; 
and  then  grow  in  grace.  Grow  kinder,  truer, 
humbler,  better.  Here  is  wisdom — ay,  the 
very  best.  And  her  "  wajra  are  pleasantness 
and  her  paths  are  peace." 

And  this  wisdom,  concerning  boili  head 
and  heart,  but  most  the  heart,  which  is  the 
better  thing,  is  a  possession  which  may  be 
"got,"  as  Solomon  calls  it:  got,  though  we 
had  it  not  to  start  with,  as  mere  head  wisdom 
could  never  be  :  and  is  a  possession  which 
may  be  cultivated,  in  a  sense  in  which  mere 
intellectual  gifts  never  could  be  cultivated. 
Be  good;  and  let  who  can,  be  clever;  good- 
ness is  far  the  nobler  thing.  Be  good  ;  the 
New  Testament  calls  it,  in  older-fashioned 
words,  Grow  in  grace;  you  can  if  you  try. 
The  Third  Person  in  the  Godhead,  the 
Blessed  and  Holy  Spirit,  in  sober  earnest  will 
help  you  if  you  try.  You  must  try  hard:  for 
though  the  thing  can  be  done,  it  is  not  easy: 
it  will  go  against  the  grain;  there  will  be 
many  failures  and  discouragements.  It  is  a 
far  simpler  matter  to  cultivate  a  gift  than  a 
grace ;  to  sharpen  a  faculty  or  to  store  the 
memory,  than  to  put  down  pride,  and  selfish- 
ness, and  self-will,  and  grow  lowly  and  self-for- 
getting and  self  sacrificing.  See  how  God's 
Word  dwells  on  the  moral  side  of  wisdom. 
Says  St.  James,  "  The  wisdom  that  is  from 
above  is  first  pure,  then  peaceable,  gentle, 
and  easy  to  be  intreated,  full  of  mercy  and 
good  fruits,  without  partiality,  and  without 
hypocrisy."  Not,  mark  it,  long-headed,  sharp, 
shrewd,  safe,  far-seeing,  dexterous,  full  of 
shifts  and  resources.  It  is  all  the  heart,  not 
the  head,  of  which  the  apostle  tells.  And 
there  is  far  more  to  be  made  of  heart  than 
of  head.  The  improvement  possible  here  is 
absolutely  limitless.  It  would  be  mockery  to 
say  to  a  growing  lad.  Try  to  be  as  clever  as 
Shakespeare.  But,  God  be  thanked,  it  is  no 
mockery  to  say  to  him,  Try  to  be  as  good  as 
Christ. 

He  will  never  be  the  one,  any  more  than 
the  other.  But  how  it  will  lift  him  up  just  to 
try  I  And  he  may  grow  always  nearer  to  the 
grand  ideal  of  moral  loveliness  and  perfection. 
All  through  this  life,  all  through  the  great 
eternity,  he  may  of  a  surety  be  growing  more 
like  unto  Christ 


i66 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


God  give  it  to  us  ali,  growingly,  this  best 

«nsdom  which  is  within  the  reach  of  us  ail. 

One  thinks,  closing  a.  sermon  on  this  ten,  of 
"the  awful  irony  of  the  event,     Solomoa's  son, 

Rehoboam,  for  whoni  this  counsel  was 
-written ;  the  son  of  the  wisest  of  men,  and  so 

seriouslyui^ed  to  "get  wisdom  ;"  turned  out 

■one  of  the  greatest  fools  this  world  ever  saw. 

And  we  are  all  many  tiraes  disheartened, 
thinking  how  things  prove  to  be,  after  all 
./air  speaking.     The  old  evil  and  foolishness 

in  us  will  not  go,  and  often  there  are  humb- 
.ling  manifestations  of  it.  What  can  we  do  , 
-but  turn  to  the  old  means  of  grace,  used  long  j 
'to  so  little   purpose — prayer,  God's  Word, 

His  sacraments,  and  all  these  together  in  the  ! 
'hallowed  place  (so  little  valued,  so  heart- 
lessly waited  on),  set  apart  and  kept  sacred  I 


for  His  common  worship?  If  we  were  more 
true  to  ourselves,  these  things  would  help  us 
far  more.  And,  then,  though  we  may  never 
get,  in  any  flowing  measure,  the  blessings 
which  will  pass  with  this  life,  we  may  get  that 
wisdom  which  can  make  the  best  of  this 
pilgrimage,  and  which  will  abide  with  us  when 
it  is  done.  If  we  grow  in  this  wisdom  as  we 
grow  in  years ;  if  we  get  the  mastery  over  the 
besetting  sin  and  the  ensnaring  foolishness ; 
then,  though  the  (ace  will  be  lined,  and  the 
hair  grey,  and  the  system  worn,  and  the  mind 
lose  its  pith  and  hopefulness,  the  latter  years 
will  be  the  best.  For  that  in  us,  which  was 
always  the  worthiest,  will  hold  on  always 
worthier  and  better.  And  though  flesh  and 
heart  feint  and  fail,  God's  grace  ?vill  grow  to 
the  last. 


DEAN  HOOK. 

By  THK  Rkv.  SAMUEL  JOY,  M.A. 
Fbecentok  Of  RiFON  Cathedral  ahd  Vicar  ov  Bjkin. 


THIS  short  rSiumS  of  the  life  of  England's, 
"great  parish  priest,"  Dr.  Hook,  is  a 
sketch,  and  o^y  a  sketch — a  sketch  drawn  by 
the  pencil  of  one  who  thanks  God  that  it 
was  his  privilege  to  have  close  and  long 
contact  with  its  rare  subject. 

The  biography  of  Dr.  Hook  has  been  nobly 
■written  by  Mr.  Stephens.  My  smaller  work 
is  not  so  much  to  record  the  facts  which  ex- 
press the  character,  as  to  describe  the  character 
itself  The  facts  were,  after  all,  only  the 
scaflotding  which  the  man  used  to  build  up 
the  great  character  which  God  had  given  him 
to  build  ;  and  had  his  lot  in  life  been  in  the 
<oiiise  of  God's  providence  cast  otherwise 
than  it  w.is,  though  its  facts  might  have  been 
wholly  different,  the  character  would  have 
been  the  same. 

The  character  was  there — one  and  the  same 
it  always  must  have  been,  whatever  outward 
set  of  circumstances  might  have  the  good 
fortune  to  formulate  it,  and  that  good  fortune 
fell  to  the  lot  of  the  English  Church.  To  it 
he  gave  (and  with  him,  once  given  was  always 
given)  all  the  deep,  warm  affection  of  his 
great  heart — it  absorbed  into  itself,  and  still 
holds  for  the  good  of  its  members,  all  the 
powers  of  that  honest  mind  and  life.  And 
this  leads  me  to  speak,  first  of  all,  of  his 
relationship  to  the  Church  of  England,  and 
of  its  relationship  to  him. 

His  life  reveals  two  distinct  stages  of  this  re- 
lationship. First  there  were  those  earlier  days 
in  his  dear  Isle  of  Wight,  when  out  of  the 


writings  of  the  fathers  and  Anglican  divines  he 
was  formulating  his  theory  of  the  Church  of 
England.  Then  there  came  the  "dear  Bir- 
mingham, dearer  Coventry,  dearest  Leeds  " 
days,  in  which  the  theory  was  tested  by  facts, 
hard-headed  Northern  facts.  No  fitter  place 
to  try  the  working  powers  of  his  ideal  Church 
than  the  active  field  of  thought  of  the  West 
Riding,  and  no  fitter  man  to  ask  for  a  fair 
field  and  no  favour  than  Walter  Farquhar 
Hook ;  and  he  could  not  only  see  what  the 
Church  ought  to  be,  but  he  had  the  deeper 
insight  to  see  how  the  desired  end  might  be 
reached,  and  the  patience  to  cope  with  every 
difficulty  in  his  way.  Take,  as  an  example, 
the  work  of  the  restoration,  or  rather  re- 
building, of  his  own  parish  church. 

When  he  first  went  to  Leeds  it  is  said  that 
his  parishioners  piled  their  hats  and  coats  on 
the  holy  table,  and  even  smoked  their  pipes 
in  church.  Now  to  talk  about  church  restor- 
ation to  men  who  could  do  this  would  have 
been,  of  course,  quite  useless.  So  the  re- 
storation of  his  church  had  to  be  among 
the  facts  of  the  future,  a  thing  to  be  longed 
for,  prayed  for,  worked  for,  waited  for,  while 
meantime  he  was  setting  himself  by  the  ex- 
ample of  an  untiring  activity  to  make  his 
people  feel  the  necessity,  which  he  himself 
so  strongly  felt,  of  the  Cliurch  as  a  living, 
loving  power  in  their  midst. 

This  then  was  the  first  step,  viz.,  to  at- 
tract attention  to  the  Church  ;  that  attention 
once  gained,  the  next  step  was  to  express  in 


plain  words  the  iheoryof  the  Church  in  the 
confidence  that  that  theory  once  placed 
trithin  the  grasp  of  honest  thinking  minds 
would  plead  its  own  cause.  Then  came,  or 
rather  grtm  (for  it  was  a  natural  process  of 
growth),  the  question  of  the  incapacity  of 
the  old  Church  to  express  this  theory ;  then 
followed,  as  a  matter  of  course,  the  absolute 
need  for  the  new  one.  When  this  need  had 
been  thus  step  by  step  proved,  there  was  no 
difficulty  in  persuading  Yorkshirem en  to  meet 
the  need.  So  the  theory  of  the  Church  was 
saved  fi«m  a  process  of  evaporation  in  idea, 
or  in  sentiment,  by  being  reduced  into  the 
form  of  a  plain,  sober  fact  Dr.  Hook's 
sagacious  foresight  knew  that  it  would  be  so, 
and  because  he  had  the  mast  absolute  con- 
fidence ia  the  truth  of  his  own  theoretical 
position,  and  had  likewise  the  tact  to  see 
how  it  could  be  worked  out  in  practice, 
therefore  he  could  afford  patiently  to  wait, 
and  work. 

And  here  a  word  about  the  transparent 
sincerity  of  his  tine  of  action — it  was  with  a 
nature  like  his  a  logical  consequence,  which 
he  would  not  for  the  world  shirk,  that  he 
himself  should  be  in  his  own  person,  words, 
work,  the  outspoken  expression  of  his 
theory. 

His  inaugural  sermon  at  Leeds  is  every 
inch  a  photograph  of  tbe  man, 

"You  see  before  you,"  he  said,  "a  firm, 
determined,  consistent,  uncompromising, 
devoted,  but  I  hope  not  uncharitable,  son, 
servant,  and  minister  of  the  honoured  Churcii 
of  England.  I  am  to  labour  for  the  salva- 
tion of  souls  and  the  edification  of  the  Church, 
but  not  in  ways  and  modes  of  my  own  de- 
vising, but  according  to  the  laws,  the  regu- 
lations, the  spirit  of  the  English  Church; 
and  immediately  that  I  find  that  I  cannot 
conscientiously  adhere  to  those  rules  and 
act  in  that  spirit,  I  shall  tender  my  resigna- 
tion to  the  bishop,  and  feel  myself  bound, 
not  only  as  a  Christian,  but  as  a  man  of 
honour,  to  retire  from  a  situation,  the  duties 
of  which  I  am  unable  to  discharge." 

None  could  more  gently  overlook  a  mis- 
take, none  could  more  generously  pardon 
a  fault,  yet  none  could  be  more  righteous  in 
scorn  of  anything  that  looked  like  coquet- 
ting with  Rome.  His  well-known  sarcasm, 
"  You'll  see  nothing  but  their  backs,"  was 
only  the  satirical  side  of  his  own  loyal  antithe- 
sis toso-called  "  Rome  ward  tendencies."  And 
the  same,  though  in  an  opposite  direction, 
was  the  key  to  the  attitude  which  he  consis- 
tently held  towards  Protestant  dissenters.  His 
was  not  tbe  generosity  of  a  mistaken  charity 
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which  affects  to  ignore  differences,  but  the 
generosity  which  having  first  measured  those 
differences  with  mathematical  accuracy, 
honestly  owns  them,  and  then  seeks  for 
poinU  of  union  outside  them. 

And  this  leads  to  a  deeper  consideration 
of  the  character — a  consideration,  not  of 
waiting  however  patient,  or  of  forecast  how- 
ever sagacious,  or  of  theol<^cal  position 
however  impregnable,  but  of  the  calm,  con- 
fident repose  of  a  life  that  first  calculated, 
and  then  felt,  that  it  was  God's  work  and 
not  its  own  that  it  was  doing. 

His  constant  and  fircn  faith  not  only  in 
the  general,  but  in  the  individual  providence 
of  God,  lay  at  the  very  root's  root  of  his  life. 
I  have  called  this  faith  the  result  of  calcula- 
tion as  well  as  of  feeling,  because  he  viewed 
God's  providence  from  the  same  semi-phi- 
losophical, semi-practical  standpoint  ftora 
which  he  measured  all  life's  facts. 

The  Providence  of  God — I  am  not  quoting 
his  ipsissima  verba,  but  only  gathering  out  of 
memories  of  years  long  gone — the  Provi- 
dence of  God  for  you  and  for  me  is  ex- 
pressed in  the  circumstances  which  surround 
and  make  life.  They  are  God's  voice  to  you 
and  to  me,  telling  us  where  He  would  have 
us  to  be,  and  what  He  would  have  us  to  do. 

And  even  as  1  write  there  lies  before  me  a 
letter  written  to  myself  during  an  illness 
which  for  many  years  laid  toe  aside, 

"  My  dear  — ,  Please  learn  by  heart 

Milton's  Sonnet  on  his  own  blindness — be 
a  good  boy,  and  write  on  the  tablets  of  your 
heart  the  last  line — 

,  'TheyaliDiem,  whooDljitaiiiluuIitait.'" 

In  another  letter  he  writes,  "  All  that  I 
wished  to  do  was  to  make  you  believe  in  a 
Special  Providence.  The  happy  and  holy 
man  is  not  the  man  who  works  but  the  man 
who  obeys,  who  on  the  fine  day  enjoys  him- 
self, 00  the  wet  day  guards  against  the  cold, 
who,  when  fatigued,  sits  still  and  gives  God 
thanks,  who,  when  he  has  to  work  for  his 
bread,  as  I  am  doing,  seeks  pleasure  in  his 
work,  and  gives  God  tlianks. 

"  If  you  believe  in  the  Special  Providence  of 
Godyoa  will  take  no  thought  for  the  morrow." 

And  in  another  letter,  "  A  wise  Christian 
takes  the  circumstances  which  God  provides, 
and  labours  there,  or  dees  nothing." 

And  his  own  whole  life  was  the  reduction 
of  this  theory  to  practice.  Few  men  have 
worked  as  he  worked,  and  yet  he  writes  in 
one  of  his  later  letters,  "  I  have  never  liked 
work  for  its  own  sake,  and  was  therefore  glad 
to  be  placed  inciTcur[^^^9es^h)^l).<^^7{^^|^ 
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me  to  work,  from  a  sense  of  duty  ;  "  and  at 
last  EO  completely  had  he  yielded  himself  to 
God's  will  that  he  should  be  a.  worker,  and 
not  what  he  himself  calls  a  "  mere  literary 
idler,"  that  habit  had  become  so  far  a  second 
nature,  God's  will  had  become  so  wholly 
his  will,  that  in  another  letter  he  writes, 
"  Who  would  leave  that  earthly  Paradise, 
Leeds,  until  superannuated  or  ill  ?  " 

His  friends,  and  especially  his  musical 
friends,  used  to  accuse  him  of  not  having 
touch  music  in  his  composition,  but  he  would 
in  his  own  merry  way  parry  the  thrust  by 
asking  what  they  meant  by  calling  a  man  un- 
musical who  knew  iwo  tunes,  and  on  being 
further  questioned  as  to  what  his  two  tunes 
were,  he  would  answer,  "  Well,  one  of  them 
is  '  God  save  the  Queen,'  and  the  odier  is  not." 
I  myself  think  it  is  fairly  open  to  question 
whether  his  musical  knowledge  reached  even 
as  far  as  the  one  tune  which  he  professed  to 
know,  for  the  tale  is  told  that  on  the  occasion 
of  the  taking  of  Sebastopol,  when  a  band  of 
musicians  were  going  the  round  of  the 
principal  houses  in  Leeds,  of  course  they 
came  to  the  vicarage,  and  thinking  that  they 
ought  not  to  disturb  so  grave  an  ecclesiastic 
by  any  strain  so  secular  as  "  God  save  the 
Queen,"  they  played  instead  the  Hundredth 
Psalm. 

Whether  the  vicar's  feelings  of  loyalty  got 
the  better  of  him,  or  his  profound  knowledge 
of  his  one  tune  failed  him,  is  not  known,  but 
in  response  to  the  Hundredth  Psalm,  played 
in  gravest  minims,  he  rushed  to  the  window, 
shouting,  "  God  save  the  Queen."  I  believe 
that  after  this  breakdown  of  his  musical 
knowledge,  even  he  himself  was  content  to 
believe  that  his  friends  must  be  right  in  say- 
ing that  he  was  not  musical. 

What  are  we  to  say  then  of  the  policy  and 
of  the  power  of  a  man  who,  profoundly  igno- 
rant of  music  himself,  could  call  into  being, 
and  utilise  as  one  of  his  most  valued  agencies, 
a  choir  which  for  thirty  years  past  has  held  its 
own  as  the  ideal  of  a  great  parish  church  choir. 

When  he  had  once  got  his  people  inside 
the  walls  of  his  church,  it  was  their  fault,  not 
his,  if  they  did  not  take  away  something  far 
better  thui  even  the  music.  Even  his  less 
striking  sermons  were  always  impressive  from 
the  beauty,  the  dignity,  and  the  reverence  of 
the  tones  in  which  they  were  uttered. 

The  same  tact  which  led  him  to  utilise  the 
musical  faculty  of  his  parish  led  him  to 
adapt  the  Church,  in  most  elastic  ways,  to 
the  occasion  and  to  the  class  of  people  upon 
whom  he  was  seeking  to  bring  his  infiuence 
to  bear;  and  so  the  Vicar  oi  Leeds  could 


hold  "  class- meetings,"  and  Ampler  ser- 
vices for  simpler  souls — services  of  which 

one  of  the  mat^y  old  women  who  frequented 
them  said,  "Them  services  was  lamb  and 
salad  to  my  soul  " — and  yet  all  the  time  on 
parallel  lines  with  this  homely  adaptation  of 
the  Church  to  her  work  among  the  homely 
and  untrained,  was  his  grand  parish  church 
gathering,  Sunday  after  Sunday,  with  its  thou- 
sands of  earnest  worshippers. 

A  lon^ng  impulse  leads  me  next  to  speak 
of  the  smgular  loyalty  of  his  heart,  in  the 
complete  confidence  of  his  whole  self  to 
those  who  worked  with  him.  It  was  the 
same  with  all  his  multitudinous  staEf,  from 
ihe  senior  curate,  through  churchwardens, 
Sunday-school  teachers,  &c,  down  to  the 
verger,  lowest  down  on  the  list  Even  his 
geese  were  to  him  all  swans.  All  felt  that 
they  were  admitted  to  his  confidence,  and 
honoured  by  being  so  admitted;  and  the 
result  was  that  there  never  wanted  men, 
either  as  clerics  or  lay-helpers,  ready  to  enrol 
themselves  on  the  staff  of  such  a  leader. 

So  loyal  was  he  himself,  that  he  muid 
not  suspect  that  any  could  be  otherwise  than 
loyal  too ;  and  so  above  suspicion  was  his 
trust,  that  each  separate  curate's  work  was 
almost  a  sole  charge,  with  the  benefit  of  refer- 
ence to  his  judgment  in  any  case  where  the 
experience  of  an  older  life  was  necessary. 

He  left  us  free  to  act  on  our  own  lines, 
because  he  trusted  us  so  entirely  ;  and  he 
used  to  say :  "  Bring  only  your  difficulties  to 
me."  None  dared,  or  could,  betray  a  confi- 
dence so  generously  given. 

Nor  did  this  imply  any  laxity  in  the  surveil- 
lance of  the  parish  by  himself  as  its  head. 
The  whole  organization  of  the  parish  was 
under  his  own  personal  superintendence. 

And  this  leads  me  into  the  wider  question 
of  the  wonderful  sympathy  of  his  character. 

The  confidence  which  he  gave  to  the  few 
immediately  around  him,  and  working  with 
him,  was  no  narrow  circle  of  selfish  sympathy 
expending  itself  only  on  those  within  a  given 
radius.  It  widened  outside  this  smaller,  inner 
circle  .into  the  sympathy  which  won  to  him 
friend  and  foe  alike. 

Only  a  few  days  ago  it  was  said  to  me  by 
one  who  had  ample  means  of  judging,  that 
"  when  Dr.  Hook  went  to  Leeds  he  scarcely 
had  a  single  friend,  and  when  be  left  Leeds 
he  scarcely  had  a  single  enemy." 

This  power  of  sympathy  made  him  into  a 
centre  towards  which  men  inevitably  gravi- 
tated. Once  within  its  reach  they  could  not 
resist  its  attractions;  and,  once  attracted, 
they  had  no  wish  to  resist. 
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This  sympathy  was  perhaps  the  principal 
agency  by  which,  without  the  least  shadow 
of  proselytizing,  he  won  over  Dissenters  to 
ihe  Church.  Once  brought  into  friendly 
intercourse,  there  were  few  Dissenters  wlio 
could  withstand  the  sympathy  of  his  manner ; 
aod  even  for  those  who 

sympathy  not  only  meant,  but  was,  tolerance 
so  gentle,  and  yet  so  firm,  that  the  CEteem 
and  the  affections  were  won,  even  if  the  con- 
victions remained  unmoved. 
It  was  so  to  the   last.     Years   after  the 


I  smoke  of  Leeds  had  ceased  to  darken  his 
study  window,  and  the  noise  and  bustle  of 
its  streets  had  given  place  to  the  quiet  old 

I  Deanery  at  Chichester,  his  heart  was  still  left 
behind  him  in  Leeds.  Only  a  very  short 
time  before  Dr.  Hook's  death,  the  writer  of 
this  paper  was  staying  at  the  Deanery, 
and  the  whole  day  long,  as  the  decrepid  old 
man  lay  on  his  sofa,  nothing  pleased  him  so 
well  as  to  hear  the  latest  news  about  his  dear 
smoky  Leeds.  No  time  could  change,  no 
distance  affect  the  s>Tnpathy  betweefl  himself 
and  those  whom  he  had  left  behind  him  in 

-— s- 
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And  it  was  a  sympathy  made  of  sterner 
stuff  than  either  feelings  or  words — so  gene- 
rous a  sympathy  that  he  would  have  given 
himself  away  if  he  only  could.  Mrs,  Hook 
\vas  obliged  to  look  very  closely  after  the 
money  he  carried  about  with  him,  to  save  him 
from  the  extravagance  of  his  own  generosity; 
and  it  was  truly  said,  when  his  friends  pre- 
sented him  on  leaving  Leeds  with  a  casket 
containing  two  thousand  guineas,  that  he  left 
the  guineas  in  Leeds  and  took  only  the  casket 
'  to  Chichester. 

All  really  great  characters  seem  by  the 
very  roominess  of  their  greatness  to  be  able 
to  embrace  the  extremes  of  seriousness  and 
of  merriment.  This  was  shown  in  a  marked 
degree  in  the  home  life  at  the  Vicarage.  It 
all  comes  back,  fresh  as  though  a  score  of 
years  had  not  borne  it  silently  into  the 
eternal  past ;  that  merry  laugh  of  Mrs.  Hook 
that  used  to  ring  through  the  room,— and 
the  happy  faces  of  his  boys  at  home  from 
school  and  college.  The  Sunday's  heavy 
work  done,  his  family  of  curates  gathered 
round  him  at  what  he  used  facetiously  to 
call  "  our  Sabbatical  excesses,"  himself  too 
wearied  with  his  share  of  the,  hioxi  dif'swork 
to  do  mpre  than  catch  the  refiecUon  of  the 
happiness  of  all  around.  tiKB'^  and  consecrate 
it  by  his  own  winning-  smile,  and  give  it 
back;  and  he  who  bat mhwir  before. .had 
been  pleading  befiwe  the., thousands  of  his 
great  congregation -for  hearts  and  lives  to  be 
given  to  his  Maste^service,  is  now  jdeading, 
but  in  different  tonesj  the  very  same  cause  in 
the  home- circle— and  if  in  the  pulpit  it  was  a 
St.  Paul  reasoning  of  "  righteonsnaas,  tem- 
perance, and  judgment  to  come,"  in  the  home 
it  was  a  St.  John  saying,  "  Little  children,  love 
one  another — loveoneanother."  What  lessons 
of  gentleness  and  tenderest  love  we  learned 
in  the  gentlest,  tenderest,  most  loving  of  all 
teaching !  Or,  let  us  change  the  day  from 
Sunday ;  let  it  be  some  week-day  Christmas 
merry-making,  perhaps  at  the  Vicarage,  per- 
haps at  some  one  or  otherof  the  homes  that 
were  in  closest  communion  with  the  Vicarage 
and  its  tone  of  life — not  even  his  youngest  son 
could  be  fuller  of  frolic  and  of  fun  than  the 
great  Vicar  of  Leeds ;  yes,  and.  he  could 
enjoy  a  game  at  blindman's  buff  as  well  as  the 
youngest  of  the  party,  though  by  reason  of  his 
size  he  was  somewhat  easier  to  catch.  Or, 
change  the  scene  once  again,  and  let  it  lie  this 
time  at  the  dinner-table  of  some  one  or  other  of 
the  many  hospitable  houses  of  Leeds,  wit  h  some 
iuch  kindred  spirit  as  Bishop  Wilberforce  as 
his  vis-i-vis;  then  from  the  storehouse  of  his 
«rell-sto<:ked  memory  and  his  brilliant  fancy, 


would  pour  forth  wit,  and  anecdote,  and 
joke,  as  though  merriment,  and  merriment 
only,  were  the  role  of  life.  It  was  only  his 
own  tme  setting  of  his  life's  text,  "Whatsoever 
thine  hand  findeth,"  &c.  He  had  the  knack 
of  adapting  himself  to  the  circumstances  in 
which  he  found  himself  placed,  accepting  them 
as  his  life's  work  for  the  time,  and  utilising 
them  for  his  great  Master's  service  as  much, 
(or  more),  when  he  was  meiry,  as  when  he  was 
grave.  And  the  deep  home-love  of  his  life  only 
deepened  as  in  his  later  days  he  depended 
more  upon  it;  for  though  it  pleased  God  in 
His  wise  love  to  take  from  him  the  wife 
whose  work  for  husband,  for  children,  for 
Gpd  seemed  in  quiet  Chichester  less  needed 
than  in  busy  Leeds,  yet  the  same  wise  love 
blessed  indeed  his  declining  years  with  the 
gentlest,  tenderest  care  of  sons  and  daughters 
who  would  never  leave  him.  "  Blest  as  I  am 
by  a  loving,  devoted  family,  the  one  object  of 
every  member  of  which  is  to  console  me,  I 
should  be  ungiateftd,  indeed,  if  I  murmured." 
So  he  writes  soon  after  Mrs.  Hook's  death — 
and  were  it  Bbf '5iividious  to  single  out 
devotion  where  all  were  alike  devoted,  it  was 
a  touching  reprodtactibn  of  his  very  own  self, 
and  of  his  own.  theory  of  the  service  which 
God  requires,  from  each,  which  led  his 
I  youngest  son,  whom  in  another  letter  he  calls 
I  the  "  iyytkot  taercifolly  sent  to  comfort  him ! " 
I  to  forego  all  other  prospect  of  work  which 
'  was  just  opening  before  him,  and  for  which 
he  has  since  shown  himself  so  ably  fitted,  in 
order  that  he  might  dedicate  to  his  great 
fatlier's  last  days  all  the  care,  all  the  love,  not 
only  of  himself,  but  also  of  his  bright  young 
wife.  Happy  father  to  have  had  his  every 
last  wish  cared  for  by  such  children  !  Happy- 
children  to  have  had  life  hallowed  by  the 
memories  of  those  saintly  latest  days — 


Such  was  the  colouring  of  life's  sunset. 

In  his  loved  cathedral  every  inch  the  Dean, 
surrounded  by  a  chapter,  of  whom,  in  one  of 
his  letters  he  writes,  "  We  call  ourselves  'the 
happy  family,'"  linked  to  the  past  by  the 
precious  memories  of  the  work  to  which,  in 
God's  name,  he  had  given  heart  and  life — 
never  tired  of  talking  of  the  good  old  Leeds 
days,  with  old  Leeds  friends  for  whom  the 
Deanery  had  always  a  welcome,  and  trustfully- 
waiting  till  the  call  came,  and  he  laid  down  life 
and  work  together  j  and  so,  only  a  short  time 
before  his  death  he  writes,  "  I  have  lived  to  be 
put  on  the  shelf,  and  I  rejoice  in  the  mercy 
which  gives  me  this  leisure  before  I  go  hence. 
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and  be  no  more  seen;"  and  aga^in,  "  I  hear 
the  Master  say  to  me,  that  my  dnty  is  [o  sit 
still,  and  while  otbers  work,  assist  them  by 
my  prayers." 

Is  it  strange  that  such  a  character  as 
this,  so  Strang  and  yet  so  gentle,  so  manly  in 
its  giant  grasp  of  work,  and  yet  so  womanly 
in  its  teoder  sympathy— is  it  strange,  I  say, 
that  a  character  like  this  won  hearts,  and  won 
them  to  a  loyalty  which  no  lapse  of  time,  no 
change  of  circumstance,  could  shake — is  it 
strange  that  bis  work  outlives  him,  and  that 
it  is  still  the  boast  and  glory  of  the  churcli  in 
Leeds  that  Di.  Hook  was  once  its  vicar? 


Foi  others,  far  less  great  than  he  was 
there  are  monuments  and  storied  tablets  in 
Cathedral  or  in  Royal  Chapel — for  him, 
fittest  place  is  found  in  the  smoke  and  amidst 
the  toil  of  the  busy  town  which  he  loved  with 
all  his  great  heart's  love,  and  there  in  his  own 
cJiurch,  and  among  his  own  people,  in  effigy 
he  lies,  his  hands  clasped  in  an  unceasing 
prayer,  his  silent  lips  speaking  of  "  the  rest 
which  remaineth  for  the  people  of  God." 

The  men  of  Leeds — the  Church  of  the 
West  Riding — need  no  words  of  posthumous 
praise  to  tell  who  and  what  he  was,  for  every 
Yorkshire  heart  is  his  shrine. 


NEW  HEAVENS. 


Bv  THK  Rev.  E.  G. 

TT  E  Stood  upon  a  lonely  isle, 

^^     An  exile  for  the  truth. 

A  munnut  from  a  wave  came  nigh. 
And  entered  to  his  heart. 
Saying,  "  Death,  it  doth  not  part 

Those  who  have  loved  a  little  while." 


He 


rent  toward  the  shtwre,  and  saw 
The  gold  a  settmg  sun  had  made. 
The  land  beneath  that  sky 
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Was  where  they  never  die; 
Theirs  he  had  loved  in  youth — 
So  his  lit  spirit  said  with  awe. 

Then  his  heart  swelled,  and  seemed  divine. 
As  if  were  in  it  some  sweet  line 
From  one  beneath  the  sunset's  red. 
Whispered  across,  of  things  to  be ; 
"  There  shall  be  no  more  sea ; 
Thy  loved  ones  are  not  dead." 
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Bv  THE  AuTiioa  OF  "Jon 

WE  had  decided  on  a  "  day  out  "—out 
of  Paris,  with  its  noise  and  confusion  ; 
which,  for  the  first  time,  we  had  found 
endurable.  It  reached  bnly  as  a  distant 
murmur  oar  pleasant  "  City  of  Refuge  " — 
where  the  nights  were  as  quiet  as  the  days, 
and  every  morning  we  could  actually  see  a 
bit  of  sunrise^pink  or  lilac  clouds  floating 
over  the  chimney-tops — (ah!  happily  innocent 
of  the  abominable  coal  smoke  of  London) 
— of  the  Rue  Boissy  d'Anglas,  and  the 
Faubourg  St.  HonorS. 

A  trariquil  nook,  though  in  the  very  heart 
of  .Paris.  Still,  we  aheady  sighed  for  the 
country  :  a  breatb  of  fresh  air,  and  the  sight 
of  the  fading  leaves,  before  they  had  all 
dropped  off.  So  we  crossed  to  the  Place 
de  la  Concorde  and  waited  for  a  "  tram " — 
(how  funny  the  word  looks — "  tramways  " — 


(  Halifai,  Gentleman." 

both  in  France  atid  Italy  1) — determining  to 

take   that  simple  route  to  Sfevres  and  St. 

Cloud. 

We  English  make,  I  think,  many  mistakes 
in  travelling.  In  the  first  place,  some  of  us 
are  too  shy,  and  a  good  many  more  too 
self-conceited,  to  attempt  foreign  tongues ; 
forgetting  that  to  be  in  a  country  where  you 
cannot,  or  will  not  speak  the  language,  is  as 
foolish  as  going  to  see  views  with  your  eyes 
bandaged  up.  You  may  pass  from  hotel  to 
hotel,  quite  pleased  that  everybody  pays  you 
the  attention  of  addressing  you  in  your  own 
good  English  tongue  ;  but  of  the  real  life 
of  the  country  you  are  in,  you  remain  as 
utterly  ignorant  as  if  you  were  blind.  To 
enjoy  travelling,  you  must  put  your  pre- 
judices in  your  pocket — your  "  quality  "  too, 
sometimes,  and  place  yourself  in  sympathy 
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with  the  people.  Depend  upon  it,  they  will 
seldom  fail,  in  France  and  Italy  almost 
never,  to  show  sympathy  with  you. 

This  I  say,  remembering  the  amount  of 
politeness,  and  really  valuable  information, 
that  we  got  out  of  a  young  ouvrUr — we 
guessed  his  trade  from  his  rough  hands,  but 
should  never 
have  done  it 
from  his  man- 
ner— who  sat 
beside  us  on 
the  top  of  the 
tram,    as  we 
took  the  long 
cMld  drive  by 
the  banks  of 
the  Seine,  the 
direct     road 
to  Versailles. 
A    common- 


dently  full  of 
busy  prospe- 
rity.       How 

strange  to 
think  of  the 
days,  so  few 
winters  back, 
when  all 
trade  was  at 
a  stand -still, 
and  along 
this  road  from 
Versailles  to 
Paris  was 
incessant 
marching 
and  fighting 
— between 
French  and 
Germans, 
and  worse, 
between 
French  and 
French! 

How  terrible  BanquMine 

must  have 
been  those 
winter  mom* 

ings  when  the  men  of  a  household  started 
oflf  to  their  awful  day's  work — knowing 
for  certain  that  many  of  them  would  not 
come  back  at  night  I  These  little  white 
crosses  which,for  the  first  year  or  two  afler  the 
siege,  could  be  traced  everywhere,  in  by-roads, 
market-gardens,  open  spaces  of  green,  mark- 
ing where  soldiers  had  fallen  and  been  buried 


as  they  fell,  have  they  all  been  removed  ? 
We  almost  hoped  so;  but  it  will  be  long 
years  before  Paris  ceases  to  remember  them. 
Nevertheless,  the  extent  to  which  the  city 
has  revived  is  perfectly  wonderful.  Passing 
along  this  road,  so  lately  full  of  fighting 
armies,  everything  looked  bright  and  tidy, 
as  if  after 
centuries  of 
prosperity 
and  peace. 
And  when  we 
stopped  at 
Sfcvres,  and 
went  over  the 
celebrated 
china  manu- 
factory, there 
was  no  evi- 
dence of  any- 
thing  but 
luxury  on  the 
one  hand, 
and  on  the 
other  the  in- 
telligent in- 
dustry which 
provides  for 
and  benefits 
by  it.  Not 
a  trace  of 
aught  pain- 
ful, of  those 
revolutions 
which  we 
have  almost 
come  to  be- 
lieve the  nor- 
mal coadi- 
tion  of 
France — ex 
cept,  indeed, 
a  magnificent 
milk-pail, 
once  at  Le 
Petit  Tria- 
non, and  used 

.lL,a.ilwi..  ^gjg  l,y   jhe 

hapless  royal 
"shepherd- 
ess," Marie 
Antoinette ;  also  a  statuette  or  two  of  the  first 
Napoleon.  Of  the  laterBuonapartes, Emperor, 
Empress,  Prince  Imperial,  all  traces  seemed 
to  be  as  completely  swept  away  as  if  they 
belonged  to  the  time  of  Charlemagne.  France 
has  certainly  a  grand  talent  pour  oublier. 

Yet   how    clever    she    is;   how    prudent, 
economical,    industrious!     aiwl^Jiow    gay 
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through  it  all — innocently  gay  !  Especially 
her  "  bourgeois  "  class,  whom  one  meets  in 
omnibuses,  second-class  railway  carnages, 
and  country  streets.  A  more  respectable 
class  does  not  exist  Monsieur  and  madame 
— only  I  ought  to  put  madame  first,  for  she 
evidently  manages  the  family — how  domestic 
they  look,  out  arm-in-arm  on  a  fSte  day,  in 
their  best  clothes,  with  their  children  beside 
them  1  How  pleasantly  satisfied  they  arc 
with  themselves ;  how  polite  to  all  the  world, 
even  to  foreigners!  The  trouble  they  will 
take  to  understand  you — to  answer  your 
questions  ;  to  put  you  on  your  right  road; 
often  going  half-a- street's  length  to  do  it !  I 
wish  some  of  our  saturnine  Britons  would 
take  a  lesson — in  good  things,  not  bad — from 
the  mucb-abuscd  "  Frenchman." 

But  we  did  not  come  to  Sevres  to  moralise, 
especially  on  this  lovely  day,  so  warm  that 
we  might  have  thought  it  June,  save  for  the 
heaps  of  dead  November  leaves  under  our 
feet,  and  the  brilliant  tints  that  mingled  with 
the  still  vivid  green  of  the  forest  of  St.  Cloud. 
In  England  one  would  call  tt  a  wood,  but 
here  it  is  a  "forest,"  though  of  the  most 
dvilised  kind — a  sort  of  Rosbervillc  Gardens, 
evidently — where  the  "  under  half"  of  Paris 
had  been  accustomed  to  spend  many  a 
happy  day.  Dotted  here  and  there  we 
noticed  closed  refreshment  booths  and  piles 
of  rickety  chairs,  whicb,  on  Sundays  and 
fete  days,  had  no  doubt  been  well  filled  all 
through  the  sununer. 

But  it  was  winter  now.  The  pleasure-seekers 
had  vanished  like  flies.  Only  one  group, 
playing  quoits  or  bowls,  or  something,  were 
beard  enjoying  themselves  on  a  bit  of  level 
green  opposite  the  dried-up  waterfall.  The 
sad  bit  of  that  day  was  that  everything 
seemed  dried-up,  or  shut-up,  or  pulled  down. 
All  the  way  from  Sfevres  to  St.  Cloud  we 
scarcely  met  a  creature;  and  arrived,  we 
could  find  not  a  soul  about,  even  to  show  us 
oar  way  to  the  palace. 

•  But  we  must  see  it,"  said  the  only  one 
of  our  party  who  had  been  here  before,  who 
dilated  on  its  exceeding  beauty,  and  the 
fine  view  from  its  terrace  ;  though  there  was 
great  difiiculty in  getting  admission,  "But 
that  was  in  the  second  Empire.  St,  Cloud 
had  just  been  rebuilt  at  great  expense ;  the 
Empress  hked  it,  and  the  little  Prince 
Imperial  was  constantly  here.  I  remember 
seeing  the  model  railway  his  father  had 
made  for  him  in  the  garden,  where  he  used 
to  play  for  hours,  hkc  any  other  good  little 
boy.  Then  almost  nobody  was  allowed  into 
the  palace,  but  I  hear  it  is  all  open  now." 


Alas !  only  too  open.  When  we  came 
upon  it  face  to  face,  this  ancient,  re-modem- 
ised  palace  of  St  Cloud — what  a  piteous 
sight  it  was  I  Through  its  rows  of  empty 
wmdows  —  eyeless  sockets  —  the  daylight 
peered;  its  one  remaining  pair  of  shutters 
persistently  flapped  in  the  wind.  Inside, 
half-destroyed  staircases  clung  to  the  walls, 
where  fragments  of  blackened  paper  and  gilt 
decorations  still  hung.  But  not  a  roof  re- 
mained, not  a  chamber,  not  a  floor.  Fire 
and  fighting  had  done  their  work.  The  out- 
side walls  remained ;  the  interior  was  a  total 
wreck.  A  slight  wooden  barrier,  which  any- 
one could  have  stepped  over,  alone  kept  out 
the  adventurous  and  intrusive  pubhc  from 
this  palace — a  ruined  palace ;  but  the  ruin 
was  that  of  destruction,  without  any  beauty 
of  age,  or  the  sanctity  of  natural  decay. 

We  ascended  the  terrace,  obeying  a  strict 
injunction  "not  to  pluck  the  flowers,"  the 
half-dozen  stunted  chrysanthemums,  which 
were  all  that  remained  of  wliat  must  once 
have  been  a  carefully  kept  garden.  Now,  it 
was  totally  neglected.  Sitting  down  on  a 
half-rotten  bench  we  looked  upon  the  view. 

What  a  view  1  All  Paris  lay  spread  out 
below  like  a  map.  We  could  distincdy 
trace  the  long  lines  of  streets,  with  the  Arc 
de  Triomphe  crowning  all.  Above,  were  the 
two  towers  of  Notre-Dame,  the  l^ocadero, 
and  the  gilded  dome  of  the  Invalides  glitter- 
ing in  the  sun. 

Paris  is  scarcely  a  picturesque  city — not 
to  be  compared  with  Rouen,  Edinburgh,  Flo- 
rence, Rome,  or  even  London,  if  one  could 
see  that  immense  area  in  a  bird's-eye  view. 
But  it  looked  welt  to-day,  even  to  its  com- 
monplace environs.  There  was  a  wooded 
hill  on  otir  right,  with  a  la^  building  on  its 
summit :  we  almost  doubted  if  this  were  not 
Versailles,  and  put  the  question  to  two  wan- 
dering youths  in  clerical  dress — the  only 
living  creatures  here  besides  ourselves.  The 
elder,  a  big  lad  of  about  nineteen,  with  a 
pleasant,  intelligent  face,  stopped  to  explam 
that  the  building  we  had  seen  was  an  orphan- 
age, managed  by  a  religious  order,  to  which, 
I  think,  he  said  he  belonged.  He  gave  us 
the  fullest  information,  statistical  and  other- 
wise, about  it ;  and  then  talked  of  St,  Cloud, 
lamendngbitterly  that  it  was  not  Prussians  but 
Frenchmen  who  had  caused  this  cruel  ruin. 
He  talked  so  pleasantly  and  so  long  that 
his  companion  had  to  remind  him  how  their 
three  hours'  leave  of  absence  was  fast  slipping 
away,  whereupon  the  two  took  off  their  caps, 
right  oflf  their  heads,  gathered  their  black 
gowns  round   them,  and.  de^ir(ed->-.  f^*^ 
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young  priests !  with  their  air  of  honest  cheer- 
fulness— like  boys  out  for  a  holiday — we 
wondered  what  their  future  would  be,  espe- 
cially considering  the  religious  crisis  which 
France  is  now  going  through,  and  the  end  of 
which  who  can  foresee? 

For,  some  days  after,  we  saw  a  curious  sight. 
The  streets  of  a  country  town  in  Normandy 
were  crowded  with  people,  escorting  half-a- 
dozen  Capuchins,  who,  afler  barricading  them- 
selves for  two  days  against  the  secular  power, 
were  at  last  forced  to  quit  their  monastery. 
Each  monk  was  supported  by  two  of  the 
town's-people,  carrying  enormous  bouquets ; 
women  threw  other  bouquets  out  of  windows. 
The  worldly  goods  of  the  monastery — a  few 
canvas  bags  piled  on  a  hand-cart  and  a  for- 
lorn-looking pony — were  viewed  with  deep 
interest ;  and  the  three  gendarmes  who  rode 
gloomily  after  were  assailed  with  deep  groans. 
As  for  the  victims,  poor  souls,  they  looked 
dazed  and  stupid,  or  smiled  blankly  at  the 
sympathetic  throng. 

"  It  is  all  the  Goverrmient's  doing ;  but  what 
could  you  expect  from  such  canaUleV  mut' 
tered  a  stander-by.  "  To  turn  them  out  Hke 
that,  when  they  never  harmed  anybody,  and 
sometimes  did  a  deal  of  good !  And  see, 
how  old  they  are  I  " 

Yes,  "  old  and  foolish,"  like  King  Lear, 
or  Rip  Van  Winkle;  for  they  had  a  look 
of  having  been  buried  for  half  a  century  or 
so,  and  dug  up  again  to  be  turned  adrift  in 


abject  helplessness  upon  this  unknown  mo- 
dem world.  One  could  not  help  feeling 
sorry  for  them,  but  less  sorry  than  for  (hose 
two  young  fellows  at  St.  Cloud,  whose  merry 
faces  belied  their  priest's  dress,  as  they  went 
sturdily  on  their  way.  What  excellent  citi- 
zens, husbands,  and  fatliers  of  families  were 
here  lost  to  France  and  to  the  world  !  Per- 
haps the  "crise  religieuse"  may  have  its 
advantages  after  all. 

The  sun-gleams  began  to  melt  away  from 
the  brilliant  dome  of  the  Invalides,  and  a 
chill  wind  crept  upwards  from  the  forest  of 
Sl  Cloud. 

"We  ought  to  be  going  homewards,  but 
there  used  to  be  a  finer  view  still :  and  there 
was  a  curious  place  called  'the  Lantern  oi 
Diogenes.'  I  wonder  if  this  old  woman 
knows  anything  about  it." 

She  was  a  poor  old  creature,  carrying  a 
heavy  bundle  of  faggots — yellow,  wrinkled, 
toothless — widi  a  skin  like  leather,  and  a 
cavernous  voice.  But  she  answered  with  the 
politeness  that  is  never  wanting  in  a  French 
peasant — ^' FlaiUUi"  and  curved  her  hand 
over  her  deaf  ear,  so  as  to  catch  what  madame 
was  saying.  No ;  she  knew  nothing  of  the 
Lantern  of  Diogenes,  or  of  any  sort  of  view. 
"  There  is  the  palace,"  pointing  to  it  with  a 
skinny  finger ;  "  but  I  do  not  know  anything 
else.  All  is  so  changed  — so  changed ! "  And 
feebly  shaking  her  old  head,  she  took  up  her 
bundle  and  tottered  away. 
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Yet  she  must  have  seen  it  all.  The  old 
palace  as  it  looked  in  the  days  of  the  First 
Empire ;  then  the  splendours  of  the  Second 
Empire,  and  its  downfall ;  more  revolutions  ; 
ureign  and  internecine  war  ;  fire,  bombard- 
^isent,  and  the  ruined  palace  as  it  looked 
now;  destroyed,  as  the  young  priests  had 
indignantly  told  us,  not  by  the  Germans  but 
Ly  the  French  themselves.  Change,  indeed  ! 
i;oihing  but  change ! 

■■'iVe  are  the  laughing-stock  of  Europe,"  said 

I  French  gentleman  to  me  some  days  after, 
iiitli  great  bitterness.  Not  exactly  so,  while 
so  many  noWe  hearts  remain  in  France  :  but 
most  truly  jhe  is  the  puzzle  and  the  pity  of 
Europe.' 

Thewnrance  of  St.  Cloud  is  really  beauti- 
ful. We  stood  admiring  the  fine  facade,  re- 
flected into  the  water — artificially  made — 
irhich  comes  to  the  very  palace  doors.  This 
jjiri  of  it  had  airffcred  least.  The  great  gates, 
shutting  up  nothing,  were  firmly  closed,  as  if 

II  were  an  inhabited  palace  still.  But  it  looked 
10  sad,  so  dreary,  so  unutterably  desolate  ! 
-At  diis  moment  we  caught  the  tramp  of  feet 
and  the  shrill  notes  of  that  horrible,  ear- 
piercing  noise  which  the  French  call  "  mili- 
tary music."  We  watched  the  regiment  pass 
—mere  lads  many  of  them,  with  dull,  phleg- 
matic faces,  as  if  each  Iiad  "  iiri  sort  sort" 
and  submitted  to  a  conscript's  destiny,  but 
"iihout  the  slightest  military  ardour  or  enthu- 
siasm. Is  it  really  so?  Yet  Frenchmen  can 
fiiiht,  and  have  proved  it.  Has  "  la  gloire" 
become  now  a  mere  name  ?  It  seemed 
almost  so,  as  they  marched  lazily  by— rough, 
untidy- looking  fellows,  without   any  of  the 


brisknessandsmartnessof  our  British  "liue." 
Not  one  of  them  glanced  up  at  the  ruined 
palace,  so  lately  made  a  ruin  by  men  like  them- 
selves, who  doubtless  are  ready  for  the  same 
work  again,  did  they  get  the  same  chance. 
Revolution ;  nothing  but  revolutions.  As 
they  say,  any  week  anything  may  happen  in 
France — except  what  is  expected  to  happen. 

It  was  all  so  sad~so  infinitely  sad — that 
almost  the  brightest  bit  of  it  was  the  recol- 
lection of  that  poor  boy,  who  used  to  play 
with  his  mock  railway  in  the  palace  garden, 
but  who,  exiled  and  homeless,  managed  to 
make  himself  a  home  in  English  hearts,  and 
died  with  Englishmen  in  Zulu-land — died  like 
a  hero,  with  all  his  wounds  in  front,  so  that 
the  last  of  the  Buonapartes  was  not  unworthy 
the  first. 

As  the  soldiers  marched  away  the  sun  set, 
a  heavy,  black  cloud  rose  up  behind  the 
ruined  palace,  and  large  thunder-drops  began 
to  fall.  Eiit  higher  up,  the  sky  was  still 
intensely  bright  and  clear,  and  the  last  swal- 
lows of  the  year  went  skimming  through  it, 
almost  out  of  sight,  like  freed  soub,  far  above 
all  the  bitteijuess  and  turmoil  of  this  world. 

Perhaps,  after  all,  it  was  better  for  that 
poor  boy  that  he  died  in  his  youth,  beloved, 
honoured,  and  mourned,  than  lived  to  be  the 
curse  of  France,  as,  however  unwittingly,  he 
might  have  been. 

So  adieu  to  the  ruined  palace  of  St.  Cloud, 
with  all  its  historical  memories,  and  its  infi- 
nite suggestions  of  lost  lives,  lost  hopes,  lost 
dynasties.  It  must  be  so.  In  this  world, 
and  especially  in  France,  there  is  nothing 
immutable  but  mutability. 


St.  Ctoud,  as  it  was. 


zcocyGoogle 


SUNDAY  .MAGAZINE. 


EARLY  IN  THE  MORNING. 

By- THE  Rev.  J.  G.  WOOD,  M.A. 


IF  the  old  adage  be  true  that  "  the  early 
bird  catches  the  worm,"  it  follows  that 
if  you  want  to  see  him  do  it  you  must  be  an 
early  bird  yourself.  The  first  two  hours  after 
daybreak  are  worth  all  the  rest  of  the  day  to 
the  observer  of  nature,  and  the  first  hour  is 
twice  as  valuable  as  the  second. 

Whether  taught  by  instinct  or  reason,  the 
birds  know  well  enough  that  their  great 
enemy,  man,  is  not  to  be  seen  for  several 
hours  after  daybreak,  and,  in  consequence, 
they  lay  aside  the  precautions  of  their  mid- 
day existence,  take  no  pains  to  conceal  their 
presence,  and  act  as  freely  as  if  they  were 
in  an  uninhabited  land. 

So  if  the  reader  wishes  to  enjoy  such  a 
sight  as  is  depicted  in  the  illustrations,  he 
must  be  up  very  early  in  the  morning,  and,  if 
possible,  take  up  his  [)Osition  before  sunrise. 
One  other  condition  is  needed,  that  he  pre- 
serve absolute  stillness,  and  not  speak  a 
word.  Wild  animals  do  not  seem  to  be 
afraid  of  a  whistle ;  so  that  if  two  joint 
observers  are  sitting  as  they  ought  to  do — 
face  to  face,  so  thai  each  can  see  what  takes 
place  behind  the  other — they  can  communi- 
cate by  a  code  of  whistling  without  giving 
alarm.  Those  who  know  the  "  Morse  "  sys- 
tem of  telegraphy  can  thus  talk  as  freely  as 
if  by  actual  speech,  and  yet  will  cause  no 
alarm  ;  whereas,  a.  single  spoken  word  or  hasty 
gesture  will  not  only  drive  away  every  animal 


in  the  neighbourhood,  but  will  cause  them  to 
lose  confidence  in  the  spot  for  many  days 
afterwards. 

Should  a  single  observer  be  at  work,  he 
should  sit  facing  westwards,  and,  if  possiUe. 
with  a  bush,  tree,  or  even  a  stump  behind 
him.  The  rising  sun  wil!  then  be  at  his 
back,  so  that  he  will  not  be  dazzled  by  its 
rays,  and  as  he  will  be  in  shadow  he  will  be 
comparatively  inconspicuous. 

Another  practical  reason  is,  that  a  brilliant 
light,  especially  that  of  the  sun,  irresistibly 
causes  many  people  to  sneeze ;  and  as  the 
sunrise  hour  is  just  the  most  valuable  out  of 
the  twenty-four,  it  is  a  pity  to  risk  the  loss  of 
the  morning's  work  by  a  sneeze  which  might 
have  been  avoided. 

If  two  observers  be  engaged  together,  they 
had  better  sit  north  and  south,  so  as  to  divide 
the  sun  between  them. 

As  soon  as  the  first  sounds  of  human 
voices  are  heard,  or  the  first  indications  of 
human  labour  perceived,  the  birds  begin 
to  slip  away  almost  imperceptibly,  and  by 
the  time  that  the  plough  is  at  work  in  the 
field,  and  tlie  roll  of  the  waggon-wheel  heard 
in  the  lane,  the  busy  scene  is  deserted,  and 
the  raeny  chirping  is  silenced. 

In  all  cases  when  birds  are  the  subjects  of 
observation,  a  telescope  or  field-glass — pre- 
ferably the  latter — is  a  necessity.  It  is  not 
enough  to  see  the   birds  pecking  on   the 
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ground  or  among  the  branches,  our  chief  ob- 
ject being  to  discover  the  nature  of  iheir  food. 
Such  a  group  as  that  which  has  been  depicted 
ia  our  larger  illustration,  may  be  seen  on  a 
brtgbt  spring  morning,  pecking  away  among 
the  branches,  and  apparently  making  short 
work  of  every  bud.  That  they  do  eat  the  buds 
cannot  be  denied  ;  and  the  gardeners  have, 
therefore,  some  justification  in  reckoning  the 
liitle  birds  as  their  enemies,  and  using  every 
available  means  of  keeping  them  off  the  trees. 

Gardeners,  in  fact,  are  very  much  like 
gamekeepers  in  one  respect,  ('.«.  assuming 
that  all  creation  is  at  war  with  the  beasts, 
birds,  Sowers,  vegetables,  and  fruit  which 
they  rear.  The  genuine  and  typical  game- 
t«per  believes  that  "  game  "  is  the  central 
point  of  animated  nature,  and  if  his  inmost 
thoughts  could  be  analyzed,  considers  his 
master  as  an  inferior  being  compared  with 
hares,  partridges,  and  pheasants.  As  to  his 
own  position,  he  holds  his  true  allegiance  to 
belong  to  the  game,  the  nominal  proprietor 
being  3  sort  of  "  middle-man,"  who  finds 
board  and  lodging  for  the  game  and  wages 
for  the  keeper. 

Florists  seem  to  be  constituted  in  similar 
fashion,  and  to  think  that  all  nature  Is  en- 
g^ed  in  a  conspiracy  against  the  particular 
flowers  which  they  cultivate. 

I  remember  an  absurd  instance  of  this 
peculiarity  in  a  suburb  of  Oxford.  The 
parish  clerk  held  that  the  proper  study  of 
mankind  was  picotees,  and  that  no  other  flower 
ought  to  be  allowed  to  exist  near  them.  Now  it 
so  happened  that  the  next  garden  was  owned 
by  some  other  dignitary  of  the  Church,  who 
field  equally  strong  opinions  upon  hive-bees, 
thinking  that  no  flowers  ought  to  be  culti- 
vated except  those  which  furnished  honey  for 
bees. 

Consequently,  a  deadly  feud  raged  between 
them,  the  one  continually  multiplying  his 
hives,  and  the  other  killing  every  bee  which 
he  could  catch  in  his  garden.  Knowing  very 
tittle  of  bee  customs,  he  thought  that  bees 
which  had  raited  other  flowers  would  con- 
taminate his  aristocratic  blossoms  with  their 
plebeian  associations,  and  had  almost  taught 
himself  to  believe  that  bees  were  especially 
created  for  the  deterioration  of  picotees. 

So  it  is  no  matter  of  wonder  that  a  gar- 
dener who  devotes  himself  to  fruit  should 
think,  when  he  sees  the  birds  eating  the  buds, 
that  they  have  come  for  the  purpose  of 
destroying  the  fruit  crops.  He  can  see  the 
hud  picked  off  the  branch,  but  he  cannot 
see,  nor  does  he  suspect,  the  "  worm  i'  the 
bud "  which  the  early  bird  has  come  to  de- 


vour. Did  he  reflect  on  the  relationship  of 
birds  and  fruit,  he  would  understand  that 
if  birds  were  really  so  destructive  as  he 
imagines,  there  could  be  no  fruit  at  all. 

Now,  though  the  seed-eating  birds,  such 
as  the  finch  tribe  generally,  might  be  ob- 
noxious to  the  charge  of  bud  destruction, 
neither  of  these  birds  which  are  represented 
in  the  illustration  ought  to  be  even  suspected 
of  it 

Take,  for  example,  the  Titmouse  group, 
beginning  with  the  Great  Titmouse  (^Parus 
major),  two  of  which  are  squabbling  together 
after  their  usually  quarrelsome  manner.  I 
would  not  say  that  this  bird  never  eats  vege- 
table food,  but  I  am  sure  that  it  scarcely 
ever  does  so  from  choice.  See,  for  example, 
M.  Florent-Prevost's  account  of  the  diet  of 
the  Great  Titmouse  throughout  the  year. 

"January,  beetles  and  grubs  of  insects. 
FAruary,  grubs.  March,  water-snails,  beetles, 
and  grubs.  April,  cockchafers,  beetles,  and 
bees.  May,  the  same.  June  anAJuly,  cock- 
chafers, flics,  and  other  insects.  August, 
insects  and  fruits.  September,  seeds,  grass- 
hoppers, and  crickets.  October,  berries. 
November,  seeds,"  December  is  not  men- 
tioned, so  we  may  safely  set  down  a  mixture 
of  the  November  and  January  food. 

Here  we  see  that  fruit-buds  are  not  even 
mentioned,  though,  as  M.  Florent-Prevost 
examined  the  crop  and  digestive  organs  of  a 
number  of  specimens,  he  would  certainly 
have  detected  them  if  they  had  been  present. 

Fortunately  for  us  the  Great  Titmouse  is 
exceedingly  plentiful  in  this  country,  and  if 
it  be  not  visible  to  the  eye,  it  can  be  de- 
tected by  the  ear.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
garrulous  of  birds,  seeming  to  be  abso- 
lutely incapable  of  keeping  silence.  To 
human  ears  its  voice  is  peculiarly  discordant, 
the  bird  uttering  nothing  but  a  single,  sharp, 
grating  cry,  perpetually  repeated,  and  being 
to  sensitive  ears  indescribably  wearisome. 
It  is  only  fair,  however,  to  say  that  we  ought 
not  to  judge  other  creatures  by  ourselves;  and, 
although  we  may  consider  the  cry  of  the  Great 
Titmouse  harsh  and_ unmusical  as  the  setting 
of  a  saw,  the  birtis  'which  utter  and  bear  it 
may  consider  it  as  melodious  as  the  song  tf 
the  nightingale.  Even  human  ears  are  dif- 
ferently affected  by  sounds,  and,  strange  l^j 
it  may  appear,  there  are  human  beings  whi> 
like  the  bagpipes. 

There  is  certainly  one  habit  of  the  bird 
which  is  rather  injurious  to  civilised  man. 
Many  insects,  such  as  the  smaller  Andrena 
bees,  usually  make  their  cells  in  burrows  exca- 
vated by  themselves.  As,  however,  like  man- 
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kind  in  general,  the  bees  will  not  take  need- 
less trouble,  if  they  can  find  a  burrow  ready 
made,  or  anything  that  will  answer  the  same 
purpose,  they  will  appropriate  it.  The  hollow 
straws  used  in  thatching  act  admirably  as 
succedanea  for  burrows,  and  in  a  thatch  two 
or  three  seasons  old  there  is  scarcely  a  straw 
wiihout  its  occupants. 

Sometimes  a  straw  will  contain  a  dozen 
bee-cells,  each  witli  its  grub  and  store  of 
iood.  Often  the  earwig  tiods  the  nest,  forces 
its  way  through  the  straw,  devours  all  the 
inhabitants,  and  converts  the  straw  into  a 
habitation  ibr  itself.  Sometiines  a  spider  will 
pack  itself  away  in  the  straw  during  the  fly- 
less  time  of  winter.  Sometimes  a  centipede 
or  a  number  of  wood-lice  will  inhabit  the 
straw,  BO  that  there  is  no  lack  of  animal  life 
in  the  thatch. 

Emboldened  by  hunger  the  Titmouse  will 
attack  the  thatch,  drag  it  out,  a  straw  at  a 
time,  and  devour  all  the  creatures  which  may 
exist  within  it.  Having  examined  the  straw, 
tlie  bird  lets  it  slide  to  the  ground,  and,  if 
there  be  no  wind,  the  barn  or  corn-rick  may 
be  seen  surrounded  by  straws,  with  one  end 
resting  on  the  ground  and  the  other  leaning 
against  the  wall.  I  have  seen  these  straws 
in  such  numbers,  and  placed  with  such 
regularity,  that  the  fanner  could  scarcely  be 
persuaded  that  they  had  not  been  dragged 
down  and  arranged  by  mischievous  boys. 

So  fond,  indeed,  is  this  bird  of  animal 
food  that  it  will  haunt  stables  for  the  sake  of 
the  soap,  tallow  candles,  and  cart-grease. 
Knackers'  yards  are  among  its  favourite 
resorts,  and  I  regret  to  say  that  when  it 
cannot  procure  a  sufficiency  of  insect  food, 
it  will  lake  up  the  shrike's  habits,  and  kill 
smaller  birds.  It  always  attacks  its  prey 
in  the  same  manner,  namely,  by  pecking  a 
hole  in  the  skull  with  a  blow  of  its  short, 
sharp  beak,  and  then  scooping  out  the  brain. 

When  people  have  been  foolish  enough 
to  place  the  Great  Titmouse  in  a  cage  with 
other  birds,  they  are  sure  to  find  that  it  will 
quarrel  with  all  its  co-prisoners,  and  probably 
kill  a  large  proportion  of  them.  In  default 
of  animal  food  this  bird  will  be  glad  of  any 
seed  that  contains  vegetable  oil,  and,  just  as 
the  jackdaw  does  when  eating  oais,  holds 
the  seed  witli  its  foot,  and  then  splits  it  open 
with  a  blow  of  its  beak. 

At  the  upper  part  of  the  illustration  are 
a  pair  of  the  commonest  of  all  the  Titmice, 
the  Blue  Tit,  Blue-cap,  or  Billy-biter  of  boys. 

Despite  its  small  size  there  is  scarcely  a 
bolder  bird  to  be  found.  It  seems  to  have 
scarcely  any  fear  of  man,  and  will  build  its 


nest  among  human  habitations  as  freely  as  if 
it  were  aware  of  its  practical  immunity.  It 
even  appears  capable  of  perpetrating  practi- 
cal jokes,  for  scarcely  a  year  passes  without 
an  account  of  a  Billy-bitei's  nest  being  made 
in  a  scarecrow.  Gamekeepers,  who  are  in 
the  habit  of  nailing  up  the  bodies  of  owls, 
hawks,  and  other  "  vermin,"  have  often  been 
surprised  by  finding  the  nest  of  a  Blue  Tit- 
mouse inside  the  dried  and  hollow  body. 

A  very  remarkable  instance  of  the  faculty 
known  to  phrenologists  as  "  adhesiveness  " 
is  mentioned  in  the  Morpeth  Heraid  of 
December  4th,  1880. 

"  Sixty  years  ago  a  pair  of  Blue-caps  built 
their  nest  in  a  lai^e  stone  bottle,  which  had 
been  left  to  drain,  between  the  lower  boughs 
of  a  fruit-tree  in  the  garden  of  Mr.  Callender, 
farmer,  near  Stockton. 

"  Every  year  since  that  period  a  pair  of 
Blue-caps  have  regularly  built  a  nest  and 
reared  their  progeny  in  the  same  bottle,  and 
last  April  the  little  creatures  were  again 
busily  employed  in  constructing  a  nest  in 
their  old  domicile." 

If  its  nest  be  threatened  the  fury  of  the 
little  creature  knows  no  bounds.  It  gives 
vent  to  a  series  of  angry  hisses,  pecking  so 
sharply  the  meanwhile  that  even  the  hard 
hand  of  the  p'ough-boy  can  scarcely  endure 
the  pain.  When,  as  is  often  the  case,  the  bird 
makes  its  nest  in  the  hollow  of  a  tree  or 
wall,  so  as  to  be  unseen,  the  intruder  has 
snatched  away  his  hand  in  terror,  the  angry 
hiss  and  sharp  peck  deluding  him  into  the 
idea  that  he  has  been  bitten  by  a  viper. 

Extending  from  about  the  middle  to  the 
upper  right-hand  comer  of  the  illustration  is 
a  group  of  the  Long-tailed  Titmouse,  some- 
times cidled  the  Bottle-Tit,  on  account  of  its 
wonderful  nest.  The  artist  has  most  hap- 
pily caught  the  peculiar  action  of  these  birds. 
The  number  of  eggs  hatched  at  a  brood  is 
wonderfully  large,  and  the  members  of  it 
keep  company  for  a  considerable  time. 

'.'  Early  in  the  morning  "  just  such  a  group 
may  be  seen,  twittering  msrrily,  and  running 
about  the  branches  with  wonderful  agility. 
They  seem  to  be  utterly  careless  of  their 
relative  positions  with  regard  to  the  twigs, 
and  run  about  with  their  backs  downwards 
as  actively  as  flies  on  a  ceiling.  All  the  while 
their  sharp  little  eyes  are  peering  into  every 
crevice,  and  the  continual  peck,  peck,  of  the 
beak  shows  that  the  birds  are  successful  in 
their  chase  of  the  minute  insects  that  hide 
uniier  the  bark,  or  the  eggs,  which,  if  left  to 
be  hatched,  would  produce  a  goodly  supply 
of  caterpillars. 
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Every  now  and  then,  having  explored  one 
tree  thoroughly,  the  birds  change  their  hunt- 
ing-ground, and  go  off  to  another  tree.  They 
do  not  fly  away  in  a  group,  as  might  be 
imagined,  but  shoot  off  in  rapid  succession, 
one  after  the  other,  their  little  round  bodies 
and  long  tails  giving  them  a  curious  resem- 
blance to  a  flight  of  arrows. 

Few  birds  are  so  plentiful  near  human 
habitations  in  the  very  early  morning,  and 
few  are  more  careful  to  avoid  human  society. 
One  or  two  specimens  will,  perhaps,  be 
found  at  nearly  all  hours  of  the  'day,  but  the 
family  groups  seem  unable  to  endure  human 
jwesence.  Indeed,  I  have  noticed  that  by  the 
time  that  the  sparrows,  who  are  somewhat  apt 
to  be  sluggards,  are  fairly  abroad,  the  Long- 
tailed  Titmice  have  slipped  away  from  the 
orchard  or  garden,  and  left  it  to  the  noisier 
and  more  audacious  sparrows. 

The  nest  of  this  bird  will  probably  be  at 
some  distance  from  the  orchard  in  which  it 
hunts  for  food.  It  is  seldom  at  any  great 
height  from  the  ground,  and  is  mostly  hidden 
in  a  furze  or  blackthorn  bush,  where  the 
foliage  is  thick  and  the  prickly  surroundings 
serve  as  a  defence.  There  is  no  time  for  a 
description  of  this  nest,  by  far  the  most  beau- 
tiful that  is  made  by  any  British  bird,  and  we 
must  hastily  glance  at  the  rest  of  the  group. 

These  three  species  are  plenlifiil  enough, 
but  the  artist  has  introduced  two  more  on 
account  of  their  beauty. 

Occupying  the  left-hand  bottom  corner  of 
the  illustration  is  one  of  the  Cole  Titmice. 
This  bird  does  not  appear  to  be  plentiful 
anywhere,  though  it  is  scattered  over  the 
greater  part  of  England.  Probably  it  may 
be  more  common  than  is  known,  as  its  small 
size,  retiring  habits,  and  dark  colours  may 
easily  cause  it  to  escape  observation. 

1  have  for  some  years  taken  some  interest 
in  these  birds,  on  account  of  an  experiment 
made  by  the  late  Charles  Waterton,  He  was 
desirous  of  finding  out  whether  this  bird 
would  breed  so  far  north  as  Walton  Hall, 
So  he  followed  his  invariable  plan  when  he 
wished  to  attract  wild  birds,  i.e.  he  provided 
a  suitable  and  undisturbed  home,  and  then 
waited  for  the  bird  to  inhabit  it. 

Accordingly,  knowing  that  the  Cole  Tit- 
mouse built  in  holes  of  trees  by  preference, 
he  cut  a  hole  in  a  decaying  ash-tree,  leaving 
a  small  aperture  just  large  enough  for  the 
bird.  On  the  very  next  season  theCole  Tit- 
mouse came  and  took  possession  of  the 
hiibitation  thus  made  for  it.  Mr.  Waterton 
showed  me  the  nest  with  justifiable  pride,  but 


I  was  never  at  Walton  Hall  during  the  breed- 
ing season,  and  therefore  did  not  see  the 
nest  occupied. 

Nearly  in  the  centre  of  the  illustration 
comes  the  Crested  Titmouse.  This  very 
pretty,  and  very  boldly-marked  bird  is  scarcely 
to  be  reckoned  as  a  tme  British  bird,  and  any 
one  who  sees  this  bird  may  set  down  the 
event  as  worthy  of  notice  in  the  naturalist's 
calendar.  It  does  occasionally  visit  us  in 
little  flocks,  and  now  and  then  builds  its 
nest  in  the  more  northern  parts  of  the  king- 
dom. Sir  W,  Jardine  mentions  that  in  one 
such  case  the  bird  had  used  a  most  remark- 
able material  for  lining  its  nest-,  i.£.  the  cast 
outer  skins  of  snakes. 

Besides  these,  the  Bearded  Titmouse  and 
Marsh  Titmouse  inhabit  England.  The  for- 
mer is  easily  to  be  recognised  by  the  tuft  of 
black  feathers  on  either  side  of  the  face. 
The  latter  is  something  like  the  Cole  Tit- 
mouse, but  it  does  not  possess  the  white 
spot  on  the  nape  of  the  neck,  or  the  black 
patch  on  the  throat.  Moreover  it  seldom 
leaves  the  lov-Iying  districts  whence  it  de- 
rives its  name. 

Considering  the  brilliant  colours  of  the 
Gold<test,  it  is  curious  how  the  bird  should 
so  often  escape  observation.  I  have  known 
these  birds  to  frequent  a  garden  regularly, 
and  yet  to  have  been  unnoticed  by  persons 
who  were  in  the  habit  of  working  in  the  gar- 
den daily.  The  little  bird  certainly  has  a  way 
of  clinging  to  the  trees  and  large  branches, 
and  running  up  ami  down  them  after  the 
fashion  of  the  common  creeper,  so  that  it  is 
not  so  conspicuous  as  if  it  were  inthe  habit 
of  flitting  from  branch  to  branch  like  the 
titmice.  But  even  under  these  circumstances 
the  golden  feathers  from  which  it  derives 
its  name  are  sure  to  catch  the  eye  of  any 
one  who  has  been  accustomed  to  observa- 
tion. 

The  soberlyK;lad  Nuthatch  maj-  well  escape 
notice,  as  when  it  is  alarmed  it  "dodges" 
behind  the  trunk  or  branch  with  silent  cele- 
rity, and  takes  very  good  care  not  to  show 
itself  for  some  time.  Those  who  want  to 
see  the  Nuthatch  and  know  its  ways  always  ' 
search  the  trunks  of  old  trees  and  similar 
localities.  If  they  can  find  split  nutshelb , 
lying  on  the  ground,  or  fixed  into  crevices, 
they  know  that  the  bird  who  placed  them 
there  will  probably  come  again,  and  so,  con- 
cealing themselves  near  the  spot,  are  tolerably 
certain  to  be  rewarded  for  their  pains  before 
they  have  waited  for  any  great  length  of 
time. 
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A  TENPENNY  BIBLE. 


"  ^F*^  explanation  of  anything  can  be 
^  '  complete,"  says  the  recently  pub- 
lished "  Introductory  Primer  "  to  the  Study 
of  the  Sciences,  "because  human  know- 
ledge, at  its  best,  goes  but  a  very  little  way 
back  towards  the  beginning  of  things."  This 
remark  is  certainly  true  ot  the  causes  which 
have  brought  about  in  England  that  marvel  of 
literature,  A  Tenpenny  Bible.  The  growth 
o(  popular  power,  the  consetjuent  limitations 
imposed  on  royalty,  the  Acts  of  Parliament, 
the  popular  agitations,  the  deep  religious 
conviction  of  individuals,  and  the  struggles 
those  convictions  have  inspired  and  sus- 
tained, the  increase  of  mechanical  facilities, 
the  introduction  of  steam,  the  repeal  of 
paper  duties,  the  growth  of  national  educa- 
tion, the  wide-spread  revival  of  rehgion  and 
man's  interest  in  his  fellow-man,  and  a 
thousand  other  causes,  have  all  contributed 
essential  aid  to  the  production  of  our  ten- 
])enny  Bible. 

In  the  sixteenth  century  Bibles  were 
practically  unknown  among  lay  people  ;  now 
there  are  few  houses  in  Great  Uritain — even 
the  poorest  and  humblest^where  a  copy 
could  not  be  found.  The  history  of  this 
change  is  invested  with  deep  interest.  In  the 
days  when  the  country  was  under  the  Papal 
rule  the  Bible  was  a  sealed  book  to  all  except 
the  priesthood.  Not  until  after  the  Re- 
formation were  the  laity  permitted  its  free 
use;  but  even  then  it  was  very  scarce  for 
many  years,  partly  because  the  religious 
teaching  was  given  through  the  Reformed 
Church  chiefly  after  the  maaner  previously 
practised  by  the  Roman  Catholics,  and  partly 
because  the  printing  and  the  production 
of  Bibles  conslituled  a  commercial  mono- 
poly; few  people  were  permitted  to  print 
them,  and  even  they  claimed  such  high 
profits  as  to  render  the  sales  limited  even  to 
the  wealthy.  It  was  in  the  days  of  the  Com- 
monwealth that  the  restriction  was  abolished, 
and  genuine  interest  in  its  circulation  es- 
tablished free  trade  in  the  printing  of  the 
Bible.  The  men  of  that  period  held  that  the 
Bible  existed  not  to  make  revenue  fur  kings, 
iior  princely  fortunes  for  the  holders  of  kings' 
favours,  but  for  the  good  of  the  people. 
With  the  death  of  the  Commonwealth  the  cry 
of  the  Bible  for  the  people  died,  Charles  IJ. 
brought  monopoly  to  life  again  by  granting 
patents  to  two  particular  printers,  and  for- 
bidding, under  heavy  penalties,  all  others 
to  share  in  the  work ;  and  for  a  period  of 
about  a  century  and  a  half  the  royal  coffers 


I  were  enriched,  and  the  licensed  printers  ' 
I  obtained  fabulous  profits.  As  the  result  of 
j  a  public  agitation  a  committee  of  the  House 
I  of  Commons  was  appointed  in  183  r,  at 
which  it  transpired  that  a  printer  was  liter- 
ally making  j^6a,ooo  a  year  profit  out  of  his 
privilege.  It  was  found  that,  as  the  result  of 
monopoly,  the  sum  of  4s.  was  charged  for  a 
school  Bible,  which  ordinary  printers  were 
willing  to  produce  at  is.  yd.  The  patent  right 
was  then  held  by  three  firms  of  printers — 
one  private  firm  and  the  two  Universities  of 
Oxford  and  Cambridge.  Mr.  Parker,  repre- 
senting Oxford  University,  admitted,  in 
cross-examination  before  the  committee,  that 
a  Testament  for  which  they  charged  is,  3d. 
cost  them  only  4^.  Enterprising  publishers 
had  been  importing  cheap  editions,  but  they 
were  restrained  by  the  patentees  ;  many 
actions  at  law  were  laid,  injunctions  issued, 
and  fines  imposed,  for  the  terms  of  the  patent 
forbade  "  home -printing,  reprinting,  all  foreign 
import  of  Bibles,  and  even  all  importation 
from  Scotland  and  Ireland."  The  ground 
alleged  for  limiting  this  royal  right  was  that, 
as  the  king  was  the  head  of  the  Church  in 
England,  he  alone  had  the  right  to  produce 
Bibles  in  England  I  It  was  urged,  too,  that 
to  limit  the  printing  to  those  whom  the  king 
licensed  was  the  only  sure  means  of  saving 
the  text  from  error.  The  expediency  plea, 
however,  completely  foiled  when  put  to  the 
test,  for  evidence  was  given  before  the  House 
of  Commons  committee  by  Mr.  Georgs 
Offor  to  the  effect  that  one  of  his  school- 
fello\vs  (Mr.  VV.  Randall)  had  checked  a 
volume  of  the  Oxford  edition  (which  was 
believed  to  be  the  most  accurate  one),  and 
had  found  no  fewer  than  twelve  thousand 
errors  I  The  corrected  book  was  forwarded 
to  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  who  ex- 
pressed in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Randall  his  deep 
sense  of  the  service  rendered,  accompanying 
his  letter  with  a  present  in  money. 

With  this  glimpse  at  the  past,  we  must 
pass  over  much  interesting  history  to  the 
condition  of  things  to-day.  Now,  the  Uni- 
versities of  Oxford  and  Cambridge  have  con- 
current rights  with  the  firm  known  as  the 
Queen's  printers  in  London.  No  other 
printer  is  allowed  to  print  the  authorised 
version.  Any  person  may  bind  and  publislt 
the  books,  but  the  printing  and  the  sale  of 
the  printed  sluels  of  the  Enghsh  Bible  are 
permitted  to  be  done  only  by  the  Messrs. 
Spoitiswoode,  and  the  Universities  of  Oxford 
and  Cambridge.     All  societies  and  all  other 
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publishers  must  procure  their  unbound 
copies  of  the  Scriptures  from  one  or  other 
of  these  sources.  We  have  visited  the 
Uritish  and  Foreign  Bible  Society's  factory 
at  Earl  Street,  where  the  whole  work  of 
Bible  producing  (after  the  making  of  the 
paper  and  the  actual  printing  of  the  sheets) 
15  carried  out.  The  manager,  Mr.  J.  A, 
Gaze,  very  courteously  granted  permission  to 
inspect  the  building  and  all  the  processes  of 
the  work,  and  conducted  us  through  the 
establishment,  which  is  spacious  and  clean, 
and  apparently  well  regulated.  There  are 
three  floors,  the  lower  one  being  devoted 
chiefly  to  machine-work,  and  the  others  prin- 
cipally to  the  lighter  operations.  There  ate 
about  400  people  employed  (280  women  and 
girls  and  120  men  and  boys),  the  males  being 
located  on  one  Boor  and  the  females  occu- 
pying two  floors.  The  machinery,  driven 
by  steam-power,  consists  of  dies,  presses, 
guillotines,  iron  rollers  similar  to  mangles, 
SiC. ;  and  the  materials  used  in  the  work 
include  paper,  leather,  cloth,  thread,  glue, 
flour-paste,  pasteboard,  brushes,  tape,  gold- 
leaf,  water,  and  sundry  powders  for  speckling 
the  edges  of  leaves. 

There  are  Bibles  produced  at  prices  rang- 
ing from  6d.  to  35s.  The  qualities  of  work 
for  all  are  too  numerous  for  description,  but 
we  propose  to  show  only  the  processes  through 
which  the  tenpenny  Bible  passes.  The 
printed  sheets,  received  from  Oxford,  Cam- 
bridge, or  the  City  of  London  {for  the  Society 
purchases  from  all  the  patentees),  are  stacked 
up  in  bales  on  the  ground-fioor,  reminding  us 
of  a  Liverpool  cotton  warehouse.  These  are 
taken  up-stairs  to  a  large  room,  in  which 
some  150  women  and  girls  are  sitting,  about 
two  yards  apart,  at  long  tables  stretching 
across  the  building.  A  bale  is  placed  at  the 
side  of  each  female,  who  wields  an  ivory 
implement  called  a  folding-stick,  with  which 
she  rapidly  folds  each  large  sheet  so  as  to 
present  thirty-two  pages  of  printed  matter. 
Another  set  of  women  "collate  "  these  folded 
sheets — that  is,  examine  the  leaves  to  see 
that  they  have  been  so  folded  that  the  pages 
run  in  sequence.  These  sheets  are  necessa- 
rily "  gross  "  at  the  folds  ;  they  are,  therefore, 
jiassed  between  two  iron  rollers  to  be  flattened 
ur  pressed,  so  as  to  be  of  the  least  possible 
bulk.  A  man  manages  the  rollers,  and  passes 
■he  sheets  between  the  cylinders,  and  a  boy 
stands  on  the  other  side  of  the  machine  to 
take  the  sheets  out  when  pressed.  This 
mangling  process  for  Bibles  was  formerly 
done  with  a  hammer,  after  the  fashion  of 
golJ-beatiug ;  but  the  quantity  of  sheets  now 


used  is  so  great  that  it  would  be  difficult 
to  find  sufGcient  men  to  perform  this  part  of 
the  work,  and  a  tenpenny  Bible  could  not 
have  been  produced  had  not  the  roller-process 
been  applied.  So  far,  we  have  seen  the 
Bible  only  in  single  sheets  (each  of  thirty-t(vo 
pages)  :  as  there  are  876  pages,  besides  index, 
title-page,  See,  we  shall  need  to  have  the 
backs  of  twenty-nine  of  these  folded  sheets 
stitched  side  by  side  to  make  the  whole 
volume  compact  before  it  can  be  placed 
between  and  fastened  to  the  covers.  This 
portion  of  the  work  forms  the  most  interest- 
ing of  all,  and  occupies  more  hands  than 
any  other.  The  women  sit  in  rows,  about 
two  yards  apart,  having  an  upright  oblong 
frame,  with  three  perpendicular  strips  of  white 
tape  stretched  from  top  to  bottom,  and  about 
an  inch  and  a  half  ap^,  resembling  a  double 
ladder.  The  back  of  a  folded  sheet  (of 
thirty-two  pages)  is  placed  against  these  tapes, 
to  each  of  which  it  is  stitched  on  both  edges 
of  the  tape  with  waxed  linen  thread ;  then 
another  sheet  is  placed  above  that,  and  treated 
in  the  same  way;  and  so  the  operation  is 
repeated  till  all  the  twenty-nine  folded  sheets 
have  been  fastened  on  to  the  tapes,  which 
involves  the  making  of  about  iSo  stitches. 
The  three  pieces  of  tape  are  cut  away  from 
the  frame,  leaving  about  an  inch  of  tape 
standing  out  beyond  each  side  of  the  back  of 
the  book.  These  ends  are  needed  to  be 
fastened  on  to  the  pasteboard  foundations  of 
the  covers  at  a  later  stage  of  the  work.  All  the 
books  in  this  condition  are  then  taken  to  a 
separate  room,  where  women  are  employed 
in  "  re-collating" — that  is,  checking  the  work 
of  the  stitchers,  to  see  that  none  of  the  sheets 
have  been  misplaced.  If  they  are  in  regular 
order,  so  that  the  pages  follow  properly  from 
I  to  876,  the  stitched  volume  is  passed  on 
to  be  reduced  to  more  elegant  form,  for  it  is 
too  bulky;  the  sheets  which  had  formerly 
been  pressed  singly  between  rollers,  to  bind 
the  folding  part  down,  now  require  to  be 
squeezed  together  collectively;  and  this  is 
done  by  placing  the  volume  between  two 
iron  plates  in  a  press.  When  pressed,  it  has 
to  be  trimmed.  The  edges,  at  the  front  and 
at  the  two  ends,  are  ragged  and  uneven  ;  the 
book  is,  therefore,  placed  in  a  guillotine 
— almost  like  the  dreadful  instrument  after 
which  it  is  named — and  its  sharp  knife  is  made 
to  descend,  producing  a  clean  edge  on  three 
sides  of  the  book. 

Our  book,  at  this  stage,  is  taken  into  a 
"  sprinkling- room."  Here  is  a  man  engaged 
with  a  stick  in  one  hand  and  a  targe  biush 
in  the  other.    The  brush  has  been  dipped  in 
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a  liquid  made  of  water  and  Venetian  red  ; 
and,  by  lapping  the  satmated  brubh  with  the 
stick,  he  shakes  or  sprinkles  drops  of  the  red 
fluid  on  to  the  edges  of  the  leaves,  which 
make  the  speckled  appearance  so  familiar 
to  the  readers  of  the  tenpenny  Bible.  The 
next  process  is  the  smearing  the  back  (not 
the  covers)  of  the  volume  with  glue,  whidi  is 
allowed  to  dry  till  it  forms  a  hard  enamel, 
and  when  hard  the  back  is  beaten  with  a 
liammer  until  it  is  slightly  rounded  outwards, 
at  the  same  time  rounding  the  front  edge 
inwards.  The  back  is  then  furnished  with  a 
paper  guard,  standing  out  about  two  inches 
on  either  edge,  which,  with  the  previously 
mentioned  tapes,  are  placed  between  two 
sheets  of  pasteboard,  which  are  then  glued 
together ;  and  these  brown  double  boards, 
being  pressed  into  one,  form  the  beginning  of 
liie  cover,  a  similar  provision  being  made  for 
both  sides.  Now  the  book  has  all  its  furni- 
ture, except  the  outer  covet  of  black  American 
cloth  and  the  white  paper  linings  inside  the 
covers — the  cloth  being  glued  on  and  the 
paper  pasted  in.  The  cemtrttction  thus  cora- 
piete,  finishing  touches  follow.  The  book  is 
iiext  placed  in  a  die-press,  to  be  stamped 
with  the  device  on  the  front  cover,  showing 
that  it  is  issued  by  the  "  British  and  Foreign 
Bible  Society."  Then  the  cover  is  washed 
-clean  of  the  glue  and  dirt  which  have  been 
left  by  the  hands  of  the  workmen ;  the  inner 
<:over  is  labelled  "  Watkins,  Binder,"  Both 
these  branches  having  been  examined  by  a 
man,  boys  make  the  finished  work  up  into 
parcels,  and  dtays  convey  them  to  theSociety's 
house  in  Queen  Victoria  Street,  the  City. 

Thus,  we  find  that  apart  from  the  labour 
attending  the  manufacture  of  the  paper  and 
the  printing  of  the  sheets,  there  are  about  a 
score  operations  to  be  gone  through  before 
our  tenpenny  Bible  is  in  fit  condition  for 
sale,  and  these  are  effected  chiefly  by  ma- 
chinery, with  the  co-operation  of  boys  and 
girls  of  fourteen  years  of  age  and  upwards, 
and  by  men  and  women.  It  has  been  some- 
times hinted  that  our  "  Poor  Man's  Bible " 
costs  more  than  its  publishers'  money ;  that 


but  for  cheap  labour,  which  was  cheap  because 
it  held  its  virtue  cheap,  we  could  not  have 
cheap  Bibles;  that  subscribers'  gifts  and 
women's  honour  are  equally  needful  to  this 
literary  marvel.  But  the  insinuation  is  a 
shameful,  baseless  falsehood.  In  answer  to 
the  question  as  to  the  earnings  of  the  em- 
ployees, the  manager  very  freely  offered  to 
show  his  books,  and  made  it  clear  that  the 
women,  who  were  paid  by  time,  received 
from  los.  to  14s.  weekly,  for  working  9^  hours 
daily  ;  and  those  who  were  paid  by  the  piece, 
from  7s.  to  i8s.  a  week ;  and  these  state* 
ments  were  corroborated  by  a  parochial  re- 
lieving officer  in  the  district  whom  we  con- 
sulted. Ihis  officer  had  been  asked  for 
relief  occasionally  by  women  who  pleaded 
for  assistance — some  on  the  ground  of  their 
earnings  at  the  factory  being  insufficient  to 
maintain  them ;  and  he  found,  on  investiga- 
tion, that  these  were  usually  women  who  were 
either  lazy  or  irregular,  or  both. 

It  remains  to  note  that  the  tenpenny 
Bible  sold  to  schools  and  to  institutions 
established  to  supply  the  poor  at  a  cheap  rale, 
actually  costs  the  British  and  Foreign  Bible 
Society  is.- — about  7d.  a  copy  to  the  printers 
and  5d.  for  the  subsequent  work,  thereby  en- 
tailing on  this  branch  of  their  work  a  loss  of  zd. 
per  copy,  the  loss  being  made  up  by  the  profits 
made  on  other  edidons  and  by  subscriptions. 
By  this  action  of  the  Society  we  now  get  for 
schools  and  the  poor  a  well-finished  volume, 
consisting  of  876  pages  (66  books,  com- 
prising 1,189  chapters,  or  31,173  verses,  or 
810,697  words,  or  3,566,480  letters)  at  the 
low  price  of  lod. ;  and,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
many  admirable  associations  engaged  in  dis- 
seminating the  Scriptures,  there  are  no  fewer 
than  100,000  copies  of  the  tenpenny  Bible 
produced  by  the  British  and  Foreign  Bible 
Society  every  month.  Fifty  years  ago,  Bibles 
were  comparatively  scarce ;  even  thirty  years 
ago,  the  price  at  which  they  were  sold  placet) 
them  far  beyond  the  reach  of  the  poor  ;  they 
formed,  indeed,  a  portion  of  the  stock  book^ 
of  lending  libraries  of  that  day ;  now,  hap- 
pily, they  are  familiar  as  household  words. 


£.   H.   BRAHLEV. 


ON  THE  WINGS  OF  THE  MORNING. 


liv  D.  ALCOCK,  Author  o 

CHAPTER  VII. — AWENTURINE. 

SOON    after   these  things  a  little   cloud 
began  to  arise  in  the  serene  firmament 
of  Lady  Erminia's  home  life.     Hitherto  no 


1  Spanish  Bsotebbs," 


K  Shadow  of  God," 


uneasiness  than  Raymond  had  given  his. 
But  now  a  change  was  coming  over  him.  It 
may  have  been  the  restlessness  of  his  age. 
The  boy  was  passing  into  the  youth,  fresh 
impulses  were  stirring  his  blood,  setting  "  the 
son  had  ever  given  a  widowed  mother  lessloid   cheap    joys"    of  .  childhood. -^'liu    llic 
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scorned  dust ; "  and  with  a  new  sense  of 
strength  there  came  a  feverish  desire  to 
use  it.  He  began  to  be  irritable,  sometimes 
even  a  little  overbearing,  in  his  intercourse 
with  his  mother,  and  fitful  and  quarrelsome 
amongst  his  young  associates  at  the 
demy  ;  though,  as  yet,  such  moods  were  but 
occasional,  and  his  naturally  sweet  temper 
and  genial  disposition  commonly  asserted 
themselves,  and  won  the  victory. 

Theodore's  influence  saved  him  from  some 
outbreaks  ;  though  it  is  doubtful  whether 
it  was  good  for  him  to  be  the  confidant  of 
a  young  man  so  greatly  his  senior,  and  in 
ability  the  acknowledged  phcenix  of  the 
school.  But  his  most  pressing  danger  arose 
from  the  indulgence  of  a  quite  natural  and 
generous  impulse. 

The  death  of  the  aged  Doge  had  created 
such  excitement  in  Venice,  and  awakened 
so  strong  a  feeling  of  indignation  against  the 
ruling  faction,  that  the  Council  of  Ten  found 
it  advisable  to  forbid  all  discussion  of  the 
aflair  Foscari  "on  pain  of  death."  Yet 
Raymond,  secure  in  his  boyish  frankness 
and  fearlessness  of  consequences,  persisted 
in  discussing  it,  in  season  and  out  of  season, 
at  school  and  at  home.  He  could  not  pass 
one  of  the  Loridani,  or  their  partizans,  with- 
out a  taunting  allusion  to  it  He  brought 
it  even  into  his  themes  and  exercitations,  a 
weakness  of  which  a  Grecian  of  that  day, 
bound  to  care  much  more  for  the  age  of 
Pericles  than  for  his  own,  ought  to  have  been 
ashamed. 

This  was  neither  prudent  nor  safe  under 
the  rule  of  the  jealous  Venetian  Oligarchy, 
The  State  Inquisition  had  often  taken  note 
of  smaller  matters.  Moreover,  the  Venetian 
institution  of  the  hired  bravo  was  beginning 
even  then  to  be  useful  to  the  unsciupulous, 
and  terrible  to  the  timid, 

"  You  think,"  Raymond's  mother  remon- 
strated anxiously,  "  that  because  of  your 
years  you  can  say  what  you  please  with  im- 
punity. Do  not  flatter  yourself.  When  the 
tongue  is  old  enough  to  make  mischief,  the 
Ten  may  think  the  head  old  enough  to 
answer  for  it.  And  even  though  the  Signory 
might  scorn  your  impertinences,  the  Loridani 
will  not." 

Of  course  she  never  seriously  believed  that 
the  government  would  proceed  to  extremities 
i^ainst  so  youthful  an  offender;  but  she  took 
up  a  strong  position  in  order  the  more  effec- 
tually to  frighten  her  son,  a  manceuvre  which 
succeeded  in  this  case  no  better  than  it 
usually  does. 

One  day  Raymond  came  rather  late  into 


the  lecture  halt  of  the  academy,  where  an 
assembly  of  boys  and  young  men  were  sit- 
ting in  respectful  silence  un^ler  the  infliction 
of  a  dissertation  on  the  Greek  particles — 
most  things  being  taught  by  lectures  in  days 
when  books  were  scarce  and  costly.  He 
seated  himself-  as  usual  by  Benedetto,  and 
taking  out  his  tablets  as  if  to  make  notes 
of  the  lesson,  wrote  down,  "  I  have  seen  her 

— "  In  a  dream,"  muttered  Theodore,  and 
encouraged  no  more  communications  until 
the  school  had  dispersed. 

Then  Raymond  told  him  eagerly,  "  I  have 
found  out  who  she  is,  at  last ;  she  is  of  the 
first  quality.  Her  name  is  Viola.  Frali  is 
the  surname  by  which  her  grandfather  is 
known  here,  but  it  is  only  assumed  to  hide 
one  far  more  illustrious'.  A  Roman  name, 
Theodore,  not  a  Florentine,  as  I  fancied.  It 
is  whispered  that,  in  fact,  she  is  no  other  than 
the  orphan  child  of " 

Theodore,  without  ceremony,  placed  his 
hand  on  his  friend's  lips.  "  Are  you  rnad  ?  " 
he  said  angrily  ;  "  will  you  risk  driving  that 
brave  roan,  and  that  helpless  girt,  forth  &om 
their  last  refuge — sick  and  almost  dying  as 
he  is — and  flinging  him,  as  a  victim,  into  the 
jaws  of  the  Pope  ?  Destroy  his  incognito, 
and  you  make  it  impossible  for  the  Ten  to 
connive  any  longer  at  his  stay  here,  as  they 
are  doing  now,  from  motives  of  humanity, 
and  perhaps  too  from  a  little  jealousy  of  his 
Holiness." 

"  I  meant  no  harm,"  said  Raymond, 
abashed.  "  Only  I  thought  you  would  like 
to  know  who  she  is." 

"  Thank  you  ! "  said  Theodore  btieiiy ; 
and  being  a  youth  of  uncommon  reticence, 
he  did  not  say,  as  he  might  have  done,  "  I 
knew  it  alt,  and  more,  long  ago." 

When  Raymond  came  home  tliat  evening. 
his  mother  received  him  with  a  smite  on 
her  lips,  but  with  eyes  heavy  and  red  with 
weeping.  She  told  him  nothing  until  he 
liad  partaken  of  his  frugal  evening  meal, 
which  he  dispatched  quickly  and  in  silence, 
aware  from  her  manner  that  sometliing 
of  importance  had  transpired  during  his 
absence. 

Then  she  said  abruptly,  for  she  had  no 
heart  for  delay  or  concealment,  "  Raymond, 
you  are  to  go  to  Rome  immediately." 

"To  Rome,  mother?  that  is  joyful  neivs 
indeed,"  cried  Raymond,  almost  springing 
from  his  seat.  "  But  how  ?  When  was  it 
settled?  Who  has  arranged  it  all  for  us, and 
so  quickly?" 

'  Messer  Benedetto  has  been  here  to-day. 
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I  expected  hta  clerk  or  messcDger,  for  our 
moneys  are  due,  and  he  has  never  let  the 
quajter-day  pass  yet ;— but  he  came  himself. 
Wlien  our  business  waa  finished,  he  inquired 
kindly  for  you,  praised  your  abilities  and  your 
progress,  asked  if  it  were  not  your  intention 
to  go  soon  to  Rome  for  the  completion  of 
your  studies,  and  spoke  of  the  new  Pope's  * 
signal  partiality  for  noble  Greek  youths,  and 
great  kindness  to  them.  I  said  you  were 
still  very  young.  He  answered  significantly, 
that  you  were  a  man  in  understanding,  though 
a  boy  in  years.  I  spoke  of  next  year,  and 
then,  Raymond,  the  truth  came  out.  He 
recommended  that  you  should  go  at  once, 
uid  offered,  most  obligingly,  any  advance  of 
money  that  might  be  necessary  or  convenient, 
v/ith  letters  of  credit  upon  Rome,  and  intro- 
ductions that  might  be  useful  to  you.  I 
thaniied  him,  but  objected  to  hasty  arrange- 
ments ;  and,  in  fact,  showed  that  I  was  at  a 
loss  to  understand  the  meaning  of  this  tn- 
sistance.  And  then  he  said  plainly,  that  the 
air  of  Venue  did  nol  agree  with  you." 

This  was  the  formula,  at  once  courteous 
and  peremptory,  by  which  the  Inquisitors 
were  wont  privately  to  intimate  to  a  ioreigner 
that  his  further  residence  in  the  Republic  was 
undesirable. 

So  after  all  they  had  condescended  to 
notice  Raymond's  boyish  bravado  I  He  was 
half  flattered,  half  frightened  at  the  perilous 
distinction. 

His  mother  went  on — "Benedetto  wished 
to  spare  us  as  far  as  possible.  Therefore  he 
charged  himself  with  the  task  of  privately 
communicating  the  opinion  of  their  Excel- 
lencies to  me,  merely  assuring  them  that  the 
hint  should  be  duly  given,  and  taken," 

"Then  we  go  next  week — really  next 
week?" 

"You  go." 

Raymond's  wondering  eyes  sought  his 
motlier's  face.  Its  expression  of  sorrowful 
determination  explained  the  ominous  word  ; 
and  a  torrent  of  inquiry,  expostulation,  en- 
treaty, broke  from  his  young  eager  lips.  No 
one  should  part  him  from  his  mother.  He 
would  not  hsten  to  such  a  proposition,  and 
he  ought  not,  Tliey  should  ^tay  or  go  to- 
j;i;ther;  she  should  come  with  him  to  Rome, 
or  he  would  stay  in  Venice,  and  let  the 
Council  of  Ten  and  the  Inquisitors  do  their 
worst 

"  Be  still  and  listen  to  me,  my  son,"  said 
the  Lady  Erminia,  when  the  storm  had  spent 
itself  a  little.  "Were  I  to  go  with  ihee 
to. Rome,  it  would  take  all  our  slender  re- 


id  more,  to  enable  me  to  maintain 
a  fitting  position  there,  as  thy  noble  father's 
widow  and  thy  mother.  I  must  either  beggar 
or  disgrace  thee.  With  the  help  of  our  Lady 
and  the  saints,  I  will  do  neither.  But  I  can 
furnish  thee  forth — through  the  kindness  of 
Benedetto,  and  the  sale  of  the  jewels  that 
remain  to  us— after  such  a  fashion  that  no 
blush  need  veil  thy  face  amidst  Orsinis  and 
Coionnas  at  the  court  of  the  Pope.  They 
say  his  Holiness  is  a  patron  of  learning,  and 
thou  art  learned  for  thy  years.  Use  thy  op- 
portunities well ;  push  thy  fortunes  :  remem- 
ber who  thou  art — the  heir  to  noble  memories, 
and  a  noble  name,  but  the  child  of  a  ruined 
house,  who  has  to  be  the  architect  of  his  owa 
fortunes.  What  1  weeping  at  thy  age  ?  I  am 
ashamed  of  thee,  child.  Nay,  I  will  not  hear 
another  word.  Understand  at  once,  that  it 
is  simply  waste  of  breath  to  seek  to  change 
my  determination.  I  love  thee  too  well  to 
listen  to  thee  now.  The  thing  is  settled, 
and  thou  wilt  thank  me  for  it  hereafter.  1 
will  pray  for  thee  here,  and  do  thou  work  for 
me  and  for  thyself  in  Rome.  Of  course 
Manuel  goes  with  thee.  One  servant  at  least 
is  indispensable.  Now  fetch  me  tliy  gold 
and  silver  buckles,  thy  laces,  and  thy  ribbons. 
I  must  see  what  tliere  is  to  keep  and  what 
to  buy." 

Raymond,  vanquished  by  his  mother's 
strength  of  will,  went  into  the  next  room  to 
obey  her,  and  to  hide  his  tears — tears  for 
which  her  shame  was  greatly  misplaced. 
Had  he  quietly  consented  to  her  sacrifice, 
she  might  rather  have  blushed  for  him.  But 
she  had  no  relenting  thoughts — no  compas- 
sion for  her  own  loneliness  and  desolation 
when  the  light  of  her  eyes  should  be  gone 
from  her.  She  only  pondered  how,  in  the 
absence  of  Raymond  and  Manuel,  she  could 
live  on  a  crust  and  a  slice  of  water-melon, 
and  send  him  the  more,  that  he  might  go 
bravely  amongst  his  young  companions  in 
the  academy,  and  at  tiie  court  of  his  Holi- 
ness. Pity  that  a  course  of  action  may  be 
at  the  same  time  nobly  unselfish  and  sadly 
mistaken. 

An  unexpected  ally  appeared,  however,  on 
Raymond's  side  of  the  controversy.  The 
artist  Giacomo  knocked  at  the  door  request- 
ing admittance.  Having  saluted  the  lady 
with  great  reverence,  and  at  her  invitation 
taken  a  seat,  he  explained  the  cause  of  his 
coming. 

"Messer  Benedetto,"  he  said,  "gave  me 
a  commission  to-day  to  select  from  the  glass 
works  some  rare  and  costly  piece  of  crystal 
as  a  present  to  on^,f|f  (Ifq  C4|^^^w^^  he 
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cellency  intended  honouring  his  gift,  and 
doubting  its  value  by  being  its  bearer." 

"Yes,  Master  Giacomo,  he  spoke  to  me 
aUo  on  the  subject.  My  son  will  bear  it, 
and  is  glad  to  oblige  Messer  Benedetto.  And 
j-ou — is  there  any  matter  in  which  he  could 
serve  you  in  the  capita)  of  the  world  ?  I 
know  him  well  enough  to  promise  for  him,  if 
there  be," 

Giacomo  made  suitable  acknowledgments. 
"  Since  you  are  so  condescending,  noble 
lady,"  he  answered,  "  I  will  tell  you  of  a 
matter  that  lies  heavy  on  my  heart,  trusting 
to  your  discretion  and  to  that  of  my  young 
lord,  your  son.  I  must  presume  on  your  ex- 
cellency's goodness  so  far  as  to  begin  with 
a  few  personal  detail;.  My  father  was  a 
Genoese,  but  my  mother  was  a  daugliter  of 
Venice,  and  a  member  of  one  of  the  families 
who  guard  jealously  from  generation  to  gene- 


ration the  secrets  of  our  art — the  art  of  work- 
ing in  glass  and  crystal.  1  had  consequently 
the  much-valued  right  of  initiation,  but  I 
neither  liked  the  work,  nor  prospered  in  it 
It  was  far  otherwise  with  my  young  brother, 
to  whom  I  filled  a  father's  place,  as  we  were 
early  left  orphans.  He  was  soon  known  as 
the  most  promising  apprentice  of  his  time, 
and  when  he  grew  older,  he  signalized  him- 
self by  two  or  three  inventions,  adding  bril- 
liancy to  the  colours  which  are  our  pride  and 
glory.  But — I  scarce  know  how — he  awakened 
the  jealousy  of  his  fellow-craftsmen,  and  was 
at  length  accused  of  what  is,  in  their  eyes, 
the  most  unpardonable  of  all  sins — divulging 
the  secrets  of  the  craft.  He  fled,  and,  un- 
happily, without   bidtjiflg   pie  ^^'K.elL  igr 
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informiDg  me  of  his  destination.  From 
that  day  to  this  have  I  never  heard  from 
him,  or  of  him,  and  I  knoiv  not  whelJier  he 
be  living  or  dead.  My  father's  name  was 
Salvi,  but  my  mother  was  a  Morgagna,  of  a 
family  well  known  here  amongst  the  workers 
in  glass.  My  brother  may  have  adopted 
either  name,  or  indeed  any  oiIilt  that  may 
have  taken  his  fancy  or  suited  his  interest. 
Wherever  he  is — if  he  lives — he  no  doiibt 
maintains  himself  by  the  art  of  which  he  is  a 
master.  It  is  just  possible  that  the  new 
Pope,  who  is  said  to  be  a  prince  of  much 
taste,  and  a  connoisseur  in  articles  of  vertu, 
and  who  is  about  to  furnish  a  splendid  re- 
sidence for  himself,  might  attract  to  his  ser- 
vice a  craftsman  so  skilled  in  a  rare  and 
(iillicult  art.  If,  therefore,  your  excellency 
would  make  a  few  inquiries  in  Rome,  you 
would  lay  your  servant  under  the  deepest 
obligation." 

TlieliadyErniinia  promised  reaflilyfor  her 
son,  only  stipulating  that  Giacomo  should 
furnish  him  with  the  information  necessary 
for  identifying  the  wanderer. 

This  the  painter  promised  gratefuUy, 
adding,  however,  "  Do  not  let  my  young  lord 
give  himself  trouble,  for  whue  I  would 
neglect  no  chance  that  offers,  I  think  my 
brother  more  liktly  to  be  found  in  the  South 
of  France  than  in  any  part  of  Italy.  I  have 
lately  heard  of  a  company  of  glass-workers 
established  there  by  the  King  in  the  moun- 
tains of  Foix.  Messer  Benedetto,  always 
kind  and  helpful,  has  promised  to  set  in- 
quiries on  foot  for  me  in  that  quartet.  It 
only  remains  for  me  to  ask  what  day  your 
excellency  proposes  to  set  out,  that  I  may 
have  the  vases  for  his  eminence  duly  selected 
and  packed." 

"  My  son  and  his  servant  propose  leaving 
this  next  Wednesday,  the  feast  of  SL  Per- 
petua." 

"If  your  excellency  follows  them  later, 
and  more  leisurely,  it  seems  better  to  me 
to  intrust  articles  so  fragile  and  costly  to  the 
care  of  your  escort." 

"  I  am  not  going  at  all,  Giacomo." 

"  Indeed !"  The  painter  looked  surprised, 
but  said  no  more. 

"  My  son  will  do  better  without  me,  and 
for  me  the  journey  would  be  costly  and 
laborious."  The  last  word  was  a  mere  blind. 
She  thought  nothing  of  toil  where  Raymond's 
interests  were  concerned;  but  she  was  re- 
citing a  lesson,  saying  first  to  Giacomo  what 
she  meant  to  say  to  every  one  on  the  sub- 
ject. 

Those  who  hold  habitual  converse  with 


"  things  not  seen  "  have  sometimes  an  iii- 
sight  even  into  things  seen  which  goes  be- 
yond worldly  wisdom.  They  think  clearly, 
and  they  tell  what  they  think  with  calm  and 
modest  fearlessness.  It  appeared  to  the 
humble  artist  that  the  great  lady  before 
him  was  doing  wrong,  and  he  spared  not  to 
tell  her  so. 

"  Most  noble  lady,"  he  said,  with  intense 
earnestness,  "  do  you  know  what  Rome  is  ? 
The  capital  of  the  world  it  is  true ;  but  also 
the  wickedest  city  in  it..  The  residence  ol 
his  holiness  j  but  the  htime  also  of  spend- 
thrifts, beggars,  assassins.  A  city  where  the 
turbulent  noblps  are  for  ever  flying  at  each 
other's  throats,  and  making  their  castles  dens 
of  rapine,  licen^ousness,  lawlessness." 

"  My  good  friend,  you  speak  strongly. 
What  of  the  Church?  Does  his  holiness, 
do  their  eminences  the  cardinals  count  for 
nothirig?" 

Giacomo  mechanically  looked  about  him 
for  his  tools ;  and  not  finding  them  seemed 
a  little  disconcerted.  It  would  have  been  a 
great  relief  to  his  feelings  at  this  stage  of  the 
discussion  to  saw  vigorously  through  a  piece 
of  wood. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  say  of  the  Church," 
he  answered ;  "  the  world  of  course  would 
be  worse  without  it.  I  believe  his  holiness, 
our  new  Pope,  is  a  magnificent  gentleman — 
learned,  courteous,  liberal.  If  Greek  MSS. 
— if  fair  frescoes,  and  bas-reliefs — if  pillars 
of  marble  and  Corinthian  capitals — could 
make  sinful  men  pure,  Rome  might  become 
the  city  of  the  saints  once  more.  But  they 
cannot.  One  may  have  all  these,  and 
prize  them,  and  love  to  look  on  them,  and 
yet  be  no  nearer  God  and  Heaven.  One 
may  keep  all  the  rules  of  grammar  and 
rhetoric  asd  break  the  Ten  Commandments. 
Little  comfort  to  you,  lady,  should  your  noble 
and  gifted  son  grow  to  manhood  a  phccnix 
of  learning  and  ability,  a  favourite  of  Popes 
and  princes— and  lose  his  soul  hereafter." 

The  Grecian  lady  quailed  somewhat  before 
her  bold  reprover.  Her  conscience  was  not 
quite  at  rest.  The  question  often  arose  withiti 
her,  had  she  imperilled  her  child's  soul  by 
inducing  him  to  join  the  Latin  Church  ?  So 
direly  had  formalism  eaten  into  her  heart 
that  the  sin  of  partaking  of  an  unleavened 
wafer  seemed  far  greater  in  her  eyes  than 
the  sin  of  forgetting  God,  and  living  without 
reference  to  His  will  and  word.  Yet  it  was 
something  that  she  beHeved  in  the  loss  of 
the  soul  as  a  terrible  possibility ;  though  she 
was  not  quite  certain  that  it  would  outweigh 
the  gain  of  the  whole  world,  and  was  in  mid- 
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night  darluiess  as  to  how  souls  are  lost— or 
saved. 

She  said,  with  a  humility  not  \'ery  usual  to 
her,  "I  know  but  little — I  may  make  mis- 
takes. Every  one  does  sometimes.  But  I  am 
doing  the  best  I  can  for  my  son.  After  all, 
were  I  to  remain  by  his  side,  there  is  little  in 
which  I  could  change  or  influence  him.  The 
child  must  grow  into  the  man.  Wliat  manner 
of  man  God  and  the  saints  know,  and  they 
alone.  Chance  and  fate  must  do  their 
work." 

"  Chance  and  fate,  noble  lady ! "  Giacomo 
repeated,  with  a  mournful  shake  of  the  head. 
After  a  pause,  he  added,  "  Your  excellency's 
words  make  me  think  of  the  Awenturine, 
which  is  one  of  the  noblest  triumphs  of  the 
glass-workers'  art." 

"  I  never  remember  to  have  seen  it" 

'*  It  is  rare  and  precious,  because  exceed- 
ing costly.  Certain  chemicals  of  great  price 
and  difficult  to  obtain  are  combined  with 
marvellous  care  and  skill,  but  I  know  neither 
what  they  are,  nor  how  they  are  compounded, 
for  those  who  understand  the  secret  guard  it 
as  their  lives.  Yet  all  their  art  and  all  their 
pains  cannot  give  them  an  assured  result 
Their  treasure  must  be  placed  in  a  furnace 
hermetically  sealed,  and  left  there  for  hours 
unseen — untouched.  Fate  and  chance  must 
do  their  work  in  silence  and  darkness.  When 
the  appointed  hour  has  struck  the  workman 
brcal^  the  seal  with  a  beating  heart.  It  is 
an  even  chance  whether  he  find  a  dull  brown 
mass,  fit  only  to  be  trodden  under  foot  in  a 
pavement  of  mosaic,  or  whether  the  glitter 
of  ten  thousand  jewels  shines  upon  his 
ravished  sight,  as  the  crowning  glory  of  his 
art  stands  perfected  before  him.  Something 
after  this  fashion,  lady,  as  it  seems  to  me,  are 
you  dealing  with  your  noble  and  gifted  son 
— your  priceless  treasure — sending  him  alone 
into  the  furnace  of  temptation,  into  that  great 
city  where  the  world's  fiery  heart  beats  and 
bums  evermore," 

The  lady  mused  a  space.  Then  she  said, 
•^  I  understand  you.  Be  it  so  ;  I  must  take 
the  chance.  But  you  are  a  good  man.  Master 
Giacomo.     Pray  for  my  son." 

On  the  eve  of  Raymond's  departure, 
Giacomo,  with  unwonted  excitement  and 
elation  of  manner,  accosted  Manuel,  and  en- 
treated him  to  induce  his  lady  and  her  son 
to  honour  the  glass-works  with  a  brief  visit, 
that  they  might  see  the  present  intended  for 
the  cardinal,  before  it  was  padded  with  tlie 
care  and  skill  that  only  professional  hands 
could  be  trusted  to  bestow, 

Manuel  doubted  they  could  spare  the  time. 


and  rather  made  light  of  the  matter,  as  bu 
did,  on  principle,  of  all  the  arts  and  manu- 
factures upon  which  the  Latins  prided  them- 
selves. But  as  the  painter  begged  for  so 
trifling  a  favour  with  an  earnestness  which 
to  him  seemed  quite  unaccountable,  he  pro- 
mised  to  mention  the  subject  to  his  mistress. 
Somewhat  to  his  surprise,  she  consented  at 
once,  and  Raymond  was  delighted  to  accom- 
pany her. 

With  deep  respect  of  manner,  but  without 
uttering  a  word,  Giacomo  escorted  them  to 
the  room  where  the  craftsmen  were  proudly 
exhibiting  dieir  masterpiece.  The  magnifi- 
cent vase  of  crystal  shone  and  glittered  in  the 
sunbeams,  as  if  all  the  treasures  of  the  mines 
of  Golconda  had  been  heaped  together  into 
one  daziling  structure  by  some  magic  of  the 
genii.  Yet  it  was  not  its  splendour  so  much 
as  its  artistic  beauty  that  would  have  given 
it  value  in  the  trained  eye  of  a  connoisseur. 
The  stem,  the  handles,  the  curiously  wrought 
ornaments  round  the  base  and  sides,  seemed 
fonned  out  of  some  rare  precious  stone,  or 
rather  out  of  some  mixture  of  many  jewels 
fused  into  a  mass  of  surpassing  lustre  and 
brilliancy. 

"  That  is  Awenturine,"  said  Giacomo  in  a 
whisper  to  the  Lady  Erminia,  while  Ray- 
mond was  frankly  expressing  his  wonder  and 
delight. 

"  Well  has  it  prospered,"  returned  the 
Grecian  lady,  while  a  smile,  rare  with  her, 
kindled  her  sorrowful  eyes  and  relaxed  the 
lines  of  her  anxious  face. 

"  Noble  lady,  I  take  it  for  an  augury," 
Giacomo  answered,  as  his  eyes  turned  from 
the  glittering  crystal  to  the  graceful  figure  of 
the  boy  who  was  standing  before  it  rapt  in 
admiration.  He  did  not  add,  as  he  might 
have  done,  that  all  the  time  the  Awenturine 
was  in  the  furnace,  he  had  knelt  in  prayer 
for  a  successful  issue. 

"  I,  too,  accept  the  augury,"  the  Lady 
Erminia  answered,  "  May  such  be  the  result 
of  my  Awenturine ! " 

"  Amen,  noble  lady.  Not  chance  or  fate, 
but  God,  grant  thee  the  desire  of  thy  heart" 

CHAPTER   VIll. — A  STUDBWT  IN    ROME. 

"  Mothor  ;ii:e,  fai  mins  I  kncv  not, 
Htip  me  Ji  when  life  hcg^a." 

ROME  in  the  Middle  Ages — when  the 
-  thought  occurs,  not  to  the  professed 
historian  and  antiquarian,  but  to  the  general 
reader,  a  twofold  idea  floats  before  t)ie 
mind.  We  think  of  the  mighty  dominant 
Church — that  tremendous  invisible  power, 
ruling  the  souls  and  bodies  of  men  with  a 
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rod  of  iron,  sending  heretics  to  the  stake 
amidst  tlie  snows  of  Scotla.nd,  or  missionaries 
to  die  on  the  burning  sands  of  Africa — its 
hand  everywhere,  but  its  brain  and  heart, 
ever  changing  but  ever  the  same,  in  that 
great  city  where  the  Cassars  ruled  and  the 
martyrs  bled. 

Or,  we  think  of  the  Eternal  City  herself, 
now  a  widow  and  desolate,  torn  and  devoured 
by  ber  own  children,  ber  hoary  ruins  trans- 
formed into  the  dens  of  robber  chieftains 
— the  Frangipani  in  the  Coliseum,  the  Sa- 
velli  in  the  Theatre  of  Marccllus,  the  Colonna 
in  the  Mausoleum  of  Augustus — lawlessness, 
misrule,  and  violence  everywhere,  "  blood 
touching  blood" — the  Rome  for  which  Rienzi 
died  in  vain,  because  the  nobles  were  too 
haughty,  the  plebeians  too  base,  and  alL 
nlike  too  selfish,  to  live  as  brethren  and  free- 
men. 

It  was  to  this  Rome  that  Raymond  Chal- 
condyles  came  in  his  frank,  innocent,  im- 
pressible boyhood.  He  brought  letters  of 
introduction  to  Cardinal  Bessarion,  his  fellow 
countryman  and  fellow  exile ;  and  that 
eminent  personage  received  him  with  kind- 
ness, and  invited  him  to  share  the  hospitality 
extended  to  several  other  young  Greeks, 
who  were  aspiring  under  his  patronage  to 
the  honours  and  emoluments  of  the  Latin 
Church.  Raymond,  however,  told  the  Car- 
dinal at  once,  and  with  a  candour  some- 
what unusual  in  the  Greek  of  that  day,  that 
he  had  no  thought  of  an  ecclesiastical  career. 

"  Most  natural,  my  son,"  replied  the  suave 
and  courteous  prelate,  who  was  equally  a 
man  of  the  Church  and  a  man  of  the  world. 
"  You  are  the  sole  representative  of  a  noble 
line,  and  it  must  be  your  care  to  continue  it 
worthily.  Still,  remain  with  me.  Go  for 
your  Humanities  to  your  admirable  Professor 
Fomponius  Laetus,  and  for  your  pleasures  to 
your  equals,  the  young  nobles  of  the  great 
families  here  ;  and  when  you  are  old  enough, 
I  will  undertake  that  you  shall  not  lack  em- 
ployment suited  to  your  tastes  and  your 
capacity." 

Raymond  acquiesced  thankfully,  and  wrote 
rose-coloured  letters  to  his  mother  describ- 
ing his  present  enjoyments  and  his  future 
prospects. 

Rome  ecclesiastical  influenced  him  slightly, 
or  not  at  all.  He  enjoyed  the  pompous 
ceremonial  and  the  exquisite  music  of  the 
Church ;  but  he  was  not  in  any  sense  devout, 
and  the  prejudices  of  his  childhood  still 
hung  about  him,  though  of  course  he  con- 
formed outwardly  to  the  Latin  ritual.  But 
there  was  a  terrible  risk  that  Rome  temporal 


— the  Rome  of  that  day  and  generation — 
would  make  him  her  own  to  his  undoing. 
The  dice-box,  the  wine-cup,  the  yet  more 
insidious  and  intoxicating  draught  passiort 
offers  her  votaries,  were  the  deities  worshipped 
by  the  noble  young  Romans  with  whom  he 
associated.  The  lust  of  the  fiesh,  the  lust 
of  the  eyes,  and  the  pride  of  life  ruled  un- 
checked in  their  bosoms.  They  were,  phy- 
sically, a  splendid  race.  Noble  and  beautiful 
to  look  upon  was  the  young  Italian  patrician 
of  the  period,  with  gold-embroidered  mantle 
flowing  over  his  costly  inlaid  armour,  his 
high-mettled  steed  obedient  to  his  lightest 
touch,  love-locks  of  ebony  curling  under  his 
crested  helmet,  piercing  coal-black  eyes,  and 
bronzed  cheek  glowing  with  health — often 
too  with  passion ;  for  his  beauty  was  the 
beauty  of  the  leopard  or  the  panther,  lending 
a  lurid,  transitory  charm  to  a  nature  fierce, 
false,  sensual,  pitiless.  Such  were  too  many 
of  Raymond's  friends,  and  such — allowing 
for  differences  of  race  and  temperament — 
might  Raymond  himself  have  become ;  but 
he  was  saved. 

There  was  yet  another  Rome,  beside  Rome 
ecclesiastical  and  Rome  temporal.  Another 
spirit  dwelt  in  the  Eternal  City,  haunting 
ruined  temples,  decaying  arches,  deserted 
forums — a  spirit  strong  with  the  strength  of 
silence  and  death,  of  love  and  reverence  and 
memory,  of  all  those  unseen,  yet  potent  in- 
fluences which  mould  the  lives  of  men.  It  was 
the  spirit  of  the  past,  the  ghost  of  old  dead 
Rome.  In  bygone  days  its  shadowy  hand 
had  beckoned  here  and  there  some  thought- 
ful student,  who,  raising  dreamy  eyes  from 
his  rare  and  precious  parchment,  obeyed  and 
fallowed  the  mysterious  summons — like  Cola 
di  Rienzi,  through  strife  and  bloodshed  to 
his  own  ruin,  or  like  Petrarch,  through  the 
gentler  paths  of  classic  song  to  the  laurel 
wreath  and  the  crowning  on  the  Capitol.  But 
now  was  come  the  hour  when  that  spirit 
walked  abroad  through  the  length  and  breadth 
of  the  land ;  when  that  beckoning  hand 
was  seen,  that  spell  of  mysterious  fascination 
felt,  by  all  the  eager,  romantic,  gifted  youth 
of  the  day.  It  is  almost  always  the  young 
who  adore  the  past ;  those  for  whom  all  the 
world  is  fresh  and  new  invest  the  grey  ruins 
of  antiquity  with  the  charm  and  the  interest 
of  the  unknown. 

Rome  was  then  the  head-quarters  of  a 
band  of  enthusiastic  scholars  with  whom 
her  language,  her  history,  and  her  antiquities 
were  a  passion,  and  who  very  literally  "  de- 
lighted in  her  stones,"  To  clothe  her  dis- 
embodied spirit   once  again  with  flesh,  to 
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bring  back,  in  the  fifteenth  century,  the  days 
of  Camillus  and  of  Fabius,  was  the  dream 
and  the  object  of  their  lives.  The  Roman 
Academy,  under  illiberal  or  fanatical  Popes 
a  legal  and  theological  seminary  of  the 
narrowest  kind,  had  become  in  the  days  of 
Pius  II.  a  noteworthy  assemblage  of  literary 
men,  who  studied  on  the  spot  the  monu- 
nents  of  a  mighty,  ancient  civilisation,  and 
not  only  spoke  and  wrote  the  purest  Latinity, 
but  sometimes  even  dressed  and  lived  like 
oid  Romans. 

The  presiding  genius  of  this  school  was 
Pomponius  Laetus,  a  spare,  uncouth  little 
man,  wrapped  in  a  genuine  Roman  toga, 
who  every  morning,  before  daylight,  took 
his  lanthorn  in  hand,  armed  his  feet  with 
Roman  buskins,  and  trod  the  dark  and  miry 
paths  that  led  from  his  modest  dwelling  on 
the  Esquiline  to  the  lecture  hall  on  the 
Quirinal.  There  Raymond  Chakondyles 
and  many  another  studious  youth  hung 
upon  his  lips,  while  with  antique  eloquence 
he  praised  those  former  days  of  the  Eternal 
City,  which  indeed  were  better  than  these. 

Raymond  had  at  first  been  attracted  to 
the  Roman  Academy  and  the  teaching  of 
Pomponius  Laetus  by  the  praises  of  a  friend 
in  Venice,  who  had  formerly  been  his  pupil ; 
but  he  afterwards  yielded  to  the  fascination 
for  its  own  sake,  and,  Greek  though  he  was, 
became  for  the  time  as  heartily  absorbed  in 
the  Latin  classics  as  if  he  had  been  born  on 
the  banks  of  the  Tiber.  Yet  the  spirit  of 
■he  present  world  might  eventually  have 
proved  too  strong  for  the  genius  of  the  past, 
and  pleasure  have  won  him  from  his  books, 
had  it  not  been  for  an  incident  that  occurred 
when  he  had  resided  for  about  two  years  in 
ihe  household  of  Cardinal  Bessarion, 

One  day,  on  coming  home  from  the  lecture 
hall,  he  met  a  Greek  student,  one  of  the 
cardinal's  protSg^s,  who  accosted  him  in 
some  excitement,  "Count  Raymond,  your 
servant  has  been  stabbed.  1  know  he  is  a 
schismatic ;  but  had  we  not  better  send  for  a 
confessor  ?  " 

"  Send  for  a  physician ! "  cried  Raymond, 
who  was  deeply  attached  to  the  faithful 
retainer  of  his  house.     "  Where  is  he  ?  " 

Gregorio  guided  him  to  the  hall  where 
-Manuel  lay  on  a  settle,  the  blood  flowing 
freely  from  his  wound.  Raymond  knelt  beside 
him,  staunched  the  blood  with  linen  torn 
from  his  own  dress,  and  lavished  every  lender 
care  upon  him,  until  the  arrival  of  the 
cardinal's  household  physician. 

It  fortunately  proved  on  examination  that 
the  wound  was  not  very  serious ;  and  Manuel 


was  soon  able  to  gFve  his  young  master  an 
account  of  the  transaction.  He  had  been 
suffering  from  rheumatism,  and  one  of  the 
cardinal's  pages  good  -  naturedty  recom- 
mended a  visit  to  the  miraculous  Bambino 
of  Ara  Cceli,  who,  he  said,  had  cured  him 
of  a  broken  arm  with  marvellous  celerity. 
Manuel,  very  imprudently,  called  the 
Bambino  "an  idol,"  and  denied  its  wonder- 
working power.  The  angry  Roman  replied 
that  the  leavened  wafer  of  the  Greeks  was 
corrupt,  and  only  fit  to  be  cast  to  the  dogs  ; 
to  which  Manuel  retorted  that  no  respect- 
able dog  would  touch  the  accursed  azyme  of 
the  Latins.  The  controversy  had  thus  clearly 
reached  the  point  where  a  stout  hand  might 
come  to  the  aid  of  an  angry  tongue.  The 
page  was  the  first  to  strike,  Manuel  repaid 
the  blow  with  interest,  then  the  Italian's 
stiletto  flashed  out,  and  the  quarrel  ended  in 
a  crime. 

Raymond  hotly  espoused  the  cause  of  his 
servant,  and  sought  the  cardinal,  intent  on 
procuring  the  condign  punishment,  or  at 
least  the  dismissal,  of  the  offending  page. 
The  cardinal,  bland,  cool,  and  courteous  as 
ever,  requested  an  account  of  the  transac- 
tion, which  Raymond  had  the  rather  un- 
common honesty  to  give  quite  fairly,  only 
softening  the  expressions  used  by  Manuel 
about  the  host,  a  reticence  that  proved  of  no 

"No  doubt,  my  son,"  said  the  prelate, 
himself  a  proselyte  from  the  Greek  Church, 
"  the  unhappy  man  used  language  yet  more 
opprobrious  in  speaking  of  our  holy  mysteries, 
though  very  properly  and  out  of  becoming 
reverence  you  hesitate  to  repeat  his  words." 

He  then  gave  Raymond  clearly  to  under- 
stand that  such  a  scandal  could  not  be 
suffered  in  the  household  of  a  Prince  of  the 
Church,  and  that,  in  fact,  the  question  was 
not  the  dismissal  of  the  p£^e,  but  the  dis- 
missal of  Manuel. 

Raymond  tried  to  remonstrate;  but  the 
cardinal  did  not  seem  to  understand  the 
possibility  of  any  one  resisting  his  will  for  a 
moment.  "  Here,  my  child,"  he  said,  "  take 
this  purse  of  scudi,  provide  for  the  fellow 
handsomely,  and  trouble  thy  head  no  more 
about  him.  Be  ready  to  come  with  me  to- 
morrow to  the  Blessing  of  the  Banners^nay, 
no  more  words  now,  I  am  busy.  Good 
night,  mio  caro."  And  before  he  knew 
what  he  was  doing  Raymond  found  himself 
standing  in  the  ante-room  amidst  a  crowd  of 
smirking  pages,  who  guessed  his  business  and 
rejoiced  in  his  evident  discomfiture  and  the 
triumph  of  their  brother  in  office.   Pride  (»me 
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to  his  rescue,  enabling  him  to  cover  his 
momentary  embanassment.  The  purse  was 
still  in  his  hand;  he  had  been  obliged  to 
take  it  from  the  cardinal,  or  it  would  have 
fallen  on  the  ground.  "  My  friends,"  he  said 
—there  was  a  slight  flush  on  his  cheek,  but 
he  spoke  in  a  tone  of  careless,  good-natured 
superiority — "  I  am  about  to  leave,  for  the 
present,  the  palace  of  his  eminence.  You 
have  all  of  you  performed  Httle  services  for 
me  during  my  stay  here  ;  I  therefore  beg  of 
you  to  divide  among  you  a  trifling  largesse." 
And.  flinging  the  purse  on  the  table,  he  left 
the  room. 

His  pride  was  sufficiently  "philosophi 
and  Roman  to  be  highly  applauded  by  "  the 
Master,"  as  al!  the  students  called  Fomponius 
Laetus,  with  whom,  moreover,  he  was  a 
special  favourite.  When,  after  telhng  his 
story,  he  intimated  that  he  must  now  go  and 
seek  for  lodgings,  Messer  Pomponio  laid  a 
rough  but  kind  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and 
said,  in  choicest  Latin,  "Let  that  be,  my  son  ; 
the  little  house  on  the  Esquiline  hath  room 
for  thee  and  me.  It  is  true  that  olives  and 
lentils,  and  perhaps  a  couple  of  eggs, 
fresh  water  fi-om  the  fountain,  will  be  a  poor 
exchange  for  the  ortolans  and  beccaficos  aud 
choice  red  wine  of  his  eminence's  table,  but 
at  least  they  will  be  seasoned  with  freedom 
and  with  peace." 

Raymond  at  this  period  thought  Fom- 
ponius Laetus  the  greatest  man  in  the  whole 
world,  an  opinion  shared  by  many  of  his 
fellow-pupils,  whose  envy  he  provoked  by 
gratefully  accepting  the  master's  hospitality. 
Manuel  also  became  an  inmate  of  the  house 
on  the  Esquiline,  and,  when  recovered  from 
his  wound,  worked  diligently  under  the 
master  himself  in  the  celebrated  garden  on 
the  Quirinal,  where  he  cultivated  with  his 
own  hand  precisely  the  same  fmits  and  vege- 
tables as  did  the  ancient  Romans,  pleasing 
himself  with  the  thought  that  he  was  follow- 
ing the  example  of  Cinctnnatus  and  Camillus 
— where,  too,  he  often  received  his  pupils 
and  conversed  with  them  under  the  shade  of 
olives  and  evergreen  oaks, 

Raymond  was  now  obliged,  whatever  his 
tastes  might  be,  to  embrace  a  life  of  severe 
simplicity  and  self-denial.  Fomponius  was 
determined  to  make  this,  his  favourite  pupil, 
a  model  of  the  genuine  old  Roman  virtues, 
dignity,  moderation,  self-control.  It  was  hard 
to  expect  the  happy,  free-hearted  Greek  boy 
to  become  a  Stoic  at  seventeen ;  and  as  time 
passed  on  Raymond  might  have  rebelled,  had 
not  exceptional  circumstances  reconciled  him 
to  his  life  of  self-restraint.    Already  he  had 


caught  the  true  scholarly  enthusiasm,  and, 
under  the  fostering  influence  of  Fomponius, 
it  deepened  day  by  day.  That  great  master 
lived  for  his  pupils,  and  wished  to  live  In  them 
for  posterity,  "  like  Socrates  and  Christ,"  as 
he  himself  said  profanely; — a  profanity  very 
characteristic  of  his  spirit  and  that  of  his 
school.  They  were  the  works  into  which  he 
poured  his  ardent  soul ;  for  .them,  not  for 
himself^  he  was  ambitious.  Like  the  poet's 
perfect  king,  it  might  have  been  said  of  him — 
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Under  such  auspices  Raymond  burned  the 
midnight  oil  of  the  student,  finding, ^^  tlie 
present,  joy  and  inspiration  enough  in  "  all 
the  golden  deeds  of  men,"  in  the  rich  heri- 
tage of  memory  which  the  two  noble  languages, 
the  Greek  of  his  fathers  and  the  cherished 
Latin  of  his  admired  instructor,  opened  out 
before  him. 

He,  too,  would  be  a  "  Humanist "  and  a 
great  scholar  ;  he  would  write  commentaries, 
poems,  edit  classics,  discover  lost  MSS.,  de- 
cide knotty  points  of  antiquarian  lore  \  he 
would  become  a  power  in  the  courts  of 
princes,  like  Poggio  Bracciolini  and  others  of 
his  type.  Perhaps  he  would  serve  the  learned 
and  liberal  Pope,  whom  he  greatly  admired 
for  many  reasons,  but  chiefly  for  his  zeal  in 
the  cause  of  Christendom  against  the  Turks. 

Thus  glided  by  very  rapidly  the  tranquil 
years  of  a  studious  youth.  Raymond  was 
Ukely  to  be  the  better,  the  braver,  and  the 
manlier  all  his  life  for  the  keen,  cold,  bracing 
air  be  breathed,  and  learned  to  love,  during 
the  momentous  period  in  which  character  is 
formed  and  fixed.  His  manners,  like  those 
of  his  master  and  host,  were  severely  simple, 
almost  ascetic.  Not  that,  in  this  matter,  he 
was  at  all  a  type  of  the  scholars  of  his  age. 
No  feature  in  the  story  of  the  Italian  Renais- 
sance is  so  sad  as  the  divorce,  only  too  general, 
between  morality  and  learning.  Rare  indeed 
was  it  to  find  a  great  scholar  who,  tike  Vit- 
torino  de  la  Feltrc,  wore 
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When  the  literati  of  the  fifieenth  century 
quanelled — and  they  quarrelled  continually, 
and  fought  out  their  quarrels  with  weapons 
of  all  sorts :  with  epigrams,  lampoons,  episdes, 
and  pamphlets,  with  fists,  cudgels,  and  the 
daggers  of  hired  bravos — wonderful  and 
terrible  were  the  stories  they  told  of  each 
other's  doings  and  misdoings.  With  a  large 
deduction  lor  unscrupulous  lying — in  itsell 
such  a  dark  blot  upon  character— enough 
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?  to  show  veiy  clearly  why  that  fair 
morning  of  intellectual  promise  never  ripened 
into  the  full  sunshine  of  a  glorious  day. 

Amongst  so  many  gifted  spirits,  rich  in 
noble  capabilities,  who  were  slaking  their 
eager  thirst  at  the  unsealed  fountains  of 
ancienC  lore,  we  look  in  vain  for  one  soul 
athirst  for  God,  even  for  the  living  God. 
And  "  the  people  that  forget  God,"  however 
learned,  intellectual,  and  refined,  have  usually 
contrived  in  all  ages  to  end  where  He  says 
they  shall,  and  to  make  a  hell  for  themselves 
with  their  own  passions. 

The  Platonic  mystic  school,  of  which  Pico 
della  Mirandola  is  the  type,  stands  exetnpt, 
at  least  partially,  from  this  condemnation. 
Of  such  as  he,  and  they,  we  speak  not  here; 
they  were  but  a  small  minority,  and  could 
not  leaven  the  mass.  The  thought  and  cul- 
ture of  the  day,  especially  south  of  the  Alps, 
was  essentially  Pagan.  Thus  Raymond  Chal- 
condyles,  under  the  very  shadow  of  the 
Vatican,  and  a  favourite  with  the  Pope  and 
irith  half  the  College  of  Cardinals,  whose 
fashion  it  was  to  patronise  rising  young  scho- 
lare,  grew  up  a  frank  Pagan,  with  as  little  real 
belief  in  the  God  who  made  him  as  in  the 
"Jove"  and  "Bacchus"  whose  names  were 
continually  on  his  lips.  That  he  did  not 
also,  like  the  majority  of  his  associates,  grow 
tip  an  open  profligate  he  had  to  thank  God 
—that  God  whom  he  had  foi^otten  so  utterly. 

CHAPTER   IX. — RAYMOND  TO   HIS   MOTHER. 
[Written  in  modem  Greek.] 

Roma.— Feast  of  S.  CbtysoBone. 
"  Dearest  of  Mothers, — 

"  Joy  and  sorrow  mingle  in  my  breast  as  I 
take  my  pen  to  write  to  thee  once  more— joy 
that  thou  dost  so  long  after  me  and  desire 
to  see  my  face,  sorrow  that  thou  canst  not 
come  to  me ;  nor  can  I  go  to  thee,  so  far  as 
seems  to  me  at  present.  But  I  am  about 
somewhat  from  which,  if  I  succeed,  I  hope 
great  things.  You  know  the  zeal  of  his  holi- 
ness against  the  Turks,  whom  all  Christendom 
has  cause  to  hate — though  with  hatred  less 
desperate  and  deadly  than  ours.  I  have 
nearly  completed  an  ode,  delineating  his 
holiness  in  the  character  of  Nestor  animating 
the  Greeks,  after  a  partial  defeat,  to  reunite 
their  scattered  forces  and  overwhelm  the  Tro- 
jans. It  is  written  in  Greek,  but  there  must 
be  a  translation  into  the  choicest  Latin  to 
please  the  Master,  who — only  think  of  it, 
mother: — has  all  his  life  refused  the  study 
of  the  tongue  of  Homer  and  Plato,  lest  it 
should  spoil  his  Latinity.    Should  this  aSair 


prosper,  and  be  favourably  received  in  the 
proper  quarter,  I  may  find  a  purSe  of  scudi 
wherewith  to  go  and  make  holiday  at  Venice 
with  thee,  mother  dear. 

"  I  have,  perhaps  somewhat  idly,  under- 
taken another  work  of  late,  which  has  not 
furthered  my  studies.  It  is  a  secret,  even 
from  the  Master ;  but  I  have  no  secrets  from 
thee,  mother.  Thou  rememberest  of  old  how 
I  used  to  beg  bits  of  clay  from  good  Messer 
Giacomo,  and  try  to  fashion  them  into  the 

likeness  of  things  that  pleased  me?  Well 

but  I  must  tdl  my  story  from  the  beginning. 
Among  our  academicians  are  the  two  young 
Porcari,  kinsmen  of  him  who,  under  Pope 
Nicholas,  came  to  so  sad  and  terrible  an  end. 
The  Master  reverences  the  memory  of  Stefano 
Porcaro,  and  says  he  died  a  true  Roman,  and 
for  trying  to  restore  the  old  Roman  liberties, 
as  did  Rienzi  a  hundred  years  ago.  And  his 
holiness  is  so  humane  and  liberal  a  prince, 
that  he  punishes  no  man  for  words  and 
opinions,  be  they  never  so  bold.  The 
Porcari  have  been  allowed  to  return  to 
the  city  and  rebuild  their  palace,  which 
they  occupy  unmolested.  But  Porcaro's 
father-in-law,  the  most  deeply  implicated  in 
his  rebellion  of  any  who  escaped  his  doom, 
died  in  exile  only  a  few  months  ago;  and 
with  him  to  the  last  was  his  grand-daughter, 
Stefano  Porcaro's  only  child.  Mother,  dost 
thou  not  remember  sweet  Signorina  Viola, 
whom  I  guarded  to  her  home  the  day  of 
the  Doge's  inauguration  ?  Thou  sawest  her, 
afterwards,  at  San  Marco,  and  saidst  to 
me,  '  No  fairer  bud  ever  waited  for  the 
sunshine  to  unclose  it.'  Those  were  thy 
words.  If  thou  couldst  see  her  now,  mother ! 
Her  kinsfolk  have  brought  her  hither,  and 
though  she  lives  in  strictest  seclusion,  she 
attends  mass  every  day  at  the  church  of  Santa 
Maria  Trastavere,  where  at  last  they  buried 
her  father's  outraged  remains ;  and  there  she 
prays  without  ceasing  for  his  soul.  It  weighs 
sore  upon  her  heart    that  he  died  without 

shrift  or  sacrament.    And  indeed "    (The 

words  tha''  followed  here  were  carefully 
erased.  Scholars,  it  is  true,  allowed  them- 
selves large  liberties  of  tongue  and  pen ;  but 
even  under  a  liberal  Pope  like  Pius  11.  a 
reflection  on  the  cruelty  of  one  of  his  in- 
fallible predecessors,  and  one  whose  friend 
and  minister  he  had  been,  was  at  least  not 
seemly.)  "  I  have  seen  many  a  Roman 
maid,  with  raven  hair  and  laughing  eye  and 
coral  lip,  but  Viola  di  Porcaro's  loveliness  is 
of  a  different,  and,  as  it  seems  to  me,  a  far 
higher  type.  Our  good  Giacomo's  art  may  do 
justice  to  the  others,  and  his  brush  transfer  to 
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canvas  iheir  rich  and  vivid  coJouring ;  bul 
that  still,  calm  face,  with  its  look  of  sorrow, 
purity,  and  peace — that  slight  girlish  form,  so 
full  of  grace  and  dignity,  would  need  the 
chisel  of  a  Phidias  and  a  block  of  the  whitest 
marble  to  do  it  justice.  I  have  neither;  silll, 
though  my  better  judgment  disapproves,  I 
cannot  help  spending  my. leisure  upon  a  bit 
of  clay,  which  is  slowly  taking  features  that 
might  sen'c  for  those  of  the  guardian  angel  of 
a  good  man  who  had  fallen  into  mortal  sin. 
They  say  she  is  to  go  into  a  convent ;  but 
that  would  be  a  sore  pity.  However,  I  have 
written  too  much  of  this  already;  I  must 
pass  on  to  other  matters.  I  pray  thee  to 
make  known  to  our  friend  Giacomo  that 
I  have  done  all  that  in  me  lay  to  fulfil  his 
commission,  but  have  failed  to  discover  any 
Salvi  or  Morgagna  among  the  artists  or  cun- 
ning craftsmen  of  this  city.  And  now  I  must 
tell  thee  what  the  Master  said  the  other  day 
in  the  lecture  hall." 

"What  the  Master  siud"  would  not  possess 
the  same  interest  for  us  that  it  did  for  Ray- 
mond, so  it  need  not  be  given  here.  At  this 
point  the  grey-haired,  noble-featured  woman 
whose  wistful  eyes  had  been  devouring  every 
word  in  the  closely- writ  ten  sheet,  looked  up 
and  paused.  "  Poor  boy — poor  child ! "  she 
murmured.  Then  a  large  tear  fell  slowly, 
blistering  the   page.     With  an   effort,  and 


apparently  without  very  close  attention,  she 
read  what  yet  remained,  then  put  the  letter 
carefully  aside  and  left  the  room. 

She  went  to  her  almost  empty  jewel-case, 
to  try  if  anything  remained  there  precious 
enough  to  change  for  gold — gold  that  might 
defray  the  heavy  expenses  of  a  journey  to 
Rome.  But  her  search  proved  fruitless ; 
everything  of  considerable  value  had  been 
parted  with  long  since. 

She  was  right  in  the  inference  which  she 
drew  from  Raymond's  letter,  though  wrong  in 
the  conclusions  to  which  it  led  her.  A  new 
element  had  entered  the  young  man's  life,  an 
element  like  fire  in  glory  and  in  strength,  but 
also,  like  fire,  terrible  and  dangerous.  Hence- 
fonvard  the  master's  praise  was  no  longer  to 
be  his  dearest  hope  ;  neither  was  the  love 
that  watched  his  childhood  to  be  any  more 
most  precious  treasure.  So  much  the 
mother's  boding  heart  understood  too  welL 

What  she  did  not  understand  was  the 
"  romantic  "  ingredient  in  her  son's  character, 
perhaps  a  legacy  from  his  crusading  ancestor, 
Raymond  Chalcondyles  was  no  Romeo,  with 
passions  rapid  in  their  growth  as  Jonah's 
gourd,  and  fierce  as  the  Eastern  sun  that 
smote  it  into  death.  He  was  rather  a  knight 
of  medieval  chivalry,  content  with  the  sweet, 
far-off  worship  of  his  star,  and  glad  to  dwell 
for  a  while  in  the  enchanted  borderland  of 
reverence,  hope,  and  aspiration. 


IN  A  GLEN  BY  THE  SEA. 

Up  from  the  sea  I  take  my  way. 
Drawn  by  the  sound  of  waters  gay, 
For  tliey  hold  festival  to-day 

Within  the  glen. 
And,  lo  !  they  leap,  like  living  things. 
Leaving  their  newly  opened  springs ; 

As  I  have  seen 
The  children,  long  restrained  by  rule. 
Released,  and  rushing  out  of  school 
Across  the  village  green. 
In  mimic  fright 

They  laughing  flee; 
Or  in  delight 
And  ecstasy, 
And  very  wantonness  of  life. 
Joining  in  noisy  aimless  strife  : 
With  blow  of  book 
And  threatening  look 
They  bang  about 
And  merry  shout ; 
For  school  is  closed,  their  work  is  done. 
They've  earned  and  now  they'll  have  their  fun ! 
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So,  through  the  winter's  opened  door, 
RuBh  forth  the  waters  with  the  roar 
Of  unpen:  glee 
And  new-born  liberty. 
Each  streamlet  joining  with  the  rest. 
Vying,  in  hearty  boist'rous  zest, 
Which  shall  be  foremost  in  the  race. 


Which  shall  be  merriest  in  the  chase, 
Which  shall  be  first  at  home. 

*  *  »  • 

Their  course  is  run,  the  evening  star 
Lies  peaceful  on  the  tranquil  deep  ; 

Tlie  boist'rous  children  are  in  bed, 
The  noisy  waters  are  asleep.  E. 


SABBATIC  REST. 

By    DONALD    FRASER,   D.D., 

KIODEKATOX    OF    SVNOP,   PKESBYTEKIAM    ChUBCH 
"There  r«oaineth  tlwrefonj  2  rert  for  Ihe  people  of  God."— H 

IT  is  difficult  to  handle  such  a  Baying  as 
this  without  spoiling  it.     The  sentence 
has  a  pleasant  sound,  and  comes 


Tlul  brmtbci  upon 

We  are  apt  to  lose  as  much  as  we  gain  in  the 
attempt  to  analyze  it,  and  be  like  one  who 
should  scrutinise  the  notes  and  chords  in  a 
piece  of  music  while  missing  all  the  melody. 
It  has  a  fine  fragrance  too,  and  to  discuss 
it  may  be  to  pull  our  flower  to  pieces  to 
observe  its  structure,  at  the  cost  of  destroy- 
ing both  scent  and  beauty  in  the  process. 
Stiil  the  risk  must  be  run.  This  text  requires 
to  be  examined,  for  it  is  often  misunder- 
stood. 

We  find  it  in  an  epistle  or  treatise  ad- 
dressed to  Christians  of  Hebrew  origin  and 
training,  and  the  language  is  obviously 
chosen  with  an  adaptation  to  Hebrew 
readers.  They  were  familiar,  as  Gentiles 
could  not  be,  with  the  observance  of  a 
weekly  Sabbath  or  rest-day :  and  the  word 
"Sabbatism  " — which  is  the  exact  expression 
o(  the  passage — would  at  once  suggest  to 
tlfcm  the  enjoyment  of  a  holy  rest.  They  were 
also  familiaF,  as  Gentiles  could  not  be,  with 
the  designation,  "  People  of  Gnd,"  as  a  title 
of  Israel;  and  as  Christians  they  had  learned, 
though  slowly  and  with  difficulty,  that  under 
the  New  Dispensation  of  grace,  not  Israel 
after  the  flesh,  but  a  holy  people  redeemed 
and  called  out  of  all  nations,  was  made  nigh 
to  God  in  Christ  Jesus.  The  people  of  God 
during  the  present  "age"  is  the  Church  of 
God.  As  St.  Paul  puis  it:  "We  are  the 
circumcision  who  by  the  Spirit  of  God  are 
worshipping,  and  rejoicing  in  Christ  Jesus, 
and  not  trusting  in  flesh." 

For  this  people  "  a  Sabbatism  rerneins." 
The  word  "  remains  "  must  be  construed  in 
harmony  with  the  strain  of  the  epistle,  which 
shows  that  many  things  of  the  Old  Covenant 
had  waxed  oid  and  were  vanishing  away,  but 


better  things  remained  for  the  people  or 
Church  of  God  in  Christ  Jesus,  Shadows 
departed,  but  the  substances  remained,  and, 
among  the  "  better  things  "  of  the  new  day 
which  had  dawned,  lo  !  the  entrance  on  a 
rest  surpassing  in  its  fulness  and  sacre<lness 
all  that  was  reached  in  the  old  times  of  Moses 
and  Joshua,  and  even  of  David. 

Now  what  is  this  Sabbatism  of  New  Testa- 
ment times?  We  must  put  aside  two  or 
tliree  misinterpretations  which  we  have  heard 
with  our  own  ears,  viz, ; — 

1.  Thai  His  the  wukly  Sabb(Uh'day,  Such 
a  construction  makes  the  context  meaning- 
less. Why  urge  Christians  who  were  He- 
brews to  labour  to  enter  on  a  Sabbath-day, 
or  bid  them  fear  lest  they  should  "come 
short  of  it?"  There  had  never  been  any 
difficulty  about  entering  on  such  an  obser- 
vance. Even  those  Israelites  "  whose  car- 
cases fell  in  the  wilderness "  kept  tlie 
Sabbath.  Indeed,  at  the'  time  when  this 
epistle  was  written,  the  Hebrew  Christians 
were  still  accustomed  to  keep  the  seventh 
day  according  to  the  law,  in  common  with 
their  countrymen  who  did  not  believe  Jesus 
to  be  the  Christ,  They  "  rested  on  the 
Sabbath-day  according  to  the  Command- 
ment." So  this  could  not  be  the  rest  on 
which  they  were  to  enter  by  faith, 

2.  That  it  is  the  Lord's  Day,  afterwards  to 
be  accepted  as  a  Christian  Sabbath.  This  is 
more  improbable  than  the  rendering  which 
we  have  just  set  aside,  for  the  simple  reason 
that  the  Lord's  Day  is  never  represented  as 
a  Sabb^h  in  the  New  Testament,  nor  is 
there  any  evidence  that  it  ivas  so  regarded 
in  the  Primitive  Church.  But,  besides  the 
improbability,  the  great  objection  to  this 
second  interpretation,  as  to  the  first,  is  t!iat 
it  nullifies  the  context.  There  was  no  diffi- 
culty about  "  entering  "  on  the  Lord's  Day. 
The  Christians  leaped  into  it.  It  was  the 
joyful  custom  of  the  Cliurch  from  the  begin- 
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ning.    There  would  Itave  been  no  point 
exhorting  the  Hebrew  believers  to  strive  to 
enter  an  instif>[ion  with  which  they  were 
perfectly  familiar. 

3.  77)11/  it  pointed  to  heaven  after  death. 
Under  this  impression  of  the  meaning,  many 
a  funeral  sermon  has  been  founded  on  this 
text,  and  we  have  no  wish  to  disturb  any 
consolation  that  has  been  drawn  from  such  a 
use  of  the  passage ;  but  above  all  things  we 
must  try  to  be  accurate  in  our  interpretation. 
Now  let  any  one  read  the  passage  in  which 
this  sentence  occurs,  and  be  must  see  that 
not  death,  but  faith  is  the  gate  through 
which  we  may  enter  this  rest  It  would  not 
have  helped  on  the  argument  in  the  least  to 
interject  a  statement,  that  the  peopic  of  God, 
when  they  die,  go  to  rest  in  heaven.  It 
would  have  had  no  bearing  whatever  on  the 
matter  in  hand,  Tlie  doctrine  is  that  "  those 
who  believe  do  enter  into  rest,"  the  word 
being  changed  once  to  Sabbatism  the  better 
10  catch  the  thought  and  attention  of  Hebrew 
readers.  And  the  Hebrews  are  assured  that 
ihey  lost  nothing  in  respect  of  rest  by  becom- 
ing Christians.  After  all  that  Moses  and 
Joshua  had  wrought  for  their  fathers  there 
remained  a  rest  of  which  the  Sabbatic  days 
and  years  under  Moses'  law,  and  the  Sabbatic 
land  obtained  by  Joshua's  sword,  were  but 
types  and  shadows.  Christ  Himself  had  laid 
the  foundation  for  this  teaching  when  he 
said,  "  Come  unto  lie,  all  ye  that  labour 
and   are   heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 

Let  us  try  to  catch  the  drift  of  the  argu- 
ment. Steadily  and  skilfully  the  writer  of 
this  masterly  epistle  develops  his  theme  of 
the  greatness  of  Jesus  the  Son  of  God. 
First  he  shows  that  the  Son  is  above  the 
angels;  then  that  He  is  above  the  eminent 
servants  of  God,  Moses  and  Aaron,  who  were 
at  the  summit  of  prophetship  and  priesthood 
in  Hebrew  story.  He  teaches  that  Jesus 
excels  Moses  and  his  successor  Joshua,  in 
leading  the  people  of  God  into  a  better  rest 
irian  they.  And  then  he  proves  that  Jesus 
excels  Aaron,  and  all  his  successors  in  the 
priesthood,  in  perfecting  by  one  atonement 
ihe  worshippers  of  God,  and  admitting  them 
with  Himself  into  "  the  Holiest" 

It  is  in  course  of  die  demonstration  of  our 
Lord's  superiority  to  Moses  and  Joshua  that 
Ibis  text  occurs.  The  Hebrews  are  reminded 
of  the  march  of  the  Twelve  Tribes  through 
the  wilderness,  the  exclusion  of  llie  old 
generation  from  the  promised  land  as  a 
penal^  on  their  unbelief,  and  the  ultimate 
settlcmeat    of    the    younger    generation   in 


Canaan  under  the  rule  of  Joshua,  As  the 
old  history  has  it :  "  Jehovah  gave  them  rest 
round  about,  according  to  ail  that  He  had 
promised  to  their  fathers."  Yet  Israel  had 
by  no  means  a  perfect  or  unbroken  rest  in 
the  conquered  territory.  Not  only  had  there- 
been  difficulty  in  "  entering  in  "  because  of 
unbelief;  when  they  had  entered  in  the  tribes- 
were  often  hard  pressed  to  bold  possession 
and  guard  their  independence,  because  of 
their  disloyalty  to  God,  and  consequent 
weakness  before  those  hostile  nations  and< 
tribes  which  were  eager  to  attack  and  subdue 
them.  Canaan  should  have  been  a  Sabbatic 
land  in  the  midst  of  a  restless  world,  but 
through  the  unfaithfulness  to  God  of  its 
princes  and  people,  it  was  harassed  like 
other  lands,  saw  many  invasions,  battles,  and. 
sieges,  passed  through  many  and  strange- 
vicissitudes,  was  not  a  place  of  rest. 

Not  a  little  trouble  had  fallen  on  the  land 
of  Israel  before  the  time  of  David ;  and  that.  ■ 
king,  who  had  himseli  been  a  man  of  war 
from  his  youth,  sang  of  an  entrance  into 
God's  rest  yet  to  be  obtained.  The  song, 
referred  to  is  Psalm  xcv.  To  what  could, 
David  have  alluded?  Not  to  God's  rest  of 
satisfaction  after  his  making  of  earth  and 
heaven,  for  that  work  was  "  finished  from  the 
foundation  of  the  world,"  Not  to  rest  in 
Canaan,  for  that  had  been  given,  but 
broken  again  and  again.  There  remained 
some  other  rest  of  which  David  had  sung  in 
the  spirit  of  prophecy. 

The  use  made  of  Psalm  xcv.  is  in  that 
subtle  vein  of  interpretation  and  allusion 
which  Oriental  teachers  love,  and  of  which 
there  are  instances  in  the  Epistles  to  the 
Romans  and  to  the  Galatians.  The  Hebrew 
readers  could  appreciate  it  at  once,  and 
would  be  prepared  for  the  solution  of  the 
oracle  in  David  which  was  now  suggested, 
that  the  rest  was  to  be  one  into  which  Jesus 
the  Son  of  God,  and  only  He,  could  conduct 
His  people.  And  by  this  diought,  as  by 
much  else  that  follows  in  this  epistle,  the 
Hebrew  Christians  were  comforted  under 
persecutions  and  hardships  by  the  assurance 
that  on  embracing  the  faith  of  Jesus  as  the 
Christ  and  the  Son  of  the  living  God,  they 
fell  not  but  rose  in  the  scale  of  religious, 
privilege,  and  attained  to  better  things  than- 
the  greatest  of  their  ancestors  had  reached 
before  Christ  came.  'ITiey  might  be  expelled 
from  synagogues,  despoiled  of  their  goods, 
upbraided  as  apostates  by  their  own  nation, 
cast  into  imminent  peril  of  their  lives,  yet  all 
the  while,  by  trusting  in  Christ,  they  might 
have  sweet  inward  rest.  ,  ,.  ^,v-v.-.n. 
o 
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This  privilege  is  not  confined  to  the 
Hebrews.  Who  is  there  anywhere  that 
fights  against  God,  and  chafes  against  His 
will  ?  Christ  knows  how  to  lead  him  into  the 
rest  of  reconciliation  to  God,  and  so  to  all 
that  God  appoints.  ^Vho  is  there  that  toils 
and  strives  to  establish  his  own  righteous- 
ness ?  Christ  bids  him  cease  from  his  own 
works,  and  repose  in  the  free  grace  of  God 
which  brings  salvation.  Who  is  there  that 
has  a  perturbed  spirit  about  the  misfortunes 
which  befall  or  threaten  to  befall  him? 
Christ  takes  away  the  temper  of  apprehen- 
sion and  murmuring,  and  imparts  the 
strength  of  patient  trust  in  God  and  quiet 
acquiescence  in  His  providence.  ■  Such  is 
the  Sabbatism  of  the  people  of  God — peace 
in  believing,  under  the  wings  of  the 

Nothing  keeps  men  who  hear  the  gospel 
from  enjoying  this  rest,  but  their  own  un- 
belief. Nothing  more  is  needed  to  their 
entrance  on  it  but  faith  in  the  Son  of  God. 
Nothing  more  is  requisite  to  retain  it,  or 
abide  in  it,  but  continued  faith,  inducing  con- 
tinuous and  loving  obedience.  There  may 
be  ever  so  much  trouble  without,  but  within 
there  is  a  quiet  mind.  The  people  of  God 
have  tribulauon  in  the  world,  but  in  the 
Lord  Jesus  they  have  peace.  They  have 
adversaries  that  are  bitter  against  them,  but 
the  Lord  is  their  defence,  and  in  His  protec- 
tion they  are  confident. 

Indeed  it  is  Christ's  own  peace  which  is 
given  to  His  disciples:  God's  own  rest 
wJiich  His  people  share.  He  rested  over  His 
creation,  seeing  it  to  be  good;  but  it  has 
been  marred  by  the  entrance  of  human  sin. 
Now  He  rests  in  and  over  His  new  creation. 
He  rested  over  Israel  in  His  love,  but  the 
chosen  nation  has  become  through  hardness 
of  heart  a  people  "scattered  and  peeled" 
without  a  home— dispossessed  of  that  very 
Mount  Zion  where  Jehovah  once  delighted 
to  dwell.  Now  He  Tests  in  and  over  the 
Church,  Christ's  holy  nation,  in  love.  And 
there  is  a  blessed  communion  and  reciproca- 
tion of  rest.  The  Lord  rests  in  believers, 
and  believers  rest  in  the  Lord.  Because  of 
the  travail  of  His  soul,  He  sees  and  is  satis- 
fied ;  while  they,  on  the  other  hand,  enter 
into  the  very  rest  which  He  obtained  when 
He  had  finished  His  work  for  their  salvation. 
By  Jesus  Christ,  their  faith  and  hope  are  in 
God.  They  have  peace  of  conscience,  be- 
cause God  is  well  pleased  ;  and  quietness 
and  calmness  of  spirit,  because  the  God  of 
their  life  is  without  variableness  or  shadow 
>f  turning. 
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This  is  no  dream,  transcending  all  experi- 
ence. It  is  not  too  good  to  be  true.  There 
are  those  who  abide  habitually  in  this  rest. 
Many  of  them  among  the  poor :  some  of 
them  among  much-tried  and  afflicted  Chris- 
tians. The  surface  waters  of  their  life  are 
not  at  rest,  but  there  is  a  calm  deep  below. 
We  may  all  have  this  blessing,  if  we  only 
believe.  Let  us  fear  to  miss  it ;  let  us  fear 
to  come  short.  A  sad  thing  it  was  to  tra- 
verse the  wilderness,  and  yet  not  enter  the 
land  of  promise,  because  of  unbelief.  A 
more  sad  thing  it  is  to  be  within  the  range  of 
Christian  teaching  and  influence,  and  occupy 
one's  self  with  things  pertaining  to  religion 
and  the  Church,  yet  not  enter  into  rest  because 
of  unbelief.  Saddest  of  all,  and  worst  of  all, 
to  be  deluded  by  the  spurious  feeling  of  rest 
which  is  produced  by  a  suppression  of 
thought  and  reason,  and  a  subjection  of  con- 
science before  the  "ghostly  authority  "of  one 
who  is  called  a  priest,  or  to  be  content  with 
a  peace  of  self-ignorance  and  self-righteous- 
ness, which  is  not  of  God,  and  then  to  wake 
out  of  this  delusion  too  late  to  seek  and  find 
the  rest  of  faith.  Labour  now  to  enter  into 
God's  rest ! 

How  labour?  Are  we  after  all  to  save 
ourselves  by  hard  work  ?  Nay.  We  are  to 
labour  for  the  rest  in  the  same  sense  in  which 
our  Lord  bade  the  people  of  Capernaum, 
"Labour  for  the  food  which  endures  unto 
everlasting  life."  He  added  the  significant 
words,  "  which  the  Son  of  Man  shall  give 
unto  you."  The  labour  required  is  to 
abandon  one's  own  plans  and  toils,  and 
apply  to  the  Son  of  Man  for  the  heavenly 
bread.  "  This  is  the  work  of  God,  that  ye 
believe  on  Him  whom  He  has  sent."  He 
requires  itj  and  He  produces  it  in  you  by 
His  grace,  so  that  it  counts  not  as  a  work  of 
man.  Labour  to  cease  in  this  sense  front 
your  own  works ;  and  not  only  the  bread  of 
God,  but  the  rest  or  peace  of  God  is  yours. 

The  date  fixed  for  entering  on  that  rest  is 
"to-day."  "To-day,  if  ye  will  hear  His 
voice,  harden  not  your  hearts." 

Such  seems  to  us  the  evident  meaning  of 
this  text.  But  that  reference  to  the  future 
which  we  have  refused  to  accept  as  an  inter- 
pretation, we  see  no  reason  to  decline  as 
a  thought  suggested  or  implied.  While  it  is 
true  that  believers  enter  into  a  present  rest, 
and  have  a  Sabbatism  of  heart  and  con- 
science in  Christ  Jesus,  it  is  also  true  that 
because  of  imperfect  faith,  and  the  depressing 
or  distracting  power  of  the  outward  surround- 
ings of  their  life,  very  rmny  of  the  people 
of  God  have  on  earth  an  imperfect  enjoy- 


SAM'S  GOOD  ANGEL. 


'97 


mcnt  of  that  rest.  Theii  spirits  ay  out  for 
some  better  land.  They  have  a  strong 
impulse  at  times  to  exclaim  with  David, 
"  Oh,  that  I  had  wings  like  a  dove :  then 
should  I  fly  away  and  be  at  rest." 

There  is  then  a  rest  for  which  we  must 
wait  till  our  earthly  work  is  done.  We  have 
as  believers  a  jouniey  to  talfe,  and  we  can- 
not reach  the  "land  we  love"  till  we  have 
accomplished  it.  We  have  labours  to  per- 
fonii,  and  if  we  are  sometimes  weary,  so 
much  the  sweeter  the  rest  at  the  dose. 
"  Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord 
from  henceforth;  yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  for 
they  rest  from  their  labours,  and  their  works 
do  follow  them."  We  can  give  no  better 
account  of  the  state  of  the  blessed  dead, 
than  to  say  that  it  is  a  Sabbatism.  They 
keep  Sabbath  with  the  Sabbath-keeping  God. 


Only  one  thing  can  be  better  than  this.  It 
is  the  glory  to  be  revealed  in  the  great  day 
of  God.  The  rest  of  the  happy  dead  corre- 
sponds to  the  Sabbath  at  the  end  of  the  week 
of  labour.  The  glory  at  the  appearing  of 
Christ  will  correspond  to  the  Lord's  Day,  a 
beginning  and  not  an  end  of  days,  full  of  the 
power  and  brightness  and  joy  of  resurrection. 

If  we  are  to  finish  our  course  before  the 
Master  comes,  may  God  receive  us  into 
rest,  till  that  supreme  Day  dawn  for  which 
departed  saints  wait  in  hope  all  through  their 
sweet  and  unmolested  Sabbath !  Whether 
here  in  our  working-days  and  working-dress, 
or  out  of  the  body  in  the  quiet  rest  of  Para- 
dise, we  should  set  our  hearts  on  I'le  Lord's 
Day,  and  the  Lord's  glorious  appearing. 
Hasten  to  us,  O  bright  Day  1  Come,  Lord 
Jesus  1 


•  THE  WATER  THAT  WAS  MADE  WINE.' 


THOU  that  at  Cana's  marriage-board 
Didst  work  Thine  earliest  mighty  sign, 
Grace  Thou  our  life's  poor  feast,  dear  Lord, 
And  make  its  water  wine. 

Abide  with  us  our  homes  within, 

A  gracious  guest  in  every  heart ; 
Go  forth  with  us  amid  the  din 

■    And  turmoil  of  the  mart 


Sit  with  us  at  the  nuptial-feast ; 

Stand  by  us  when,  in  humble  trust. 
We  give  to  earth  the  friend  released. 
And  dust  returns  to  dust. 

Thus  o'er  the  acts  of  every  day. 

That  erst  appeared  so  poor  and  mean. 
Shall  break  a  glorifying  ray. 

Deep,  tender,  and  serene. 


Thus  life  shall  win  a  rosy  glow, 

A  zest,  a  grace,  a  bloom  Divine ; 
Yea,  having  Thee,  the  heart  shall  know 
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CHAPTER  I. — LEONARD  AND  MARIE. 

IT  was  a  lovely  September  morning  after  a 
rainy,  thundery  night,  and  the  face  of  earth 
and  sky  worethal  indescribable  freshness  which 
follows  the  washing  of  an  autumnal  storm. 

Leonard  and  Marie  were  out  on  the  ve- 
randah, on  to  which  they  had  stepped  from 
ihe  breakfast-room  through  its  large  door- 
like windows.  They  were  looking  out  on  an 
exceedingly  lovely  prospect  of  garden,  of 
glossy  green  bushes  blooming  in  snowy  white 


ot  ^latiKj. 

'Stoky  Arraa  Storv," 

and  fiaming  red,  mixed  with  tall,  feather- 
crowned,  airy  p^ms,  and  a  wide  sweep  of 
level  lawn.  On  the  verandah  itself  grew 
thick  festoons  of  graceful  creepers,  bright 
with  flowers  of  gauze  and  wax,  of  every  shape, 
tassel,  trumpet,  bell,  and  star,  in  amber, 
white,  and  blue.  Beyond  the  garden  were 
acres  of  green  cocoa  plants,  with  pods  of 
scarlet,  and  beyond  these  again  rose  forests 
of  wonderful  trees,  and  beyond  all,  under  the 
rays  of  the  early  morning  sun,  sparkled  a 
wide  expanse  of  smooth  blue  sea.  v-v.^n. 
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Leonard  and  Marie  were  cocoa-planters' 
cliililren.     Their  home  was  in  San  Domingo. 

They  were  not  alone.  A  dog  was  lying  on 
a  leopard-skin  rug  spread  on  the  verandah 
floor.  Marie  sat  down  on  the  nig  fondling 
the  dog's  head  on  her  tap,  and  Leonard 
■stood  near  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

Leonard  was  fair.  His  hair,  light  and 
silken,  fell  in  long  curly  locks,  almost  hiding 
•  hisnecic  and  shoulders.  His  brow  was  broad 
and  lofty.  His  eyes  were  large  and  bright, 
.and  his  soft,  full  lips  wore  a  kindly  smile. 
Everybody  called  Leonard  a  handsome  boy. 
But  Leonard's  iooks  were  more  beautiful  than 
fhis  real  self;  for  his  heart  was  fast  changing 
•from  the  tender  brave  thing  God  had  made 
>it,  and  becoming  narrow,  dry,  and  hard. 

His  sister  Marie  was  scarcely  less  pleasing- 
ilooking.  Vet  she  owed  none  of  her  beauty 
to  mere  hair  and  feature.  Unlike  her  brother, 
«he  was  thin,  and,  for  her  years,  short.  Her 
face  was  rather  small,  and  she  had  but  little 
hair.  People  used  to  say  that  there  had 
been  a  mistake  somewhere— Leonard  ought 
to  have  been  born  with  Marie's  straight,  boy- 
like crop,  and  Marie  with  Leonard's  ample, 
graceful  curls.  Yet  Marie  was  a  strangely 
lovely  child.  Her  two  lai^e  bright  eyes 
seemed  homes  of  love,  and  her  small  rosy 
lips  seemed  to  speak  of  pity.  She  was  hap- 
pier, too,  than  her  brother,  and  was  more 
beloved. 

On  the  lawn,  Sam,  a  negro  gardener,  was 
at  work  clipping  the  borders  round  the  beds 
and  tying  up  to  their  sticks  the  flowers  the 
last  night's   wind    and   rain    had    battered 

Sam  was  bom  in  a  low,  circular  hut,  with 
a  little  fenced  patch  of  garden  around  it, 
amongst  tall  silvery  grasses  and  forest  trees, 
far  away  by  the  smooth  waters  of  the  Zam- 
besi, in  Africa,  where  long-legged  scarlet 
flamingoes  waded,  and  huge  hippopotamuses 
bathed,  and  elephants  came  down  to  drink. 
When  he  was  a  man,  and  had  a  wife  and  two 
children — a  little  laughing  girl,  whose  black 
curly  head  just  reached  above  his  knees,  and 
a  ciiubby  baby  that  crowed  in  its  mother's 
arms — men  with  hearts  savage  as  wild  beasts 
came  to  their  village,  seized  all  the  inhabi- 
tants— Sam,  his  wife,  and  his  chikiren  amongst 
them — bound  their  hands,  and  carried  them 
off  to  a  ship,  sent  them  to  America,  and  sold 
them  in  a  slave  market.  This  was  now  eight 
long  years  ago.  This  morning,  as  he  worked, 
a  sudden  vision  of  his  wife,  his  curly-headed 
girl  and  crowing  baby,  as  they  all  sat  together 
in  their  home  on  that  last  night  in  the  Utde 
hut  across  the  wide  sea — dear  lost  forms 


he  had  never  kissed  since  then — came  to 
him.  His  big  mouih  quivered,  and  tears 
gathered  in  his  eyes ;  and  at  the  moment 
Leonard  happened  to  be  looking  at  him,  Sam 
was  awkwardly  using  hts  huge  red  pocket- 
handkerchief  to  wipe  them  away. 

"What  a  horrid  old  soft  that  Sam  is!" 
Leonard  said  in  a  low  tone,  a  kind  of  sup- 
pressed exclamation.  He  was  too  thought- 
ful to  speak  his  views  loud  enough  for  Sam 
to  hear. 

"  I  don't  know,"  rejoined  Marie ;  "  when 
you've  something  to  cry  for,  it's  not  soft  to 
cry." 

"  Something  to  cry  for  ! "  rejoined  Leonard 
with  a  forced  laugh.  "  I'd  like  to  know  wliat 
he's  got  to  cry  for.  He's  best  oflf  of  them 
all.  Papa's  gardener  hasn't  much  to  cry 
for,"  he  added  with  a  touch  of  pride. 

"  But  can't  you  be  unhappy  wheii  you've 
everything  you  want  ?  We've  more  than 
Sam,  and  I'm  sure  we  are  unhappy  some- 
times." 

"  Oh,  well,"  Leonard  replied  scornfiUly, 
"  that's  the  way  you  always  talk,  putting  us 
on  a  level  with  slaves,  as  idieywtK  whites." 

"  Well,  I  can't  help  feeling  sorry  for  them. 
How  would  you  like  it — to  be  sold  and 
changed  about,  and  separated  from  papa, 
like  they  are?" 

"  That's  all  very  fine,"  retorted  Leonard 
testily.  "  How  do  horses  like  it,  and  cows  ? 
You  can't  be  always  studjdng  everything's 
likings." 

Marie  was  perplexed,  but  she  continued — 

"  Well,  but  you  ought  to  be  sorry  for  cows 
if  con's  were  to  cry.  When  we  sold  Babs, 
Babs  didn't  cry." 

"Oh,  no,"  said  Leonard  sharply,  "that's 
just  it ;  she  was  not  so  soft !" 

"  But,  Leonard,"  Marie  replied,  something 
like  a  tear  rising  in  her  eye  at  this  new  mani- 
festation of  her  brother's  hard  ways  of  think- 
ing, "  who  was  it  that  made  us  softer  than 
cows  ?  and  wasn't  it  He  that  made  Sam  like 
us  and  not  hke  cows  ?  " 

It  was  Leonard's  turn  to  be  in  a  fix  this 
time.  That  God  had  giveii  "  niggers"  tears, 
and  hadn't  given  them  to  horses  and  cows, 
was  quite  clear,  and  that,  as  his  sister  said. 
He  had  made  a  black  man  to  weep  foi"  sorrow 
like  a  white,  did  seem  something  like  a 
reason  why  his  sister  should  pity  Sam  while 
she  did  not  pity  their  cow,  Babs,  he  could 
not  deny,  and  without  seeing  where  exactly 
he  was  going  to,  he  said  quietly — ■ 

"  Well,  yes ;  if  God  had  intended  niggers  to 
be  treated  like  cows  you  think  He  would  not 
have  made  them  as  soft  as  us.    £h?" 
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"  No,  that  He  would  not,"  exclaimed 
.Marie,  looking  down  into  the  dog's  uplifted 
face,  and  giving  the  brute  an  extra  hug  to  hide 
her  starting  tears,  "  that  He  would  not ; 
nould  He,  dear  old  Don?" 

Leonard  was  rather  excited  at  this  new 
reason  which,  in  spite  of  himself,  had  crept 
into  his  mind,  for  a  humane  treatment  of 
slaves.  But  he  was  lazy  and  selfish,  and 
seeing  that  it  would  not  suit  him  to  admit  it, 
he  at  once  stifled  his  conscience,  and  relieved 
tiis  feelings  by  pouring  out  a  torrent  of  abuse. 
"I  hate  the  blacks!  As  papa  says,  they 
want  leathering.  They're  beastly,  stinking, 
idle  brutes,  that's  what  I  say,"  and  with  a 
iiick  at  the  dog,  which  started  up  and  ran  off 
yelping  with  pain,  he  turned  to  go, 

"  For  shame !  Leonard,"  exclaimed  Marie, 
hei  indignation  now  being  fairly  roused. 
"  It's  wicked  to  liate  people  !  And  what  did 
you  kick  Don  for,  like  that?  " 

From  the  other  end  of  the  verandah 
Leonard  retorted,  in  his  most  excited 
tones,  "  Von  hold  your  tongue,  you  saucy 
thing,  or  I'll  give  you  something  for  your 
trouble !" 

Leonard  had  often  listened  to  his  sister's 
appeals  for  tender  feelings  towards  slaves  and 
had  at  times  been  half  convinced  that  his 
sister  was  right,  but  he  generally  ended  by 
being  angiy  wilh  her.  To-day,  he  thought 
he  had  never  heard  Marie  so  hasty  and 
insolent.  So,  because  he  did  not  like  it, 
Leonard  again  quenched  the  better  voice 
which  had  begun  to  speak  within  him  and 
abused  his  good  angel,  and  turning  his  back 
upon  her,  left  the  verandah  for  the  cocoa- 
fields.  Marie  returned  to  the  breakfast-room. 
Don  had  already  retreated  in  dismay  to  his 
kennel  in  the  yard,  and  Sam  went  on  with  his 
work  on  the  lawn. 


11. — SAM,  THE  GARDENER. 

In  a  clump  of  dark  glossy-leaved  shrubs, 
by  one  of  the  narrow  paths  which  led  from 
the  flower-garden  to  the  stable-yard  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  stood  Sam's  cabin.  It 
consisted  of  one  wooden  room,  covered  by  a 
roof  so  low  that  you  could  touch  it.  Over 
the  roof  grew  a  big-leaved  creeping  plant, 
something  like  a  water-melon,  and  roof 
and  walls  were  painted  white.  The  doot  was 
in  the  middle  of  the  wall,  with  a  little  window 
OQ  each  side.  Let  us  enter.  It  is  a  tiny 
place,  and  at  first  seems  too  full  of  tools. 
Sieves,  baskets,  flower-pots,  and  garden 
lumber  to  be  a  place  to  live  in.  But  on 
looking  again  we  see  it  contains  a  bed,  a 
table,  a  stove,  a  stool,  an  oil  lamp,  and  a 


few  cooking  pans.  Here  Sam  lives  and  doca 
for  himself :  bed-making,  cooking,  washing. 
There  is  no  cabin  on  the  estate  so  comfort- 
able, and  when  Sam's  sorrow  is  not  upper- 
most he  lives  a  contented  enough  life,  cutting 
flowers  and  arranging  bouquets  for  his  mas- 
ter's table,  carrying,  with  his  master's  com- 
pliments, little  baskets  of  fruit  to  neighbours, 
and  keeping  his  walks  and  lawns  and  beds 
clean  and  trim  and  pretty  ;  but  the  brightest 
spot  of  life  to  Sam  was  not  his  flower  beds. 
At  times  he  looked  round  .on  his  sadly  lum- 
bered hut  with  the  feeling  that  he  should 
some  day  see  his  wife,  his  wife  once  more, 
come  in  to  tidy  it :  yes,  with  those  very  eyes 
he  had  seen  her  dragged  away,  away  strug- 
gling till  she  was  lost  in  the  .crowd,  going 
with  her  new  master.  He  had  fancied  he 
should  see  her  coming  ever  since  he  first  sat 
by  his  stove  and  stirred  his  evening  dish,  as 
he  had  seen  her  once  stir  it  in  the  earthen 
pan  over  the  fire  in  their  African  home.  The 
winter  carae  and  passed,  and  spring  and 
summer  passed  into  winter  again,  and  all 
the  time  he  looked,  looked  for  the  world's 
one  only  face.  For  all  that  long  eight  years 
he  had  never  missed  to  contrive  to  see  every 
new  arrival  of  slaves  on  the  estate,  in  the 
hope  that  she  might  be  amongst  them.  But 
he  had  not  seen  her  yet ;  nor  had  he  heard 
one  word  about  her,  till  yesterday,  when  a 
new  woman  who  hadentered  the  service  of  the 
house  had  brought  him  tidings  which  seemed 
to  him  to  be  of  her,  beyond  any  manner  of 
doubt.  She  told,  too,  of  the  miseries  of  the 
estate  on  which  she  was  working.  Sam  was 
altc^etber  wretched.  Would  God  that  she 
were  dead  and  her  sufi'erings  ended  1  Then 
he  took  heart  again.  She  was  alive  !  Her 
sunny  black  eyes  might  still  smile  on  him, 
and  they  ■would;  yes,  for  God  was  good  ;  she 
might  come  any  day,  who  could  say  ?  She 
might  come  as  this  woman  had  come.  Any 
one  of  the  many  ships  that  he  could  ser 
sailing  into  the  neighbouring  port  might 
bring  her ;  and  they  leap  into  each  others' 
arms,  and  be  cry,  "  Mary,  my  Mary !  " 

So  utterly  crushed  and  mortified  was  Bam 
at  times  that  he  could  have  wished  his  life 
done  with  and  he  in  the  grave;  espe- 
cially was  he  even  tempted  to  end  it  himself 
when,  on  two  occasions  of  supposed  neglect, 
he  had  had.  his  bare  back  lashed  at  the 
whip  ping- post.  But  then  Mary  might  come ! 
and  what  if  she  came  and  found  him  dead? 
No,  he  would  hear  her  voice  before  he  died ; 
and  she  might  come  to-morrow — who  could 
say? 

To  Sam's  simple,  uninformed  mind,  the 
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world  was  a  bit  of  country  by  the  river  in 
Africa  and  a  bit  of  country  by  the  sea  in  Ame- 
rica—that was  all.  It  was  easy  to  think  of 
meeting  in  a  world  so  small,  and  his  God 
was  very  merciful.  And  had  he  not  tidings 
of  her? 

The  next  morning,  while  tying  up  the 
flowers,  a  sudden  vision  of  a  trembling  wo- 
man, stretching  out  wringing  hands  to  heaven, 
tied  and  prepared  for  the  lash,  started  into 
his  mind.  It  was  his  own  wife.  His  heart 
leapt  helplessly,  and  in  spite  of  every  effort 
tears  came  into  his  eyes  as  he  worked  his 
now  weary  work.  It  was  these  tears  that 
Leonard  and  Marie  had  seen  him  wiping 
away. 

CHAPTER  III — Marie's  visit  to  sam. 

When  it  was  evening,  and  Sam's  day's 
work  was  done,  Marie  paid  a  visit  to  Sam's 
cabin. 

"Welt,  Sam,  may  I  come  in,  please?" 
Marie  softly  inquired,  as  she  still  held  the 
handle  of  the  door  she  had  half  opened,  one 
foot  on  the  floor  of  the  cabin  and  one  still 
on  the  door-step  outside. 

Sam  was  preparing  his  evening  meal.  He 
rose  and  bowed  to  his  master's  daughter. 
Though  it  was  dusk,  and  in  the  dim  light  of 
his  low  dark  room  he  could  not  see  the  face, 
he  knew  that  the  voice  was  Miss  Marie's. 
What  could  she  be  wanting  ?  She  had  often 
spoken  to  Sam  some  passing  kindly  words, 
but  she  had  never  before  come  to  bis  cabin. 

"  Yes,  Missy  Marie,"  he  said  gravely. 
"  Come  in,  missy,"  and  he  opened  his  stove 
door  for  light. 

"  Well,  Sam,  I  saw  you  crying  on  the  lawn 
this  morning,  and  I'm  sorry  for  you."  They 
were  pathetic  words,  full  of  love  and  pity, 
and  two  big  tears  stood  in  her  eyes. 

Sam  replied  respectfully,  "Thank  you, 
missy!  yes,  I  was;"  but  the  words  quite  non- 
plussed the  child.     They  seemed  so  stiff, 

"  Will  you  tell  me  what  you  were  crying 
for,  please  ?  I  i/ij  so  want  to  comfort  you." 

From  that  moment  Sam's  heart  was  opened 
to  Marie.  As  she  stood  there  in  that  dark 
room,  the  full  light  of  the  little  stove  flicker- 
ing upon  her  dress  and  face,  she  seemed  to 
him  a  good  angel  from  heaven, 

"  God  bless  you,  my  lady !  God  bless  you !" 

There  was  an  awkward  pause. 

Marie  had  been  timidly  looking  at  the 
cooking-pan  upon  the  stove  to  strengthen  her, 
whilst  Sam  had  been  looking  straight  into 
her  face.  Now,  however,  she  hfted  her  face 
towards  his,  and  their  eyes  met  as  she  said 
imploringly,  "  Oh,  do  tell  me  ! " 


She  had  no  idea  how  lovely  she  looked. 
It  seemed  altogether  too  good  for  his  full 
heart  to  hear  such  words.  Tears  came  with 
a  rush.  He  sat  down  upon  his  stool,  his 
elbows  on  his  litde  table,  his  head  in  his 
hands,  and  sobbed  as  if  his  heart  would  break. 
Marie's  tones  had  been  altogether  too  much 
for  a  spirit  so  full  of  sorrow. 

Marie  grew  less  timid  at  the  sight  of  tears, 
and  stepping  up  to  Sam's  side,  stroked  his 
curly  head,  put  her  little  white  arm  around 
his  big  neck,  thrust  her  warm  rosy  lips  as  near 
to  his  as  she  could,  and  kissed  him.  Sam  had 
never  known  such  happiness  as  this.  He 
was  one  great  throbbing  joy. 

What  countless  miseries  of  the  world  could 
be  turned  into  bliss  by  a  child's  hand  stroking 
them  I  Earth  needs  but  tittle,  very  little,  to 
make  it  much  more  like  heaven ;  and  so  Sam 
found,  as  this  iittle  child  gave  him  his  very 
first  experience  of  sweet,  satisfied  content 

The  kiss  reminded  him  of  his  child. 

"  It  is  a  long  time  since  my  own  htde  girl 
kissed  me,"  he  said,  when  he  could  speak. 

"  Have^c«  a  httle  girl?"  Marie  inquired. 

Then  Sam's  tongue  was  unloosed,  and 
without  any  other  thought  than  of  his  dear 
ones,  he  told  the  story  of  the  attack  made  on 
his  native  village  by  slave-dealers,  of  the 
dark  voyage  across  the  sea,  of  the  auction, 
where  he  last  caught  sight  of  his  wife,  and  of 
his  coming  here.  As  he  proceeded  with  his 
tale  of  woe,  Marie  listened  with  wistful,  won- 
dering eyes.  He  had  told  it  a  hundred  times 
before,  but  never  to  such  an  entranced,  ex- 
citing hearer.  His  negro  audiences  were  far 
too  familiar  with  such  stories.  But  as  the 
sutfering,  and  shame,  and  wrong  fell  now 
upon  this  unfamiliar  ear,  it  gained  new 
patheticness  even  to  himself.  Back  came 
the  old  memories,  as  though  only  of  yester- 
day. Guns  flashed  again ;  he  saw  the  robbers 
passing  through  his  door ;  he  heard  their 
derisive  laughter  at  his  wife's  shrieks  and 
tears,  and  the  blow  and  oath  with  which  one 
bade  her  be  quiet.  He  heard  the  scream  of 
his  terrified  babe.  He  felt  his  own  hands  to 
be  bound,  as  he  struggled  to  get  to  their  aid. 
He  saw  his  frightened  girl  start  out  of  her 
sleep,  he  saw  her  outstretched  arms  and  heard 
her  cries,  "Father,  father,"  as  they  were  all 
jostled  away  down  the  street  through  a  wild 
shouting  crowd  till  they  were  lost  to  each 
other  in  the  smoke  and  din  of  guns,  and  the 
flames  of  burning  huts. 

As  Sam  proceeded,  Marie  held  hCT breath. 
It  was  all  a  new  world  to  her. 

"  So  you  see  I  had  a  little  girl,  and  a  wife, 
and  a  baby  once,"  resumed  Sam,  after  a 
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moment's  pause ;  "  but 
I've  lost  thero  all ; 
tiiey're  sold,  missy,  away 
in  America." 

He  spoke  each  word 
more  slowly  and  sadly. 

■'  And  wiU  they  never 
come  back  again?" 
asked  Marie  with  a 
sigh. 

Sam  hstened  to  the 
sympathy  of  her  tone  as 
he  might  have  listened 
to  the  sound  of  the 
comfort  of  God  spoken 
to  soothe  him  out  of 
heaven.  For  a  moment 
he  quite  forgot  his  own 
sorrow  in  the  sorrow  of 
this  young,  loving  heart. 

He  took  up  her  little 
white  hand  in  his  and 
kissed  it.  "  Dear  pretty 
child,"  he  thought,  "  I'm 
sorry  I've  put  such  sor- 
row into  you." 

Marie  was  living  in 
a  hideous  dream.  It 
seemed  all  so  dreadful, 
and  she  could  do  no- 
thing. Poor  Sam's  case 
lay  on  her  little  heart 
tike  a  nightmare. 

"  Have  you  told  pa- 
pa?" she  asked. 

"  Oh,  my  pretty  child, 
you  must  never  tell 
papa;"  and  seeing  at 
the  mention  of  the 
name  papa  what  danger  "^'* 

he  had  brought  to 
both  the  child  and  him- 
self, he  repeated,  with  a  distressed  imploring 
tone,  "  You  must  never,  never  tell  papa." 
And  Sam  began  to  blame  his  folly  in  speak- 
ing to  his  master's  child.  Sam  dreaded,  as 
the  child  could  not,  her  father's  displeasure. 
For  such  a  transgression,  it  would  mean  the 
terrible  lash,  if  not  death. 

"  Oh,  papa  would  be  sorry  for  you,  I'm 
sure,"  said  the  simple-hearted  child. 

Sam  smiled  and  slowly  shook  his  head, 
and  again  begged  her  not  to  tell  his  story 
with  such  terrible  earnestness  that  she  at 
once  promised.  But  she  must  try  to  bring 
some  brightness  into  the  poor  fellow's  life. 

"  I  may  come  and  see  you  sometimes  ; 
mayn't  I,  and  be  like  your  little  girl  to  you,  if 
I  can?"  she  said, as  she  rose  to  return  home. 
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Sam  was  about  to  say,  "  No,  missy,  }Ou'd 

belter  not,"  but  just  then  he  was  thinking 
only  of  this  dear  child's  evident  joy  in  kind, 
ness,  and  he  could  not  say  it ;  for  Sam  heard 
a  belter  voice  within  him,  and  felt  that  he 
had  opened  his  cottage  and  his  heart  to  God's 
good  angel.  He  looked  at  her,  but  was 
silent. 

So  with,  "  I'll  come  again  soon,  Sam,"  she 
closed  the  door  and  stole  away  back  to  the 
house. 

CHAPTER  IV. — MONS.  CLAUDE,  SAM's   MASTER. 

MoNS.  Claude,  the  owner  of  the  beautiful 
house  and  all  these  bright  green  and  scarlet 
cocoa  lands,  and  of  all  tlie  busy  slaves  who 
worked  upon  it,  was  Leonard  and  Marie's 
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papa.  It  was  he  who  had  bought  Sam  at  an 
auction  in  the  slave-market  of  New  Orleans. 

He  was  a  short,  middle-aged  man,  with 
hair  already  grey  ;  a  most  krad  papa,  but  a 
severe  master.  He  loved  his  children,  but 
he  had  never  for  one  moment  been  so  weak, 
as  he  would  say,  as  to  feel  kindly  to  a  slave  ! 
To  him,  slaves  were  machines,  or,  at  best, 
beasts  of  burden,  to  be  treated  as  you  would 
treat  a  clumsy  waggon,  or  a  stupid  horse. 
When  they  were  undutiful,  he  roundly  abused 
them,  and  punished  them  with  horrible  punish- 
ments. Cruelty  was  the  only  remedy  for 
wrong,  the  only  means  to  keep  order.  One 
or  two  of  his  slaves  who,  maddened  by  their 
treatment,  had  turned  again  and  struggled 
against  their  punishment,  had  been  flogged 
to  death. 

Now  while  the  most  ignorant  can  be 
made  attached  to  us  by  kindly  spoken  words, 
by  smiles  and  deeds  of  sympathy,  by  cruelty 
they  can  also  be  turned  into  wild  beasts.  It 
takes  so  little  to  win  even  the  coarsest 
natures  if  only  we  trj'  to  do  it  with  what  God 
has  made  for  the  purpose,  a  noble,  patient 
heart.  But,  alas !  Mons.  Claude  did  not 
believe  in  God's  contrivances;  he  tried  his 

At  first  his  slaves  dreaded  him,  then  they 
turned  from  him  witli  horror  and  disgust. 
At  length  they  were  hardened  and  maddened 
into  hatred  and  murder.  They  only  wanted 
the  opportunity  to  rise  against  their  master 
in  passionate  rebelhon  and  rid  themselves  of 
his  merciless  rule.  As  the  discontent  of  the 
slaves  became  more  evident,  their  punishments 
became  more  numerous  and  more  severe. 
Mons.  Claude  was  afraid ;  and  lately,  so  much 
had  he  suspected  danger,  that  at  a  sudden, 
strange  sound  he  would  start  up  in  bed,  listen, 
and  tremble ;  for  he  had  an  uneasy  sense 
that  this  dreadful  condition  of  things  could 
QOt  go  on,  but  he  only  blamed  the  slaves  the 
more ;  it  was  entirely  due  to  the  wretched 
character  of  the  slaves ;  so  he  increased  his 
severity.  And  matters  became  still  worse, 
till  the  slaves'  impulse  to  revenge  became 
irresistible. 

By  the  day  when  Marie  had  her  inter- 
view with  Sam,  even  Sam's  heart  had  wholly 
closed  against  his  master  and  ail  belonging 
to  him.  His  very  strongest  affections  had 
become  high  motives  of  revenge.  At  first 
he  had  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  sugges- 
tions of  murder,  and  gave  but  little  support 
to  an  attempt  to  rebel ;  but  such  cruelties  as 
were  now  daily  practised  removed  all  his 
objections.  He  could  find  in  his  heart  to  do 
anything   to   such   wickedness,  it   was    his 


duty ;  everything  that  made  him  a  man  de- 
manded its  destruction.  He  no  longer 
stood  aloof. 

Just  after  Marie  had  left  Sam's  cabin  last 
night,  there  was  a.  low  knock  at  Sam's  door. 
It  gently  opened,  and  a  black  curly  head  was 
thrust  hurriedly  inside.     It  spoke  low. 

"  Friday,  Sam  ;  twelve  at  night,"  That 
was  all  it  said,  and  then,  closing  the  door,  it 
withdrew.  The  speaker  was  a.  negro  on  his 
way  from  the  big  house,  as  the  negroes  called 
the  house  of  Mons.  Claude,  to  the  estate, 

I  from  which  he  had  been  sent  by  his  foremaa 

j  on  some  business. 

The  words  were  well  understood  by  Sam  ; 
still  they  came  on  him  as  a.  painful  surprise. 
He  was  just  then  thinking  of  the  revelation 
he  had  had  of  Marie's  beautiful  heart,  and 
these  words  meant  the  day  and    the   hour 

',  when  it  had  been  fixed  to  put  to  death  Mons. 

i  Claude,  and  all  his  belongings — his  family, 
and  his  friends ! 

Sam's  services  were  the  -more  important, 
as  he  knew  all  the  ins  and  outs  of  the  house, 
having  cleaned  its  windows,  and  occasionally 
helped  at  various  parts  of  it  in  domestic 
duties.  With  the  exception  of  Sam  and  the 
negro  maids  in  the  house—who  could  not  be 
trusted  to  know  of  the  plot— none  of  the 
rebellious  slaves  had  any  notion  of  its  doors, 
passages,  and  rooms,  Sam  was  the  Moses 
to  whom  these  oppressed  people  looked  to 
lead  them  out  of  the  land  of  their  cruel 
bondage. 

It  was  a  fully  expected,  and  indeed  longed- 
for  message,  and  an  hour  ago  would  have 
scarcely  disturbed  his  evening  roeal,  but 
now  it  caused  him  deep  perplexity  and 
anguish. 

Later  on,  Sam  opened  his  door  and  looked 
out.  It  was  a  clear  moonlight  night.  The 
moon  was  nearing its  full;  by  Friday  it  would 
be  quite  full.  Though  the  night  was  warm, 
Sam  shivered  a  little.  He  stepped  out  into 
the  path,  and  seemed  looking  for  something. 
His  face  turned  towards  the  big  house,  now 
lying  in  the  quiet  light,  its  white  blinds  down, 
its  household  asleep.  His  eye  rested  on  the 
little  window  of  Marie's  room.  Then  he  cast 
his  eyes  on  the  ground  at  his  feet  and  said  to 
himself,  "Missy  musi  be  saved.  I'll  save 
her,  I  will,  whatever  comes,"  Sam's  eyes 
next  turned  to  where  the  moon's  silvery  wake 
was  lying  on  the  quiet  sea,  a  bright  back- 
ground to  the  black  iiull  and  mast  of  his 
master's  yacht  riding  at  anchor.  His  eye 
fell  dreamily  on  the  spot,  as  it  had  often  done 
before,  when  he  had  thought  it  looked  like 
scenes  on  the  rivp^,  qf ,  I;ii6^(^liijifs4u  ^'^^ 
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this  time,  it  did  not  spealc  of  the  Zambesi, 
His  mind  wa^  full  of  Maiie.  Friday  was  only 
one  more  night  away.  The  sight  of  the 
yacht  worked  wonders  on  Saip.  No  longer 
vagueanddreamy.hestarted.  His  eye  kindled, 
he  rubbed  his  tat  hands,  and  turned  at  once 
into  his  cabin  in  a  hurry.  He  had  bit  on 
the  way  of  saving  Miss  Marie,  and  he  sat 
down  on  his  stool,  in  the  quiet  darkness,  to 
thiok  it  out.  He  had  not  sat  long  before  he 
rose  in  great  excitement,  began  to  clap  and 
vigorously  to  rub  his  fat  hands  again,  and 
caper  and  sing.  That  yacht  was  the  way  of 
escape !  He  would  go  down  at  once  and  see 
if  the  boat  was  by  the  pier,  and  if  the  oars 
were  there  and  everything  all  right  It  was 
no  use  thinking  of  sleeping  to-night,  he  was 
too  excited  to  sleep. 

Now,  Sam  understood  the  yacht  well.  He 
was  his  master's  chief  sailor  in  his  pleasure 
trips,  and  could  manage  it  in  any  sea. 

The  stable  clock  tolled  out  One.  Then, 
had  it  struck  twelve?  Sam  had  not  heard 
it  Everybody  would  be  sound  asleep,  so  he 
might  safely  go  to  the  pier.  The  pier  lay  at 
ihe  bottom  of  the  shrubbery,  just  below  the 
big  house,  not  two  hundred  yards  away,  and 
even  if  any  one  was  awake  and  looking  out, 
the  path  to  it  was  so  covered  up  with  shrubs 
!hat  he  would  be  buried  in  its  greenery,  and 
could  well  go  unseen.  Before  the  single 
stroke  of  the  dock  had  quite  died  into  the 
silent  night,  Sam  was  weU  on  his  noiseless 
*iy  to  the  water's  edge  to  make  sure  about 
the  boat. 

CHAPTER   V. —  MARIE'S   DILEMMA. 

That  same  night  Marie  had  stolen  into 
"  Leonard's  room,"  as  it  was  called,  the  room 
where  he  had  his  toys,  model  steamboats, 
locking-hoTse,  and  toob,  and  which  he  made 
a  sort  of  workshop,  to  tell  him  of  her  dread- 
ful find  about  poor  Sam. 

Leonard  was  a  willing  listener ;  for  quite 
unconsciously  she  was  telling  a  tale  just  after 
his  own  heart,  and  in  a  style  altogether  new 
to  him.  But  he  did  not  cry  !  When  she  had 
Bnished,  all  he  said  was— 

"  It's  a  jolly  good  story.  It's  as  good  as 
a  book.  I  wish  pa  would  let  me  get  his 
slaves  for  him  instead  of  paying  people  to  do  ) 
it;"  and  jumping  to  his  feet  he  raised  a  long 
piece  of  wood  to  his  shoulder,  pointed  it 
through  the  window,and  said  "bangl  bang!" 
as  if  actually  enjoying  the  ,spoTt  of  getDng 
bis  father  slaves. 

"  Ob,  you  are  wicked,  Leonard  ! "  cried 
Maiie. 

"  It's  you  that  are  a  girl,  that's  all,"  re- 


torted Leonard,  thinking  it  was  only  manly 
sport  in  which  he  fancied  himself  indulging. 

It  would  have  been  heaven  to  this  hun- 
gering little  heart  if  Leonard  had  thrown  his 
arm  round  her  and  kissed  her,  and  said  but 
one  soothing  word ;  but  the  would-be  hero  of 
a  raid  on  an  African  village  had  no  care  even 
for  a  sister's  feelings  ;  indeed,  he  took  delight 
in  showing  that  he  was  not  so  contemptible  a 
thing  as  "  a  girl,"  by  wounding  and  paining 
her.  Seeing  the  tears  which  stood  in  her 
loving  eyes,  he  exclaimed,  "  You're  a  regular 
soft,  that's  what  you  are.  What  would  people 
think  of  your  siding  with  blacks  like  that?" 

Alas  1  Marie  had  learnt  too  of^en  what 
people  thought.  Those  she  met  at  her 
father's  table  were  every  one  on  Leonard's 
side,  not  on  hers.  It  was  all  ao  miserable. 
All  that  was  fair  and  heavenly  was  burning 
pain  within  her.  Why  was  it  so  wretched  to  be 
kind  ?  Should  she  try  to  hate  like  other 
people,  and  be  called  a  sensible  little  girl  at 
last,  and  win  her  papa's  a>mplete  approval  ? 
She  could  not.  No,  though  all  the  people  she 
knew  were  against  her,  she  must  love  and 
pity. 

There  was  a  great  struggle  in  the  gu-1. 
On  one  side  was  ranged  everybody  she 
loved  and  cared  for,  and  on  the  other,  her 
own  little  loving  heart.  With  which  would 
lie  the  victory?  Would  the  solitary,  lonely 
heart  give  in  and  be  conquered?  Only 
heaven  knew, 

"And  I'd  recommend  you  not  to  be  talking 
to  papa  about  it,  or  Sam  will  catch  it,  you'll 
see,  for  telling  you  /its  tales,"  he  continued, 
and  then  turned  to  hnish  the  new  trough 
he  was  making  for  his  rabbit  hutch. 

This  time  no  better  voice  had  spoken  in 
Leonard ;  he  had  quenched  it  so  often  before  ; 
and  his  good  angel  turned  away  weeping. 

Poor  little  soul,  she  had  never  knon-n  such 
misery.  Her  loving  desires  were  all  stripped 
off  her,  and  she  stood  like  an  apple-tree 
which  the  tain  and  the  winds  have  stripped 
of  the  lovely  blossom.  But  the  little  pink 
and  white  leaves  which  flutter  through  the 
air  from  the  branches  to  the  ground  have 
done  their  appointed  work.  Lilde  germs  of 
apples  have  set,  and  after  many  days  will  be 
gathered  full  grown  and  ripe.  So  was  it  with 
Marie's  loving  desires  to  comfort  broken- 
liearted  Sam.  Their  fruits  were  already 
forming — goodness  is  never  lost.  Mean- 
while Marie  fell  as  the  bare  trees  might  feel 
in  the  cold  drenching  storm. 

Marie  did  not  tell  her  papa.  Fortunately 
he  was  out  and  did  not  return  until  after  the 
hour  at  which  she  had  gone  to^^,#l^  her 
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Gwoltcn  tell-tale  eyelids  might  have  led  to 
inquiries.  Even  as  it  was,  had  her  papa  gone 
into  her  room  for  his  usual  kiss  on  his  way  to 
bed,  he  would  have  found  her  eyelashes  still 
moist,  her  pillow  wet,  her  cheeks  flushed,  and 
the  httle  pair  of  rosy  lips  set  as  in  pain,  with 
an  occasional  start  and  quiver.  But  to- 
night he  went  direct  to  his  own  room. 

For  some  time  before  she  undressed 
Marie  sat  in  her  room  very  lonely.  She 
did  not  see  its  little  bed,  its  two  white  win- 
dow curtains,  nor  tjie  two  pictures  on  its  wail, 
nor  her  little  rosewood  bookshelf,  nor  her 
rosewood  drawers  and  pretty  pink  and  white 
muslin-trimmed  dressing-table.  She  saw  only 
poor  Sam's  cabin  roof,  when  she  sat  at  her 
window;  poor  Sam  in  tears,  when  her  blind 
was  down;  and  Sam's  little  lost  girl  stretching 
out  her  arms,  and  crying  "  Father  I  "  as  the 
wicked  men  stole  her  away,  when  she  knelt 
to  say  her  prayers. 

She  lay  awake  a  full  hour — a  strange  thing 
for  her  to  do — turning  it  about  in  her  little 
mind  what  she  should  do,  and  vainly  trying 
to  find  a  plan  that  would  be  kind  to  all. 

The  next  day  dawned  with  but  little  light 
for  Marie,  Still,  she  would  try  to  throw  a 
little  light  into  Sam's  dark  life,  and  as  soon 
as  breakfast  was  over,  she  ventured  up  to  Sam 
as  he  trained  a  rich  bower  of  white  roses,  and 
said, 

"Well,  Sam." 

The  kind  tone  and  pretty  smile  were  to 
Sam  far  more  sweet  and  pretty  than  his 
bower  of  roses ;  but  he  proceeded  with  as 
little  apparent  notice  of  the  child's  presence 
as  he  could,  saying  softly,  "  Good  morning, 
miss,"  for  he  saw  the  master  upon  the 
verandah  evidently  closely  eyeing  them. 

"  I'll  not  ask  papa,  Sam,"  continued  Marie, 
"  but  when  I'm  a  woman  and  have  money,  I 
will  buy  your  little  girl  for  you,  and  your 
wife,  too,  if  I  can,  and  baby." 

"  God  bless  yon  ! "  he  said  softly. 

It  was  no  new  thing  for  Marie  to  speak  to 
Sam,  yet  this  time  her  papa's  suspicions  had 
been  aroused,  for  she  had  looked  grave  at 
breakfast,  and  still  graver  as  she  went  straight 
out  alone  to  Sam,  and  there  she  looked 
gravest  of  all.  What  was  the  matter  ? 
Marie  was  usually  cheery  and  bright  as  a 
little  lark. 

When  she  had  returned  to  the  verandah 
her  father  accosted  her  sharply. 

"What  have  you  been  saying  to  Sam?" 
he  inquired,  with  an  altogether  unusual 
sternness  in  his  tone.  "  I  hear  you  were  at 
his  cabin  last  night,  and  came  away  crying. 
What  is  it  all  about?" 


In  spite  of  his  professed  anxiety  that  papa 
should  not  know,  Leonard  had  blabbed. 
He  had  not  told  all,  but  quite  enough  to  get 
his  sister  into  a  scrape.  What  was  she  always 
lecturing  him  for  ? 

Marie  gave  a  little  cry,  and  then  stopped 
and  stood  still,  trembling  and  trying  to  speak. 

"  Come,  now,  tell  me  at  once." 

She  had  not  anticipated  her  father's  anger. 
He  had  always  been  most  affectionate  to  her, 
for.  up  to  now  the  promptings  of  her  kind 
little  heart  had  made  her  his  idol,  and  the 
more  he  worshipped  her  the  more  had  she 
thrown  her  wealth  of  love  about  him.  She 
was  his  one  happy  possession.  Whenever 
she  threv^  herself  purposely  in  his  way  she 
was  sure  of  kind  words  and  approving  smiles. 
But  now  he  had  called  her  to  him  for  reproof ! 
He  was  in  one  of  his  worst  humours 
with  his  slaves,  and  what  was  she  doing  at 
a  slave's  cabin,  and  taking  a  slave  into  her 
confidence  ? 

"  I  was  only  telling  him  that  I  would  buy 
his  little  girl  for  him  when  I'm  a  woman,  tf 
I  have  the  money,"  she  timidly  replied. 

Mons,  Claude  would  believe  his  little 
girl's  word,  whatever  her  reply.  He  knew 
that  she  was  incapable  of  anything  approach- 
ing an  untruth,  and  this  unexpected  answer 
of  the  simple  lovely  child  moved  him.  It 
seemed  like  a  good  voice  speaking  within 
him  and  he  was  melted,  and  after  a  pause 
said,  "  Was  that  all,  Marie  ?  " 

Hope  flashed  with  her  father's  changed 
tone,  and  she  replied  with  a  soft  smile, 
"  Yes,  that  was  all,  papa." 

Mons.  Claude  half  expected  that  his 
child  might  be  unconsciously  working  in 
some  negro  plot.  His  mind  was  relieved. 
He  did  not  explain  to  Marie,  only  he  lifted 
her  up  and  gave  her  a  kiss.  With  this  re- 
lieved sense  of  nearness  she  made  bold  to 
ask  cheerily,  "  May  I  go  and  see  Sam  in  his 
cabin  sometimes?"  then,  drawing  her  soft 
arm  tighter  round  his  neck,  she  added,  "  I 
wish  I  might," 

"No,"  he  said,  putting  her  down  rather 
sharply,  "nonsense,  of  course  not." 

Mons.  Claude  had  already  stifled  the 
good  voice  which  his  child's  simple  good- 
ness had  awakened  in  him.  "After  alt,  it's 
high  rime  she  was  taught  to  give  up  this 
notice  of  blacks.  She's  been  very  much 
spoilt,"  he  reflected  to  himself,  and  then  he 
continued  aloud,  "  It's  time  you  learnt  to 
keep  Sam  in  his  place.  Blacks  are  no  com- 
panions for  you." 

■  Marie  gave  no  other  answer  than  her  large, 
soft,  sorrowful  eyes  resting  distressfully  upon 
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him.  They  reminded  him  of  eyes  that  had 
pleaded  long  before,  now  dosed  in  death. 
Mons.  Claude  had  an  uoeasy  conscience, 
but  he  stuck  Co  his  decision.  Yet  he  almost 
gave  way.  With  a  touch  under  the  chin  and 
a  few  admonitoiy  pats  upon  her  shoulder, 
Mons.  Claude  bid  his  darling  be  a  good 
girl,  and  assured  her  that  she  was  too  young 
10  understand  these  things. 

Yet  his  better  voice  suggested  some  deep 
misgivings  on  this  point.  After  all,  her  lov- 
ing heart  might  be  wiser  than  his  I  But  no  ; 
love  would  not  do  for  slaves.  No;  and 
from  his  good  angel  he  turned  away. 

CHAPTER   VI. — THE   END. 

Friday  came.  The  day  passed  in  Mons. 
Claude's  cocoa-fields  as  thousands  before  it 
had  done — unreasonable  tasks,  heavy  blows, 
and  some  one  flogged ;  and  it  closed  in 
Mons.  Claude's  cabins  as  others  had  closed 
— with  an  evening  mea!  and  bed.  But  Che 
sun  set  in  fiery  tokens  of  an  approaching 
storm.  The  wind  rose  in  fitful  gusts,  and 
distant  rumbles  of  thunder  made  themselves 
f^Dtly  heard. 

When  the  clock  struck  eight,  under  cover 
of  the  early  darkness  and  large  growths  over 
the  path  leading  down  to  it,  Sam  had  already 
paid  a  visit  to  the  boat-house,  where  he 
had  stowed  in  the  boat  his  umbrella,  two 
loaves  of  bread  saved  from  his  small  daily 
food  allowance,  a  bottle  of  water,  his  blanket, 
a  waterproof  sheet  belonging  to  his  master, 
and  a  huge  lantern.  To-night  there  was  no 
need  for  Sam  to  walk  on  the  grass ;  the  wind 
was  already  high,  and  the  waves  which  last 
night  gently  lapped  the  shore  now  broke  in 
noisy  billows,  effectually  concealing  the  sound 
of  his  heavy  footsteps. 

The  boat  he  left  still  locked  to  the  floor 
of  the  boat-house,  and  the  oars  still  lay  in 
their  place  upon  the  wall.  Sam  dare  not 
make  too  ready,  lest  some  one  passing  should 
chance  to  detect  his  preparations  and  his 
plan  fail,  and  if  he  could  not  get  altc^ther 
away  he  knew  he  could  not  save  missy. 
Vengeance  was  now  inevitable;  at  twelve 
that  night,  the  wronged  and  enraged  multi- 
tude would  rise,  and  Marie  !  she,  little  dear, 
would  be  nobody  to  them  ;  they  only  knew 
her  as  their  savage  master's  child. 

He  returned  to  his  cabin,  put  out  his 
light,  and  seemed  to  be  in  bed.  But  he 
*as  dressing  himself  in  his  sailor's  suit,  that 
he  might  not  excite  suspicion  in  the  port 
to  which  he  would  steer  the  yacht. 

Thestable-yardclockstruckcen.  Thelights 
in  the  big  house  were  now  all  out.    How 


long  the  hour  seemed  before  the  clock  struck 
once  again  I  At  length  it  was  eleven,  Sam 
wailed  two  or  three  minutes,  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  as  he  thought,  then  he  walked  quickly 
down  to  the  boat-house,  put  the  oars  in  their 
place,  unlocked  the  boat's  chain  from  its 
moorings,  and  fastened  it  with  a  rope  and  a 
slip-knot,  ready  the  moment  Miss  Marie  was 
there,  to  row  off  to  the  yacht  and  sail  away 
to  sea,  and  then  locking  the  boat-house 
door,  again  he  groped  his  way  to  the  yard  of 
the  big  house. 

All  was  still  save  the  wind,  which  was  now 
fast  rising  to  a  storm,  and  now  and  again  a 
faint  flash  of  lightning,  followed  by  a  distant 
rumblii^,  lit  up  the  starless  darkness. 

Don  was  asleep.  The  dog  knew  Sam,  and 
creeping  up  to  the  kennel,  Sam  spoke  to  him, 
unfastened  him,  and  took  him  down  to  the 
boat.  Don  had  been  there  before,  and  was 
quite  alive  with  joy.  Fixing  him  to  the  ring  in 
the  prow  of  the  boat,  and  bidding  him  "  lie 
down,"  he  now  returned  to  the  house  again, 
where  he  placed  a  ladder  to  the  bath-room 
window  and  softly  mounted  it.  This  window 
was  farthest  from  any  of  the  bedrooms,  and 
was,  as  Sam  also  knew,  generally  unfastened. 
Having  made  sure  that  it  was  as  he  expected, 
he  descended,  stood  in  the  shed  by  the  wash- 
house,  and  awaited  the  fatal  hour.  His 
anxiety  made  him  shiver.  And  to  save  the 
boat's  provision  he  had  gone  almost  without 
food  that  day.    He  felt  chill  and  faint. 

The  clock  seemed  as  if  itwould  never  strike. 
At  length,  the  bell  tolled  twelve  in  slow-drawn 
tones,  and  Sam,  strung  to  the  last  pitch  of 
nervous  excitement,  strained  his  ear  for  some- 
thing more,  till  the  sharp  sound  of  a  gun, 
the  signal  of  the  rising,  made  him  leap  up 
the  ladder,  open  the  window,  and  march 
itraight  to  Miss  Marie's  room  door. 

Mons.  Claude  awoke  with  a  sudden  start, 
and  rushed  out  on  to  the  landing.  It  was 
dark. 

"  Who's  there?  "  he  demanded. 

Sam  was  in  a  dilemma.  Here  was  the 
master.  His  simple  mind  had  not  contem- 
plated  meeting  him.  He  had  thought  of 
going  straight  into  Marie's  room  and  carrying 
her  in  the  bed-blankets  clean  away,  which 
was  now  too  clearly  impossible.  And  there 
was  no  time  to  be  lost. 

It  struck  him  that,  of  course,  Marie  could 

It  live  without  her  papa  and  lleonard. 

"  Massa,"  he  exclaimed,  "  they  be  coming 
to  kill  you.  Quick  with  missy;  I  have  a 
ladder." 

A  peal  of  thunder  which  shook  the  foun- 
dation of  the  house,  a  vivid  Sash  of  lightning, 
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and  the  distant  sounds  of  sfioiitiDg  men 
followed.  It  was  the  work  of  an  instant  for 
Mons.  Claude  to  strike  a  liglit,  jump  into  his 
dressing-gown  and  slippers,  snatdi  up  his 
pocket-book  and  a  rug,  and  be  again  on  the 
landing. 

Meanwhile,  Sam  had  entered  Marie's  room, 
and  Marie  was  enfolded  in  Sam's  power- 
ful black  arms,  wrapped  in  two  blankets,  and 
Leonard,  in  only  his  nightgown,  was  follow- 
ing his  papa  and  Sam  to  the,  bath-room 
window.  The  voices  and  hammerings  of 
men  thundering  at  the  yard  gates,  which 
Sam  had  just  taken  the  precaution  to  lock, 
were  already  heard  as  the  flying  party  reached 
the  ground  at  the  foot  of  the  ladder. 

"This  way,"  cried  Sam,  "Totheboat-house." 

Crash  went  the  gates.  There  was  a  savage 
cry  of  triumph  and  a  rush  of  a  hundred  men 
into  the  yard,  desperate  avengers  of  long- 
standing wrong. 

It  had  really  come,  then,  the  terrible 
moment  he  had  dreaded  so  long,  yet  which 
he  was  vainly  fancying  that  he  liad  by  his 
cruelties  averted. 

"Yet,"thought  Mons.  Claude,"  I  am  saved!" 
And  from  a  source  whence  delivery  would 
have  seemed  impossible,  delivery  had  come, 
— a  man  he  had  flogged.  And  how  had  it 
come  ?  he  asked.  He  knew  well ;  and 
the  recollection  of  the  harsh  words  he  had 
spoken  on  her  conduct  but  yesterday  made 
him  miserable.  "  Oh,  God  !  "  he  cried  to 
himself,  "  how  foolish  I  have  been  !  " 

As  they  proceeded  down  the  shrubbery- 
path  the  flickering  of  vast  fires  was  seen  on 
the  clouds  above  the  site  of  the  storehouses 
and  cabins. 

"Where's  the  key?"  exclaimed  Mons. 
Claude. 

"I've  got  it  all  right,  massa." 

It '  takes  but  little  to  make  a  good  man 
happy.  Sam,  as  he  carried  that  precious 
young  life  in  his  arras,  was  enjoying  the  very 
kingdom  of  heaven.  He  was  out  seeking 
and  saving  his  Iamb — and  the  rest,  for  her 
sake,  but  he  was  thinking  nothing  of  them. 

In  another  moment  the  perilous  boat  was 
launching  out  on  to  the  open  sea.  Sam's 
idea  of  reaching  the  yacht  was  now  aban- 
doned; to  get  into  it  on  such  a  sea  was 
impossible.  The  escape  must  be  made  in 
this  small  open  boat,  God  only  knows  what 
agony  that  little  crew  endured  on  the  \vild 
sea  that  night.  It  was  pitch  dark,  and  but 
for  the  frequent  Sashes  of  lightning  it  would 
have  been  impossible  to  distinguish  any  land- 
marks by  which  to  steer.  The  wind  roared 
louder  even  than  the   thunder.     Rain  de- 


scended in  black  drenching  torrents.     Once 

a  sudden  flash  of  lightning  showed  them  that 
they  were  almost  under  the  bows  of  a  labour- 
ing ship,  on  the  brink  of  destruction.  Another 
pull  of  the  oar,  and  the  black,  moving  moun- 
tain would  have  left  nothing  but  the  frag- 
ments of  their  shattered  boat  upon  the  wave. 
But  they  pulled  off,  and  went  on  their  dark, 
perilous  way. 

Leonard  and  his  sister  were  bundled  up  in 
blankets  and  the  waterproof  sheet ;  but  long 
before  the  morning,  the  drenching  waves 
had  soaked  them  both  to  the  skin.  Don  lay 
by  them  like  a  log.  Sam  pulled  the  oars, 
and  Mons,  Claude  steered.  Before  the 
night  had  gone  the  fury  of  the  storm  abated. 
The  fitful  light  of  the  lightning  gave  place 
to  the  moonbeams,  shooting  between  swift- 
flying  clouds. 

To  Mons.  Claude,  that  night  seemed  to  be 
the  pursuing  vengeance  of  God.  God  only 
knows  all  that  passed  through  his  mind  as 
its  fury  broke  upon  him.  His  dead  wife  was 
before  him  ;  he  saw  again  her  pleading  look 
as  she  said  with  her  dying  breath,  "  Cruelty, 
Leonard,  will  never  do."  And  he  wondered 
to  himself  whether,  if  he  had  taken  her  ad- 
vice, it  would  have  come  to  this.  What  was 
it  that  was  now  saving  him  from  a  horrid 
death  ?  His  little  girl's  love.  But  he  was 
not  saved  yet.  He  was  already  sinking,  the 
last  wave  surely  had  broken  on  them.  There  ! 
they  were  gone !  The  boat  once  more 
righted  itself.  Still  they  were  but  a  wave's 
length  from  death.  And  whose  fault  would 
it  be  if  they  all  perished  that  night  on  tliat 
black  sea  ?  He  had  a  blank  sense  of  misery. 
His  past  folly  now  met  him  face  to  face,  and 
bitter  tears  of  regret  mingled  with  the  drench- 
ing rain  and  dashing  spray,  which  washed 
down  his  pallid  cheek. 

At  last,  morning  came,  and  with  it  a  know- 
ledge of  the  shore,  which  enabled  them  to 
land  before  noon. 

By  evening  Marie  and  Leonard  with  Don 
were  sitting,  warm  and  dr3'  and  safe,  by  their 
father's  side  in  a  fire-lit  room  at . 

For  many  days  Mons.  Claude  was  too 
broken-hearted  to  refer  to  his  past  folly. 
And  besides,  he  had  no  frieuds  to  talk  with, 
and  his  children  were  too  young  for  him 
to  take  into  his  confidence  and  make  his 
confession  to.  He  told  his  penitence  to 
God,  who  never  despises  the  sighings  of  a 
contrite  one,  and  counts  noblest  him  who 
unreservedly  says,"!  did  wrong."  Sometimes 
his  prayer  only  consisted  of  a  quiet  cry ;  but 
his  heart  was  becoming  new  and  his  spirit 
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Sam's  jc^  at  saving  Marie  from  the  terrible 
death  that  awaited  her  was  turned  into 
sorrow,  now  he  remembered  how  nearly  he 
had  been  the  means  ot  guiding  the  desperate 
sufferers  to  their  horrid  work.  He  felt  that 
it  was  not  he  who  had  saved  the  child ;  it 
was  the  child  who  had  saved  him.  He  had 
allowed  hatred  to  ripen  into  murder,  and  he 
had  been  saved  from  the  sin  by  a  little  child. 
He,  loo,  wept  penitential  tears,  and  lifled  his 
simple  heart  to  God  for  pardon. 

Leonard,  too,  had  a  kinder  word  for  his 
sister,  and  discontinued  his  cruel  sneer  that 
she  was  "  only  a  girl,"  Marie  had  done  more 
than  save  her  brother's  life  from  destruction, 
she  had  also  saved  the  nobler  feelings  of  his 
heart. 

One  day  Marie's  papa  handed  her  a  letter, 
saying,  "  Here,  Marie,  that's  where  Sam's  little 
girl  lives,  and  here  is  the  money  to  buy  her 
with,  and  her  railway  fare  here,"  Mons. 
Claude  bad  been  at  great  but  successful 
trouble  to  tind  out  who  had  bought  S^m's 
lamily,  and  had  made  a  handsome  offer  for 
[hem.  He  now  gave  Marie  a  post-office 
order  drawn  in  her  own  name,  and  bid  her 
send  it. 

Marie  did  not  speak.  She  did  not  think. 
She  scarcely  felt.  Could  it  be  all  true?  Her 
^ther  tilt  now  had  not  said  one  word  of  his 
plan.  Tears  rose  at  length  unbidden,  tears  of 
unspeakable  gratitude.  Already  sweet  visions 
of  a  meeting  rose  before  her  loving  fancy. 
"  Papa,  may  /  give  Sam  something  ?    I 


should  like  to,"  interposed  Leonard,  with  a 
little  emotion  evident  in  his  words. 

"  Yes,"  his  papa  replied ;  "  what  would  you 
like?" 

"  I'd  like  to  give  Sam  his  baby,"  was  the 
reply. 

"  Oh,  Leonard,  that's  beautiful !"  Marie  ex- 
claimed.   "  You  are  a  good,  a  dear  fellow ! " 

Heaven  was  opening  its  splendotus  upon 
her. 

It  was  agreed  that  Leonard  should  buy 
Sam's  "  baby,"  now  nine  years  old ;  and 
Mons.  Claude  added, 

"  I  will  give  him  his  wife,  and  his  freedom." 

The  orders  were  dispatched,  and  in  due 
time,  mother  and  children  arrived.  That  day, 
Marie  reached  the  highest  point  of  human 
bliss,  and  Leonard  and  her  papa  were  not 
without  a  large  share  in  it 

After  all  proper  arrangements  had  been 
made,  Mons.  Claude  sold  his  estates  and 
settled  in  Columbia,  where  Sam  lived  as 
gardener,  surrounded  by  the  wife  and  children 
he  loved,  and  often  would  he  say,  "  I  was 
right.  God  was  good,  and  Missy  Marie 
was  His  good  angel." 

Good  hearts  and  true  may  seem  at  first  to 
have  all  against  them,  but  there  is  one  always 
on  their  side ;  that  one  is  God,  Though  it 
only  seems  so  slight  to  have  God,  yet  it  is  the 
strength  that,  slowly  but  surely,  always  wins. 
God  on  their  side  is  all  that  the  angels  have, 
and  they  "  excel  in  strength," 

THE   END. 
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FIRST   EVENING. 

OiKDiDE  HTmn :  "  Jtaiu  ii  our  Shrpbccd."    I.cuon :  Luke 
"-.i-io.     CoBclodiDg   Hymn:    "Sun  of  my  muL,  ItpH 

T  N  one  of  the  books  of  the  Bible  which 
*  contains  many  things  hard  to  be  under- 
stood, and  therefore  better  let  alone,  there  is 
a  very  beautiful  sentence  on  which  we  can 
scarcely  think  too  much.  It  is  a  word  spoken 
by  God  to  some  poor  broken-down  lives, 
broken  down  by  their  own  folly  and  sin, 
Tlie  words  are  brimful  of  love  and  pity. 
They  were  spoken  to  give  hope.  "  In  Me," 
that  is  in  God,  "is  your  help,"  These  un-' 
happy  people  were  very  much  like  the 
Jamb  you  Juive  read  of.  This  iamb  thought 
it  was  very  hard  that  the  shepherd  should  be 
always  watchiog  her,  and  forbidding  her  to  go 


here  and  go  there,  and  very  hard  she  thought 
it  that  at  night,  instead  of  allowing  her  to 
roam  where  she  liked,  the  shepherd  always 
insisted  on  shutting  her  up  with  the  rest  of 
the  flock  in  a  narrow  fold ;  and  the  lamb 
thought  further  how  foolish  the  old  sheep 
had  been  to  submit  so  long  to  this,  and  she 
determined  she  would  not  be  so  foolish,  and 
so  one  day  she  made  up  her  mind  that, 
instead  of  going  in  when  the  others  went  in, 
she  would  stay  out  all  night  She  carefully 
hid  herself  while  the  others  were  being 
folded,  and  then,  when  the  shepherd  was  out 
of  sight,  she  came  from  her  hiding-place,  and 
frisked  and  played  about,  and  thought  what  a 
fine  thins  i'  ™2S  to  be  free  from  the  control 
of  the  shepherd  and  his  dog,  able  to  go 
where  she  would  among  the  fragrant  pastures, 
instead  of  being  shut  up  ,williin  ^tfte,  ,jal^. 
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But  presently,  when  the  darkness  begin  to 
fall,  the  poor  lamb  felt  very  lonely  and  sad ; 
and  she  felt  still  worse  when  she  heard  in 
the  distance  the  howling  of  the  dreadful  wolf; 
and  then  how  she  longed  for  the  bark  of 
the  kind  and  faithful  dog,  and  how  she 
longed  for  the  shepherd's  care,  and  how  she 
wished  that  she  had  never  been  so  foolish  as 
to  stay  outside  the  fold !  She  would  have  given 
anytlung  to  be  safely  with  all  the  other  sheep 
and  lambs,  and  that  night  she  learned  a 
lesson  never  to  be  forgotten.  And  the  Jews 
had  been  veiy  like  that  foolish  lamb  ;  they 
had  thought  it  very  hard  of  God  to  forbid 
them  this  and  that  pleasure,  and  to  command 
this  and  that  duty,  and  they  had  resolved, 
whether  it  was  God's  will  or  not,  to  have 
their  own  way;  and  they  soon  learned  to 
their  cost  that  they  were  not  so  kind  to 
themselves  as  God  would'  have  been  to 
them,  and  that  disobedience  only  brought 
Irouble  and  sorrow.  And  then  that  ever- 
gracious  God,  who  is  so  patient  with  us  all, 
when  they  were  in  trouble  sent  a  kind 
message  by  His  servant  Hosea  to  the  people, 
"  O  Israel,  thou  hast  destroyed  thyself,  but 
in  Me  is  thy  help."  You  remember  in  old 
John  Bunyan's  book  the  picture  of  the  poor 
man,  with  the  big  burden  on  his  back,  who 
had  got  into  the  Slough  of  Despond  and 
could  not  get  out,  and  how  after  vainly  trying 
for  a  long  time,  and  beginning  almost  to 
despair,  another  man,  named  "  Help,"  ap- 
peared on  the  other  side,  and  pointing  him 
to  some  steps,  took  him  by  the  hand  and 
helped  him  out.  You  remember  too  the 
day  when  your  dear  mother  was  very  ill, 
and  after  a  long  time,  and  a  very  anxious 
and  sorrowful  time,  she  began  slowly  to 
recover  and  to  sit  up  a  little  j  and  you 
remember  when  she  first  left  her  room,  she 
could  not  walk  by  herself,  but  went  out 
leaning  heavily  upon  the  strong  arm  of  your 
&ther,  or  the  nurse,  or  your  elder  brother, 
and  she  resting  on  them,  finding  her  help  in 
them,  was  able  to  go  down-stairs.  And  is 
not  that  what  God  means  when  speaking 
through  His  prophet  He  says,  "  In  Me  is  thy 
help  ? "  What  the  man  called  "  Help  "  was 
to  Christian  in  the  Slough  of  Despond,  what 
your  father  or  your  elder  brother  was  to  your 
dear  weak  mother,  that  God  will  be,  is 
anxious  indeed  to  be,  to  all  of  us  who  need 
assistance  ;  "  In  Me  is  thy  help."  Now  you 
know  that  the  New  Testament  of  Jesus 
Christ  asks  us  to  do  a  great  many  things  that 
at  first  are  neither  pleasant  nor  easy  to  do. 
It  is  not  an  easy  thing  to  be  a  Christian, 
If  yoH  don't  care  how  you  live,  what  you  do. 


or  what  you  say,  don't  mind  whether  you 
please  God  or  not— well,  for  awhile  you  will 
meet  with  few  difficulties,  it  will  be  easy  like 
going  down  a  hill.  But  if  you  really  want, 
as  you  sing  sometimes,  "  To  be  like  Jesus," 
it  will  be  often  hard  work,  like  going  up  a 
hilL  For  we  are  told  to  love  one  another, 
to  be  kind  to  everybody,  to  be  patient  and 
self-forgetful,  to  do  to  others  as  we  would 
that  others  should  do  to  us,  to  cherish  a 
thankful  spirit,  to  be  forgiving,  to  return  good 
for  evil,  and  to  try  to  please  God  in  every- 
thing; and  this  is  not  easy  work,  and,  dear 
children,  we  cannot  do  it  without  help  :  and 
don't  you  think  that  this  is  the  very  message 
that  we  want,  and  the  very  message  tiiat 
God  sends  us  in  our  little  text,  "  In  Me  is 
thy  help?"  He  will  help  us  to  do  what  we 
cannot  do  by  ourselves  ;  and  when  we  want 
to  be  good,  and  gentle,  and  patient,  and 
sweet-tempered,  and  don't  know  how,  don't 
seem  to  have  the  strength  for  it,  seem  quite 
powerless,  what  is  to  be  done?  We  are  to 
ask  the  dear  Lord  that  died  for  us  at  Calvary 
to  help  us,  and  He  will.  In  Him  is  our  help. 
Your  little  baby  brother  cannot  stand  alone 
as  yet,  and  when  he  tries  to  stand  he  would 
fall,  only  your  mother's  arms  hold  him  up,  and 
while  she  holds  him  up  he  cannot  fall;  in  bis 
mother  is  his  help.  And  it  is  something 
hke  that  with  us:  we  are  weak  and  need 
some  one  to  hold  us  up,  and  if  we  ask  for 
daily  strength  we  shall  have  it  given  us. 
A  little  girl  once  said  to  a  friend,  "  I  wish  I 
was  like  so-and-so,"  mentioning  one  well 
known  to  both.  "  Why?"  said  he.  "  Because," 
was  the  reply,  "  she  is  so  good."  "  Well,  you 
must  try  to  be  good,"  said  he.  "  I  have  tried, 
but  it  is  no  use,"  she  answered.  "  Try  again 
then,  and  let  me  know  in  a  few  days  how  you 
get  on,"  said  her  friend.  He  saw  her  some 
days  after,  and  inquired  how  she  had  suc- 
ceeded. "  Not  at  all,"  was  the  answer.  "  It's 
no  use."  "  But  did  you  ask  any  one  to  help 
you  ?  "  The  girt  smiled,  and  said  with  some 
surprise,  "Why,  nobody  can  help  me  to  be 
good  ! "  "  Oh  ! "  was  the  reply,  "  if  you  do 
not  ask  any  one  to  help  you,  that  is  why  you 
failed."  "  Why,  who  could  help  me  to  be 
good?"  inquired  the  girL  "  Jesus  the  Saviour ; 
if  you  ask  Him  to  help  you,  you  will 
succeed,  but  if  you  try  alone,  you  never 
will."  "The  poor  girl  saw  it  all,  and  finding 
help  in  the  Saviour,  she  became  what  she 
wished  to  be,  and  gave  great  comfort  to  her 
minister  and  her  friends.  And  we  all  need 
to  remember  that  word  of  Christ,  when  He 
says,  "  Without  Me,  ye  can  do  nothing.  la 
Me  is  thy  help."    ,,,,  ^  ,    ,  ^.v-v.^i^. 
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SECOND    EVENING. 


I  am  sure  none  of  us  can  read  that  beaa- 
tiful  old  story  of  David  sparing  Saul,  and  not 
feel  what  a  good  and  generous  man  David 
was,  and  how  fit  he  was  to  be  a  king.  They 
were  once  indeed  good  friends,  but  some- 
how the  dark  spirit  of  envy  and  jealousy  got 
into  Saul's  heart,  and  inst^  of  trying  to  put 
it  down  and  praying  for  God's  help  to  over- 
come it,  he  listened  to  each  jealous  and 
envious  thought  that  spoke  in  his  heart,  till 
at  last  he  hated  David  so  much,  that  David 
was  obliged  to  flee  for  safety.  He  turned 
aside,  we  may  be  sure,  with  a  sorrowful  spirit, 
perhaps  partly  because  of  the  watercourses 
that  abounded  there,  and  partly  because  of 
the  rocks  and  caves  which  afforded  him  the 
prospect  of  a  hiding-place,  to  the  Wilderness 
of  En-gedi,  which  is  a  little  plain  sloping 
gently  down  towards  the  Dead  Sea,  about 
the  centre  of  its  western  shore.  And  tra- 
vellers tell  us  that  there  are  many  natural 
caves  amon^  the  rocks,  into  any  one  of  which 
Saul  and  his  attendants  might  have  gone, 
and  in  the  inner  recesses  of  which  David 
and  hia  men  were  concealed.  For  you  know 
that  Saul  turned  aside  from  the  heat  to  rest 
a  while  in  a  cave,  and  it  so  happened  that 
b  that  very  cave,  David  and  his  men  were 
hidden.  David  was  far  in  the  cave,  and 
Saul  would  only  go  in  a  little  way,  and 
coming  out  of  the  fierce  sunlight,  the  cave 
would  all  look  dark  to  him,  and  so  he  did 
not  discover  the  man  of  whom  he  had  come 
in  search.  David  and  his  followers  saw 
Saal  come,  and  David's  men  told  their 
master  that  now  was  his  opportunity,  and 
they  wanted  him  to  kill  the  king ;  but 
David's  nobler  nature  turned  aside  at  once 
from  such  a  proposal ;  he  could  not,  however, 
resist  the  temptation,  though  even  for  this 
he  was  sorry  afterwards,  of  stealing  through 
the  darkness  and  cutting  off  a  piece  of  Saul's 
long  robe,  that  he  might  show  that  he  had  him 
in  his  power,  but  would  not  hurt  him.  And 
vhen  he  appealed  on  the  ground  of  that  to 
Saul's  forbearance,  Saul  seemed  very  sorry 
for  his  folly,  and  left  off  pursuing  him  j  but 
David  could  never  quite  trust  him  any  more, 
and  the  evil  spirit  which  had  gained  such 
sway,  Saul  found  more  and  more  difficult  to 
control.  For  bad  passions  which  might 
perhaps  be  easily  overcome  at  first,  become 
afterwards  so  strong  that  conquest  over  them 
is  very  difficult    Well,  now  I  want  you  this 


evening  to  think  a  moment  of  David's  «^ 
amtrol.  David's  acts  of  bravery  and  courage 
were  very  many :  when  he  was  yet  a  youth 
taking  care  of  his  father's  sheep,  he  stew  a 
lion  and  a  bear ;  and  when  he  was  still  a 
youth  he  killed  the  giant  before  whom  all 
the  host  of  Israel  trembled ;  and  when  he 
grew  older  he  was  in  every  way  a  great  and 
brave  soldier,  whose  valour  never  seemed 
to  fail  him.  But  after  all,  the  greatest  and 
the  bravest  acts  of  his  life  are  not  those  of 
the  battle-field,  but  those  in  which  he  wrestled 
with  evil  passions  in  his  own  heart,  and 
quietly  overcame  them.  He  had  Saul  in  his 
power  as  he  lay  sleeping  in  the  cave ;  the 
king  bad  wronged  him  greatly,  and  revenge, 
they  say,  is  sweet.  David  may  have  felt  all 
this,  but  he  fought  with  this  bad  feeling  till 
he  put  it  down,  and  that  day  he  gained  a 
braver  victory  than  he  had  ever  gained  ber<M%. 
We  admire  those  brave  men  that  face  the 
enemy's  forces  fighting  for  their  homes  and" 
country,  but  the  greatest  battles  are  not 
fought  there.  The  Bible  tells  us  that  if  we 
have  a  bad  temper  and  fight  with  it  till  we 
put  it  down ;  that  if  we  have  a  petulant  and 
impatient  and  fault-finding  spirit,  and  fight 
with  it  till  we  have  overcome  it ;  that  if  we 
have  a  quarrelsome,  or  a  proud,  or  an  envious 
spirit,  and  strive  gainst  it,  and  pray  against 
it  till  it  is  conquered ;  that,  in  short,  if  we 
rule  in  our  dispositions  and  spirits  whatever 
needs  ruling,  keep  down  whatever  ought  to 
be  kept  down,  tl^t  we  are  in  reality  doing 
true  soldier's  work ;  yea,  that  all  that  is  a 
greater  and  a  nobler  victory  than  any  other. 
"  He  that  ruleth  his  spirit  is  better  than  he 
that  taketh  a  city."  And  the  next  thing  in 
David  you  must  think  of  here  is  David's 
forcing  spirit:  he  had  very,  very  much  to 
forgive,  for  Saul  had  wronged  him  and  per- 
secuted him ;  but  when  we  encourage  kind 
and  generous  impulses  in  our  hearts,  it  be- 
comes easy  to  do  what  is  right  towards  those 
that  we  think  have  injured  us.  David  had 
not  let  angry  thoughts  bum  in  his  heart,  and 
he  felt  no  resentment,  and  when  he  saw 
Saul  in  his  power  be  would  not  lift  bis  hand 
to  strike  him,  but  freely  forgave  him,  and 
only  returned  him  good  for  evil.  And  that 
is  what  we  are  told  in  our  New  Testament : 
"  Forgive  one  another,  even  as  God  foi 
Christ's  sake  hath  forgiven  you,"  You 
remember  the  boy  who  is  said  to  have  fallen 
out  with  his  sister,  and  in  his  anger  struck 
her  a  bard  blow  in  her  face  ;  she  was  about 
to  return  the  blow,  but  a  word  from  hei 
mother  recalled  her ;  "  Mary,  you  had  bettei 
kiss  George."      This  seemed  strange  advice, 
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but  her  mother  said  agaio,  "  Mary,  my  dear, 
you  had  better  kiss  your  brother;  see  how 
angry  and  unhappy  he  looks."  The  child 
looked  at  her  brother — he  appeared  sullen  and 
dejected  ;  her  temper  soon  cooled,  and  instead 
of  giving  him  the  blow  she  meant  to  give 
him  she  threw  her  arms  about  his  neck  and 
kissed  him.  And  that  I  think  is  what  Jesus 
Christ,  who  when  "  He  was  reviled,  reviled 
not  again,"  would  have  us  always  try  to  do 
to  everybody — return  good  for  evil.  It  is 
very  difficult,  but  He  will  help  lis  if  we'  ask 
Him.  And  now  think  once  more  of  David's 
resislarue  of  evil  counsel.  David's  followers 
were  very  angry  with  the  king  and  wanted 
David  to  let  them  slay  him.  They  loved 
David,  and  felt  more  angry  about  his  wrongs 
than  David  did  himself;  but  David  firmly 
and  kindly  forbade  them  to  touch  Saul.  It 
is  very  difficult  sometimes  to  resist  those 
who  would  have  us  do  what  we  feel  we  ought 
not  to  do ;  but  it  is  always  safer  to  do  what 
God's  voice  within  us  seems  to  say  is  right, 
and  to  refuse  to  do  what  that  voice  seems 
to  say  we  ought  not  to  do,  however  cithers 
may  tempt  us.  David  had  learned  to  say 
"No"  to  a  temptation,  even  when  it  came 
from  those  he  loved,and  even  when  it  was  hard 
to  say  it.  It  will  be  a  good  and  .a  blessed 
thing  for  us  all,  as  we  go  throu^  life,  if 
we  learn  when  we  are  young  to  Bay  "  No  " 
to  those  that  seek  to  entice  us  to  acts  we  feel 
to  be  wrong,  and  paths  that  we  feel  are  for- 
bidden. And  the  last  lesson  for  us  to  re- 
member here  grows  out  of  David's  paUenu. 
The  crown  of  Israel  was  promised  him,  and 
Saul  only  stood  in  the  way  of  his  being  king, 
but  he  would  not  by  his  own  act  put  Said 
out  of  his  path.  He  would  wait  GckI's  time 
in  patience  and  in  faith.  At  all  events,  he 
felt  he  had  better  be  a  poor  man.  all  his  life, 
than  becomeakingbydoing  wrong;  thathe  had 
better  bear  his  troubles  and  his  wrongs  than 
get  out  of  them  by  breaking  God's  law.  He 
would  wait  God's  time,  and  we  know  diat 
afterwu^Js  be  received  the  reward  of  his 
patience,  by  being  made  king  over  all  Israel ; 
and  we  may  therefore  well  listen  to  David  as 
he  says  to  us,  "Commit  thy.  way  unto  the 
Lord  :  trust  also  in  Him  and  He  shall  bring 
it  to  pass." 

THIRD    EVENIWG. 


We  are  going  this  evening  to  have  a  little 
talk  tt^ether  about  thankfulness.  You  have 
seen  in  the  lesson  which  you  have  read  that 


St,  Paul,  among  many  other  directions,  gives 
us  this  one:  "And  be  ye  thankful."  We  all 
know  something  of  what  he  means  by  that. 
You  receive  a  present  from  a  friend,  and  you 
offer  him  your  thanks  in  return.  Before  you 
partake  of  a  meal  your  father  bows  his  head, 
and  gives  thanks.  In  the  morning  you  kneel 
down  and  thank  God  for  all  the  mercies  of 
the  night ;  and  in  the  evening  for  the  mercies 
of  the  day.  There  is  something  very  beauti- 
ful in  this  simple  custom.  It  is  right  that  we 
j  should  recognise  each  new  mercy  as  coming 
to  us  from  the  hand  of  God.  And  we  have 
I  the  example  of  Jesus  Christ  for  that  Before 
[  He  fed  the  multitudes  we  read  of  His  "  giving 
thanks."  Before,  too,  taking  the  bread  and 
'  the>vineat  the  Last  Supper,  He  gave  thanks ; 
.  and  there  can  be  nothing  more  becoming  for 
us  all  than  to  connect  all  our  mercies  witb 
the  evei-kind  hand  and  heart  of  our  gracious 
Father  in  Heaven.  Yet  this  gimng  e/t/tanks 
is  not  all  the  apostl^  means  when  he  says, 
"Be  ye  thankful"  Thanksgiving  rqHesents 
an  act  which  n>ay  h»ve  more  or  less  of  the 
I  heart  in  it,  or  which  may  be  only  a.  custom. 
I  Thankfulness  represents  a  state  of  the  heart 
I  itself;  the  state  or  quality  of  being  thankful 
I  alone  make$  thanksgiving  acceptable  to  God. 
I  J4ow  do  you  know  this  word  "  thanks  "  comes 
I  from  an  old  word  meaning  to  tUnk,  so  that 
j  to  be  thankful  means  to  think  about'a  &vour 
■  with  gratitude?  Unthankfulness springs  from 
what  may  be  called  uidhinkingness.  If  we 
I  thought  more  about  our  blessings  we  should 
j  be  more  thankful  for  them.  But  it  is  the 
<  habit  of  many  of  us  to  think  much  and  often 
of  our  little  troubles  and  our  disappointments, 
and  we  seldom  let  oui  mind  dwell  upon  our 
mercies.  What  a  joy  it  is  to  wake  up.wdl 
and  Etrong  in  the  morning,  and  to  look  :(iuit 
upon  the  beautifril  world  around  us !  How 
much  of  kindness  on  God.'G  part  it  implies 
that  we  are  flowed  to  walk  aU  day  long  safe 
from  harm,  with  our  wants  all  supplied,  and 
finding  as  we  go  through  the  day  many  a  joy 
that  we  never  looked  to  find !  How  pleasant, 
too,  it  is  to  lay  down  our  beads  at  night-time 
tired  with  the  day's  toils  and  play,  and  to 
forget  our  cares  and  sorrows  in  the  calm  of 
sleep,  and  to  recruit  our  strength  for  the  new 
duties  of  the  new  day.  I  wonder  how  many 
children  think  of  all  this,  and  feel  their  hearts 
glowing  with  grateful  love  to  the  dear  Lord 
whose  "mercies  are  new  every  morning"? 
And  this  quality  of  thankfulness  is  a  very 
beautiful  one,  and  often  seems  to  shine  the 
fairest  when  there  appears  to  outward  eye 
the  least  to  be  thankfiil  for.  There  are  many 
sick>rooms   and   many  poor  homes  where 
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there  are  few  internal  comforts,  but  a  crowd 
of  caies  and  difficulties,  and  yet,  in  those 
drcumstances  they  that  have  these  heavy 
burdens  to  cany  find  a  cause  for  thankful- 
ness. Instead  c£  feeling  that  God  is  not  so 
kind  to  them  as  He  might  be,  or  as  He  b  to 
others,  they  feel  that  He  is  far  more  kind  to 
them  than  they  deserve;  they  see  in  each 
new  meicy  a  token  of  His  love,  and  feel 
moved  by  it  the  more  earnestly  to  try  and 
please  Hun.  And  if  they  who  have  appa- 
rently so  few  mercies  are  thankful,  how.  much 
more  may  ve  be,  to  whom,  perhaps,  God 
daily  gives  us  "all  things  richly  to  ettjoy," 
And  I  think  a  thankful  spirit  has  among 
many  other  marks  these;  It  is  a  cen/ent^ 
spirit ;  ^  is  not  vexed  by  vain  dosires  after 
what  God  sees  fit  to  deny  it ;  it  does  not 
look  with  envy  upon  the  things  of  others ;  it 
is,  the  rather,  content  with  its  own  mercies 
And  finds  pleasure  in  them.  Aud  they  are 
truly  cich  who,  whatever  little  they  have,  are 
cootent  with  it,  and  do  not  long  for  more. 
And  they  are  truly  poor  who,  whatever 
they  have,  are  not  content,  but  sigh  forsome- 
thii^  else,  and  feci  that  ehe^  cannot  be  happy 
without  it.  A  thankful  spirit,  too,  is  a  eieer- 
fui  spirit.  Thankfuhjess  is  like  a  light 
shining  in  the  heart,  and  it  throws  its  beams 
upon  the  face  and  character.  Unthankiulness 
always  creates  gloomy,  looks ;  a  dissatisfied 
and  ungrateful  heart .  caa  never  be  a  happy 
heart.  And  a  thankful  spirit  is  a  suimusive 
and  ebedieni  spirit..  If  you  are  truly  grateful 
to  aa  eaithly  friend  you  will  try  and  show 
your  gratitude  by  attending  to  his  request; 
aod  if  we  are  thankful  to  our  Heavenly  Father 
we  shall  try  to .  please  Him.  And,  dear 
children^  you  must  try  to  put  down — asking 
for  the  help  of  God's  Holy  Spirit  to  enable 
you  to  do  it — all  untbanld'ulness,  counting  it 
as  ao  evil  thing  not  Vy  be  harboured,  but 
maSX  be  driveo  forth.  And  we  must  try  in- 
stead to  cultivate  this  spirit  of  thankfulness. 
And  it  is  like  the  flowers  in  our  ^irdens,  it 
£rows  as  we  cultivate  it ;  but,  like  the  flowers, 
it  suffers  by  our  neglect.  It  is  very  sad,  when 
mikind  and  ungeoerous  thoughts  are  left  to 
live  in  our  hearts,  how  they  grow  and  spread, 
quite  overshadowing  Uie  good.  And  if  we 
give  way  to  the  spint  qf  mannuring  or  fault- 
finding it  will  grow  more  and  more ;  but  if 
we  give  way  to  grateful  feelings  Acy  grow 
too.  And  if  ve  ihougtU  abput  our  blessings 
we  should  find  that  we  have  always  more 
reason  for  thankfulness  thaa  complaint  And 
■what  is  more,  we  only  truly  enjoy  the  good 
we  have  as  we  take  it  with  a  thankful  heart 
No  matter  how  great  a  pleasure  may  be 


in  itself,  it  is  not  what  is  ia  it  that  makes'it  a. 
pleasure,  but  what  is  'vaus.  It  is  the  thankful 
and  contented  heart  in  us  that  makes  the 
summer  holiday  by  the  sea  and  in  the  country 
such  a  delight  to  us;  but  if  we  are  in  a  fault- 
findii^  and  complaining  mood,  why  neither 
rambles  in  country  lanes  or  on  the  sea-shore 
can  ever  give  us  pleasure,  for  unthankiulness 
turns  the  brightest  day  into  cloudy  weather. 
But  they  that  have  learned  to  take  all  the 
gifts  that  God  sends  them  with  a  thankful 
spirit  find  pleasure  every  hour  and  in  every 
[dace.  The  earth  is  a  constant  delight  to 
such,  and  so  wc  sing  sometimes — 

"  TcD  IfaanUDd  thoviUid  prtciDot  fift< 
iL-t  dallT  tkuki  aploT, 

Nor  u  the  leaat  %  cbwflil  heart, 
Tluil  tuta  OiMe  (ifti  villi  jo}'.'* 

There  was  once  a  sailor  who  had  been  in  his 
time  a  bad  man,  but  who,  by  the  gentle 
pleading  of  God's  Spirit,  had  been  changed 
into  a  better  man ;  and  the  sailor  was  never 
tired  of  extolling  what  he  felt  had  been  the 
goodness  of  God  to  him,  and  he  used  to  say, 
"  He  shall  never  hear  the  last  of  it,"  Ah  ! 
wonld  it  not  be  well  if  we  could  say,  "  God 
shall  never  hear  the  last  of  my  praises "  ? 
And  if  we  are  truly  thankful  our  dear  Lord, 
who  "  daily  loads  us  with  His  benefits,"  shall 
never  hear  the  lost  of  it,  for  the  song  of  praise 
began  on  earth  shall  be  renewed  in  the  world 
to  come,  and  then  go  on  for  ever. 

rOURIH  KVXMING. 

OpnlDi  H«BE  :  "  Gentle  Jem,  mnek  ud  Bild,"  Lsboh  : 
Jafaa  1. 1 1— iS.    Condndnl  Hjnu  :  "  Sua  of  sj  »■■,  Tbea 

'  Some  years  ago  a  vessel  was  wrecked  on 
the  coast  of  Newfoundland.  Among  those 
that  got  safely  landed  was  a  boy,  who  after- 
wards wandered  along  the  cold  and  dreary 
^ore  in  search  of  food  and  shelter,  and  as 
he  wandered  he  came  across  two  other  chil- 
dren, younger  than  himself,  who,  like  himself, 
had  been  wrecked.  They  were  crying  bitterly, 
for  they  had  lost  dieir  parents,  and  did  not 
kjiow  but  that  they  were  drowned.  The  poor 
lad,  cold  and  hungty  though  he  was,  took 
compassion  upon  them,  for  he  had  a  tender 
heart,  and  ccnild  not  bear  to  see  them  cry ; 
:and  he  set  to  work  and  gathered  some  moss 
and  dry  seaweed,  and  what  else  he  could 
find,  and  made  a  rude  but  soft  bed  for  them ; 
and  then,  taking  off  his  coat,  he  si)read  it 
over  them,  and  sat  down  by  their  side, 
soothing  their  sorrows  till  they  fell  asleep, 
and  by  their^de  he  remained  all  night,  bi 
the  morning,  leaving  them  still  asleep,  he 
went  in  watch  of  ,their  pai^ft  ,^d  f§  *»» 
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great  joy  he  found  them  Tooking  for  their 
children,  whom  they  had  almost  given  up  for 
lost.  He  directed  them  where  to  find  the 
children,  and  then  went  on  himself  in  search 
of  a  place  of  shelter  and  refreshmenL  But 
.  when  the  parents  were  returning  with  their 
recovered  little  ones,  they  found  their  kind 
and  brave  preserver  lying  quite  dead  upon 
the  snow,  not  far  from  the  spot  where  they 
had  left  him.  The  long  exposure  in  his  ex- 
hausted state  had  been  too  much  for  him, 
and,  having  saved  his  little  charge,  he  laid 
himself  down  to  die.  I  am  sure  we  all 
feel  that  he  was  a  very  noble  boy.  And  what 
gratitude  ever  after  must  the  children  and 
their  parents  have  felt  to  the  unknown  boy, 
who  had  risked  his  own  life  that  he  might 
comfort  and  save  others  I  It  is,  however,  but 
a  feint  picture  of  what  has  been  done  for  us 
by  One  whom,  indeed,  we  have  not  seen, 
though  we  have  often  felt  Him  near,  and  in 
our  hearts,  Jesus  came  down  from  heaven — 
became  a  child  that  He  might  taste  ali  a 
child's  joys  and  sorrows,  and  help  a  child; 
became  a  poor  man  that  He  might  know 
a  poor  man's  lot,  so  as  to  be  able  to  help 
a  poor  man  ;  entered  into  all  the  states  and 
conditions  of  human  life  that  He  might  be 
the  Helper  of  all,  and  at  last  died  on  Cal- 
vary for  us,  that  we  might  live  through  Him. 
And  if  we  carry  the  joy  of  God's  forgiveness 
in  our  hearts,  we  know  it  comes  to  us  through 
Christ ;  and  if  we  arc  being  daily  helped  to 
be  kind,  and  gentle,  and  unselfish,  we  know 
that  help  comes  to  us  through  the  Saviour; 
and  if  we  are  looking  for  a  home  in  heaven 
when  our  earthly  life  is  over,  we  are  looking 
for  it  just  because  our  dear  Saviour  loved  us 
so  much  that  He  died  for  us ;  and  if  He  so 
loved  us  how  ought  we  to  feel  towards  Him? 
We  ought,  indeed,  to  love  Him,  We  cannot, 
it  is  true,  altogether  control  our  feelings,  and 
it  is  not  easy  to  make  ourselves  love  all  those 
whom  we  ought  to  love ;  but  if  you  really 
feel  He  did  all  we  are  toid  He  did  for  you, 
and  if  you  really  look  into  His  face  as  it 
shines  in  the  Gospel,  and  if  you  think  of  His 
beautiful  Spirit  and  His  love,  it  is  not  hard  to 
love  Him — we  cannot  help  loving  Him.  If, 
however,  we  feel  we  do  not  love  Him,  perhaps 
it  will  help  our  love  if  we  do  these  two  things  : 
— We  should  try  first  of  all  to  let  our  minds 
dwell  upon  what  He  has  done  for  us.  When 
we  think  long  about  an  absent  friend  it  is 
wonderful  how  fresh  the  memory  of  him 
keeps.  And  we  know  that  in  order  that 
His  followers  might  keep  Him  in  mind  the 
Saviour  instituted  that  beautiful  service  which 
we  call  "the  Lord's  Supper."    And  we  must 


try  and  think  often  of  what  He  did  for  u^ 
and  if  we  do,  our  love  will  grow  more  and 
more.  And  then,  I  think,  we  should  try 
and  do  the  things  He  bids  us  do;  even 
when  it  is  not  pleasant,  but  perhaps  almost 
disagreeable  to  do  them,  still  to  tiy  to  do 
them ;  for  though  it  is  true  that  an  action  b 
not  worth  much  unless  our  heart  is  in  it,  yet 
if  we  really  try  to  do  what  we  ought  to  do 
our  hearts  will  soon  flow  into  it.  Many  a 
youth  going  to  a  trade  or  profession  has  felt 
that  there  is  much  to  be  done  that  is  un- 
pleasant at  first,  yet,  as  he  tries  to  do  what  is 
given  him  to  do  cheerfully  and  faithfully,  this 
feeling  soon  passes  away.  And  I  think  that 
is  such  a  beautiful  and  helpful  text — "  He 
that  hath  my  commandments  and  keepeth 
them,  ^  it  is  that  loveth  me."  And  as  the 
Saviour  loved  us,  so  ou^t  we  to  love  one 
another.  It  is  very  difficult  to  love  every- 
body. Those  that  are  cross-tempered,  tiiat 
speak  harshly  to  us,  that  carry  no  sunshine 
in  their  faces,  who  do  not  win  upon  our  con- 
fidence, are  not  in  themselves  lovable,  are 
not  easily  loved.  But  if  we  consider  how  they 
have  been  brought  up,  what  they  have  had 
to  endure  as  they  have  gone  through  life, 
how  perhaps  they  are  often  unwell,  andhow 
that  their  bad  hutnours  really  trouble  theta 
as  much  as  they  trouble  us,  and  if  we  force 
ourselves  to  abound  in  little  acts  of  unselfish 
kindness  towards  them,  we  shall  soon  find 
that  we  have  won  their  love,  and  that  they 
have  won  ours.  For  evety  little  care  that 
we  give  to  and  every  little  self-denial  that 
we  make  for  another,  do  somehow  tend  t!> 
create  an  interest  in  him.  You  do  not 
perhaps  value  greatly  the  flower  that  is  given 
you  at  first,  but  as  you  tend  it  and  watch 
it  grow,  the  flower  seems  to  endear  itself  to- 
you.  You  do  not  love  the  bright,  happy 
little  bird  that  sings  to  you  from  its  cage  half 
so  much  at  first  as  afterwards,  and  you  love 
it  more  afterwards  because  of  all  you  have 
done  for  it.  And  if  we  do  kind  things  to 
those  we  feel  we  do  not  love  at  present,  we 
shall  soon  find  our  hearts  going  out  towards 
them  ;  and  surely  there  are  few  things  more 
blessed  than  to  be  in  that  state,  in  which  we 
feel  no  hatred,  and  no  unkind  thought  to 
anybody,  but  full  of  love  towards  everything 
and  everybody.  We  may  never  be  able  to  do 
any  such  great  things  as  the  boy  did  of- whom 
I  have  spoken  to  you,  but  it  is  enough  if 
we  can  fill  our  hands  and  hearts  with  iUtie 
though  tfulnesses. 

••LHIU&<xA%rS\iaiBaa, 
Lit/Id  woiimt  love, 
M»kc  our  homo  MEdm,    ,     ,    ,1,, 
Like  the  i«*«  aboict )  O  Q  I C 
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I.— HOME  NOTES. 
A«T  IM  THB  HOtlBS  OF  THE  POOR. 

Attention  has  once  again  b«en  called  to  the 
eiceHent  work  of  the  Kyrle  Society,  which  lately 
held  its  first  annoal  public  meeting  in  Kensington 
BDder  the  presidency  of  Prince  Leopold.  The  germ 
of  this  Sodety  was  Touad,  as  the  Prince  stated,  in  a 
letter  addreised  by  Mil*  Octavia  Hill  "  to  those  who 
hare  beautiful  things,"  containing  an  appeal  to  such 
persons  to  help  "  to  diffuse  a  love  of  beautifal  thtngi 
among  oni  poorer  brethren,"  For  the  last  five  years 
the  Kyrle  Sodety  has  been  engaged  in  the  endeavour 
(o  mltivate  and  extend  the  lore  of  art  intbc  homes  of 
the  poor,  and  to  encourage  the  practical  recognition  of 
ait  principles  by  the  leas  educated  and  less  favoured 
classes.  The  meoibers  have  also  rendered  great 
service  by  their  readiness  to  visit  poor  oeighboarhoods 
and  give,  free  of  expense,  concerts  and  entertainments, 
tbw  biinpng  witiidn  the  reach  at  many,  whose  lives 
have  little  of  brightness  or  refinement  in  them,  a  pure 
and  simple  source  of  enjoyment.  Several  instances 
have  come  ondcr  our  notice  of  the  extreme  grati- 
Bratifin  and  of  the  substantial  help  to  various  good 
causes  which  have  been  afforded  by  this  means. 
The  fociety  has  also  done  much  to  assist  in  the 
tasteful  decoration  of  workmen's  clubs,  schools, 
hospitals,  and  other  buildings,  the  walls  o(  which 
might  have  been  IcR,  apart  from  such  intervention 
and  hdp,  bare,  dull,  and  dingy  enough.  To  some 
persons,  at  6jst  sight,  the  objects  of  the  society  may 
not  commCDd  themselves  very  strongly,  because  they 
do  not  tonch  the  highest  and  most  urgent  necessities 
of  life.  But  a  more  thoughtful  consideratioa  of  the 
subject  will  suggest  many  reasons  why,  while  other 
things  uedoDe,thesethinesoughtnot  to  be  left  undooe. 
Refinement  of  taste  may,  no  doubt,  be  cultivated, 
wliile  the  moral  and  spiritual  necessities  of  the 
natare  are  nncared  for;  but,  after  all,  experience 
shows  that  all  good  and  beautiful  things  in  hfe  go 
wonderfully  well  together,  under  proper  guidance  and 
control,  and  have  a  marvellous  power  of  helping  each 
other.  The  chances,  it  we  may  so  speak,  for  godli- 
ness, happiness,  and  contentment  in  a  humble  home 
are  certainly  greater  where  there  is  some  cherished 
regard  for  cleanliness,  taste,  order,  and  beauty,  than 
where  diif,  squalor,  and  neglect,  or  even  a  mere  rough 
disregard  and  ignorance  of  things  that  are  bright  and 
bcantifnl,  rdgn  supreme.  In  the  outer  as  well  as 
the  inner  world  the  law  of  God  is  a  law  of  harmony 
and  beauty,  and  human  life  is  meant  to  be  brigfat, 
and  i*  likely  to  be  all  the  more  wholesome  for  being 


CaiLDBSH   is   CANAL  BOATS  AND  GIPSY   TENTS, 

Hr.  George  Smith,  of  Coalville,  the  indelatigable 
aad  perristent  Mend  of  our  canal-boat  popnlation, 
oTtbegipdc^udri  Other  Degtected  and  Dnfottanate 


classes  of  the  commnruty,  still  keeps  the  important 
questions  which  he  has  raised  before  tbe  public,  and 
presses  practical  measures  of  improvement  and  reform 
upon  our  authorities  with  a  zeal  which  may  accomplish 
its  porpose,  if  by  no  other  means,  as  the  purpose  of  the 
widow  of  the  parable  was  accomplished,  concerning 
whom  the  unjust  judge  said,  "  I  will  do  het  justice,  lest 
by  her  continual  coming  she  weary  me,"  Mr.  Smith 
stales  that  while  England  led  the  van  in  canal  legisla- 
tion bypassing  the  Act  of  1877,  it  has  fallen  a  long  way 
in  the  rear  of  America,  so  far  as  putting  the  legislative 
enactment  into  operation  is  concerned.  The  conclusion 
is,  as  Mr.  Smith  puts  it,  that  "  State  action  and  phi- 
lanthropy are  paralyzed  by  the  refrigeration  and  red 
tape  of  John  Bull's  registration  authorities,"  who 
have  the  carrying  out  of  the  Act  in  question.  lu  this 
matter  the  action  of  the  United  States  Executive  has 
been  more  prompt.  Last  year  a  gentleman  was 
appointed  as  inspector  of  the  boats  on  the  Chesapeake 
and  Ohio  Canal,  which  is  184  miles  in  length.  He 
found  550  tiarges  at  work,  with  a  population  of  close 
upon  4,000  persons — men,  women,  and  children — 
whose  condition  was  very  similar  to  that  of  our  own 
boat  population.  "  During  the  year  tie  organized  25 
schools  and  re-organized  25  oUiers,  actually  bring- 
ing under  the  influence  of  the  schoolmaster  and 
the  Gospel  more  than  3,000  boat  children."  Com- 
paring this  case  with  thai  of  an  English  canal  of  about 
the  same  length— from  London  to  Birmingham  aiul 
the  Potteries— Mr,  Smith  finds  that  the  results  of  the 
passing  of  our  Act  some  three  years  ago,  and  of  seven 
yeais' hard  work,  have  been  "almost  nil."  There  are 
1,500  boats  at  work,  with  a  population  of  more  than 
6,000.  To  meet  the  case  of  these  people,  not  more 
than  three  or  four  schools  have  been  eatablished,  aud 
these  without  any  help  from  the  State,  "  Oneichool," 
says  Mr.  Smith,  "built  on  a  wharf  bank  for  the  boat 
children  has  cost  over  £i,oao ;  and  when  I  was  there 
I  found  two  children,  who  had  toddled  into  it  and 
were  learning  thni  ABC,  and  the  boat  youths  at 
both  sexes,  for  wliom  the  school  was  built,  were  idling 
upon  the  bank,  as  ignorant  as  heathens."  This  is  a 
specimen  of  a  state  of  things  which,  Mr.  Smith  says, 
exists  to  a  large  extent  over  4,800  miles  of  rivers  and 
caiuls.  He  urges  that  the  Goremment  should  take 
the  direct  oversight  of  the  Canal  Boats  Act  into  their 
own  hands,  and  thus  prevent  it  from  being  any  longer 
a  dead  letter,  and  that  the  prindple  of  the  Act  should 
be  also  extended  to  the  tents  and  vans  occupied  by 


BBmSH  SAILOKa   AND   AKDENT  SPIRITS. 

Everybody  who  is  concerned  for  the  welfare  and 
happiness  of  the  men  and  lads  who  compose  the 
Britidi  Navy  will  be  glad  to  observe  the  statement 
recently  made  by  Lord  Northbrook,  the  First  Lord  of 
the  Admiralty,  with  req>ect  to  the  distribution  of  rum 
to  the  men  in  their  daily  rationi.     It  used  to  be  sup- 
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posed  thai  it  wu  impossible  fot  the  British  sailor  to 
get  through   his  worii  and  to  endure  the  tedious 

watching)  and  eiposnre  to  nil  sorts  cf  weather,  which 
fidl  to  hij  lot  in  the  discharge  of  his  duties,  without 
the  habitual  consumption  ol  a  considerable  quantk; 
■of  ardenl  spirits.  It  need  scarcely  be  said  that  this 
.has  been  pi^ed  to  be  physiologically  a  blunder,  and 
.practically  has  proved  very  mischievous.  The  thirst 
for  '*  strong  drink  "  thus  systematically  cherished,  hai 
indefinitely  increased  the  peculiar  perils  and  tempta- 
tions of  a  sailor's  career.  The  Government  for  some 
time  have  been  in  the  habit  of  giving  to  sailors  who 
.  abstained  from  the  use  of"  grog  "  a  money  allowance 
equivalent  to  its  daily  value.  A  deputation  from  the 
Natioaal  Temperance  Leagne  lately  waited  upon 
Lord  Norlhbroolc  to  place  before  him  certain  views 
and  SDggestions  of  their  Association,  one  of  their 
points,  being  that  those  who  abstained  should  receive 
■a  larger  money-equivalent  for  their  spirit  rations  than 
was  at  present  allotted  to  tl)em.  Lord  Northbrool, 
in  reply,  stated  that  the  Admiralty  intended  to  slop 
the  issue  of  rum-rations  to  officera,  and  to  give  com- 
pensation for  it  in  money.  They  also  intended  to 
stop  the  mm-ratioD  lo  boys  up  to  the  age  of  ao,  and 
to  offer  Ihrtber  indncements  to  the  men  to  give  up 
their  rum,  by  supplying  them  with.  In  addition  to  the 
tea  and  sugar  now  issued,  a  ration  of  chocolate  in  the 
middle  m'ght  watch.  His  lordship  also  explained 
that  an  increase  in  the  inoney  allowance  granted  in 
lien  of  mm  would  entail  an  additional  charge  of  Irom 
^10,000  to  ^ao,Ooo  a  year,  and  that  (he  allowance  at 
present  granted  was  in  eicess  of  the  value  of  the  rum, 
-which  was  issued  to  the  Navy  before  payment  of  doty. 
He  admitted,  however,  that  on  the  present  system  the 
country  probably  gained  more  than  it  seemed,  so  far 
as  cash  was  concerned,  to  lose  by  the  total  abstainers 

THE  aniVKT  OF  EASIKKK  rALESTINS. 

The  Palestine  Exploration  Society  has  expended 
seven  years  lii  the  preparation  of  Ae  map  of  that 
counliy  which  it  has  now  completed.  It  has  sur- 
veyed the  whole  of  Palestine  west  of  the  Jordan, 
from  Dan  to  Beersheba,  covering  an  area  of  nearly 
6,000  square  mUes.  Tlus  survey  has  led  to  the 
~  identification  of  150  ^ites  of  places  menrioned  in  the 
Bible,  and,  including  these,  the  whole  number  of  such 
'  sites  now  filed  15430,  out  of  a  totalofbzo  to  which  re- 
>ference  is  made  in  the  Scriptures.  The  Society  is  now 
'turning  its  attention  to  Palestine  east  of  the  Jordan, 
4he  area  of  which  Is  about  5,000  square  miles.  The 
Sible  refers  toabont  100  sites  in  this  district,  of  which 
about  70  ate  supposed  at  present  to  be  knmvru  II  is 
expected  that  the  sorvey  of  this  portion  of  the  conntry 
and  the  preparation  of  the  map  of  it  will  occupy  about 
five  years.  The  surveying  party  will  direct  their  atten- 
tion  to  the  disctnery  of  nionnmenix  and  insertlied 
■tones,  and  to  the  investi^tion  of  the  maiuiers,  cus- 
toms, and  langoBge  of  the  people,  ai  bearing  on  the 
iTlustralion  of  the  Bible.  This  is  an  enterprise  in 
which  every  student  of  the  Sacred  Scriptures  cartnot  1 
but  feel  a  deep  intereiti 


SPECIAL  MISSION  WORE  IN   LOHDOH. 

The  recently  issued  report  of  the  London  City 
Mission  gives  a  summarised  statement  of  what  is 
called  the  Special  Work  of  the  orgaoizalion  among 
the  vast  and  moltifiuioaa  pi^niUtion  of  the  metro- 
polis. There  are  sixty-nine  City  missionaries  set  apart 
for  efforts  intended  to  benefit  particular  sections  of 
the  community.  Of  these  agents,  nineteen  arc  en- 
gaged in  the  visitation  of  public-houses  and  coffee* 
shops ;  one  is  occupied  in  efforts  on  behalf  of  hotel- 
servants  ;  nine  give  their  whole  time  and  attention  to 
foreigners  who  may  either  be  resident  in  London, 
or  who  come  for  business  or  other  purposes ;  four 
visit  the  Jews ;  eight  are  employed  in  visiting  hos- 
pitals, workhouses,  and  inlirniaries ;  Gve  seek  the 
welfare  of  the  day  and  night  cabmen  ;  four  look  after 
the  labourers  in  the  London  docks  ;  three  are  occu- 
pied with  the  omnibus  and  tram-car  men  ;  three  are 
set  apart  for  factories  and  workshops;  three  attend  to 
the  letter-carriers  and  other  minor  officials  of  the 
post  office ;  several  are  engaged  among  the  workmen 
and  mechanics  at  the  principal  railway  stations  ;  three 
missionaries  are  engaged  among  the  Webh  popula- 
tion; one  among  the  Chelsea  pensioners ;  one  among 
the  City  police;  one  among  thieves;  two  among 
coachmen  and  indoor  servants ;  (wo  among  canal- 
boatmen  ;  and  there  are  special  missionaries  to  fallen 
women,  drovers,  ha;-car[ers,  men  employed  on  public 
works,  bakers,  and  Billingsgate  fish  people.  We  are 
not  sure  that  even  this  long  list  exhausts  the  varieties 
of  special  services  in  wMch  the  agents  of  the  City 
Mission  are  engaged,  and  for  which  it  Is  fvident  that 
special  aptitude  In  each  case  must  be  reqiured.  To 
select  one  instance  out  of  many  in  which  aptilnde 
aad  zeal  have  been  shown,  and  have  secured  gratify- 
ing success,  we  notice  that  the  missionaiy  employed 
at  the  station  of  the  London  and  North- Western 
B-ailway  Company  stands  very  high  in  the  affection 
and  esteem  of  the  men,  and  is  regarded  by  them  as  a 
personal  Aiend.  He  visits  them  when  sick  in  their 
homes,  and  has  sometimes  sixty  cases  npon  his  sich 
list.  It  is  noteworthy  that  this  agent  is  supported  by 
the  contributions  of  the  railway  company,  and  the 
remark  is  made  in  the  report,  that  "if  the  several 
railway  companies  would  contribate,  so  that  cacb 
tenninus  and  goods-station  had  its  mlsslAnary,  the 
cipezise  would  soon  be  repaid  in  the  improremcDt 
among  their  men." 

H-  GLANCES  ABROAD. 

THE  BRITISH  RUPIU  AHD   US  WAIS. 

The  allentimi  of  English  people  has  continoed  to 
be  painfully  attracted  by  events  in  different  parts  of 
Africa,  liie  war  with  the  Baiatos,  allbcragb  con- 
ducted by  the  Cape  Colonists  without  the  countenance 

aid  of  tbe  British  Government  at  home,  toudies  very 
deeply  the  question  of  onr  relations  and  futnre  influ- 
ence with  the  native  tribes  of  Soath  Africa.  The 
war  with  the  Boen  of  the  Transvaal  is  directly  con- 
ducted nnda  the  direction  oC  ont  Government,  and 
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Q»iii£  to  the  smaUneH  of  the  Britiili  foice  araiUble 
iialil  reinroreeroeott  could  un>r«,  its  conne  hitberio 
lua  been  decidedly  muncceMiiil.  Severe  losset  have 
been  sustained  amone  oroffioets  and  nun,  and  at  the 
lime  we  write  the  pMitlDn  of  the  Britiih  commaader 
i<  n>nsid«fed  criti^  Of  cotit*e  itraa;  be  laid  with 
|)criect  tinth  that  the  >d«t  of  the  power  of  England 
'cing  unabk  to  cope  with  the  Soer  rerolutionitu  ii 
pcposteroQS,  aod  thatth*  re-ettaUi^UBeDt  of  ^tish 
iDthority  in  the  Transvaal  can  caily  be  the  qncstion  of 
a  fev  weeks.  But  reveraes  are  unpleasant  experiences, 
boirever  they  may  be  accounted  for,  and  afterwards 
mide  good  ;  and  the  most  distieuiiiE  consideration  in 
coDaection  both  with  the  straggle  in  fiasutoland  and 
vilii  that  in  the  Ttanavaal  la  that  to  competait  and 
tlKraghtfol  observen,  inclading  it  wonld  seem  persons 
in  anthori^  at  (be  Colonial  Office,  it  appears  that 
these  collisions  might  have  becD  avoided  had  greatci 
Toresigbt  and  prudence  been  eiercited.  War  is 
deplorable  at  any  time,  but  it  H  doubly  deplorable 
kIkd  thetroste  ofblood  and  treomre  irtiKh  it  involves, 
and  the  excitement  of  evil  passion  which  it  occasions, 
cinbetraced  to  bot-headedness and  blundering.  To 
tiiE  evil  tidings  from  South  AiJric*  we  hav«  to  add 
that  from  tbe  GtAd  Coast,  inlbrming  ns  that  the 
savage  King  of  Ashantee,  with  whom  we  were  en- 
gaged in  hostilities  only  a  few  years  ago,  is  again 
ibreatening  to  give  troidile,  and  that  the  outbreak  of 
vfsi  appears  so  inuoinent  that  tioopa  have  been 
ordered  oat  for  service  in  Chat  part  of  the  world. 
These  wan  and  nunotus  of  wan  ore  no  ddubt  on  but  a 
small  scale,  and  in  comparison  with  the  greater  opera- 
tions only  too  familiar  in  theconSicts  of  great  nations 
2ie  not  to  be  rejprdcd  as  natters  of  Mrioni  concern; 
but  regarded  from  the  point  of  view  of  the  philan- 
thropist and  the  Chiiiliaii  they  are  matteta  of  the 
deepest  concern.  To  not  a  few  hearts  and  homes 
these  Afncan  wars  have  broaght  untold  sorrow  and 
siScring,  they  are  daik  shadows  on  the  path  of  the 
Empire,  aiul  ihey  testify  at  once  to  thereapanalbilitis*, 
ibe  perils,  and  the  mairifold  diScullMi  «f  our  InipeHal 
poiitioD.  We  cannot  cease  to  orge  the  need  of  a  wctl- 
iaiinicted,  intelligent  public  opinion,  aad  of  a  care- 
fully cherished  sensibility  of  consciennt,  wittf  ref peci 
Id  aitioaal  gnestions  of  this  kind. 

IBS  IMDIAIf   POPDIATIOH  OF  THB  IIHITED  MATES. 

The  anrnuil  report  of  the-  Indian  Bni«Mi  of  the 
Uailed  States  Goveninwnt  for  iSSahaa  recently  been 
i&ued.  It  gives  some  very  interesting,  and  in  many 
respects  gratifying,  particolan  of  the  improvement 
vkicb  is  taking  place  in  the  conditioa  of  the  Indian 
iiibei.  The  ob^  of  the  Burean  referred  to  is  to 
ortend  the  influences  of  educatit»i,  and  o(  iutniction 
in  Ibe  arts  of  civilised  life,  in  a  systematic  way  and  by 
munsofreapansibleo&cials.antong thelndians.  The 
iLunber  oC  Indians  in  the  United  States,  exclusive  of 
Aluka,  is  stated  to  be  rather  more  than  a  quarter  of 
i  miUion,  all  of  whom,  with  the  exception  of  iSfica, 
are  more  or  less  under  the  direct  control  of  agents  of 
the  Government.  We  note  that  the  Indians  in  tbe 
State  of  New  York  are  set  down  as  5,000  in  nomber ; 


ia  the  State  of  Michigan,  upwards  of  to,oooi  ia 
WaFhtogton  Teiritoty,  si,ooo;  and  in  the  Indian 
Territory,  60,000  civilised,  and  nearly  lS,Ooo  uncivi- 
lised.  It  is  highly  gralifyloe  to  observe  that  the- 
dispoaitian  to  engage  in  agrlcultaral  pursuits  is  deci- 
dedly increasing,  and  these  children  of  the  forest  and 
prairie  are  showing  an  aptitude  In  work  of  this  kind 
which  it  was  once  feued  woold  never  be  developed 
in  them.  The  Government  agents  at  varions  centres- 
supply  the  Indians  with  agiicultural  implements,  and 
at  many  of  the  agencies  the  demand  for  these  baa 
been  much  greater  than  could  be  met  by  the  re-- 
sources  which  had  been  d«n>t«d  by  the  Goverament 
to  that  purpose.  Tbe  report  stales  that  "  The  efforts 
of  a  number  of  the  tribes  in  collivating  the  soil  have 
been  attended  with  a  degree  of  success  that  has  set 
at  rest  the  question  not  only  of  their  ability  to  learn 
the  arts  of  husbandry,  but  also  of  their  willingness  to- 
engage  in  pursuits  at  once  honourable  and  lucrative, 
which,  at  no  distant  day,  will  miilie  them  selr-sap- 
porting,  and  place  them  beyond  the  care  of  the 
Government"  With  respect  to  education,  a  similarly 
encouraging  record  is  given.  During  the  year,  60 
boarding  and  lOa  day  schools  have  been  in  operation 
among  the  different  Indian  tribes,  exclusive  of  the 
five  civilised  trilies  in  the  Indian  Territory ;  and 
these  have  been  taught  by  j  [6  teachers,  and  attended 
by  upwards  of  7,000  children.  The  policy  of  the 
Bureau  is  to  give  the  children  not  only  school  in- 
slruction  of  Ibe  ordinaiy  kind,  but  also  training  in 
fanning  and  domestic  work,  and  in  the  manners  and 
habits  of  clviliaed  life.  Wllh  this  view,  it  is  felt  to 
be  of  the  utmost  importance  that  the  boarding-scbool 
accommodation  should  be  largely  increased,  and  that 
the  funds  devoted  to  this  purpose  should  be  corre- 
spondingly enlarged.  The  Bureau  authorities  have 
entered  into  engagements  to  establish  13  itew  board- 
ing-schools during  the  present  year ;  but  even  this 
coiuiderahle  addition  to  the  preseat  provision  is  by 
no  means  completely  adequate  to  the  requirements  of 
the  case.  The  reports  from  existing  school*  show 
that  pupils  are  increasing  in  number,  and,  what  ii 
perhaps  even  more  important,  in  regularity  of  atten- 
dance, and  that  in  various  ways  the  parents  exhibit  a 
growing  interest  in  the  work  of  edacation.  The  in- 
dustrial school)  in  particular  have  been  visited  during 
the  past  year  by  cfueEs  and  head-men  of  several 
different  tribes,  by  whom  they  were  delegated  to  the 
work  of  inspection ;  and  it  ia  sUted  that  all  theiG 
representative  Indians  were  deeply  impressed  by  the 
advantages  which  the  schools  afford,  and  a  powerful 
impulse  was  thus  given  to  the  interest  felt  by  the 
tribes  in  the  education  of  their  children,  which  vrill 
certainly  be  protluctlve  of  good. 

Such  a  r^ort  as  this  indeed  aEFords  a  striking  and 
delightful  contrast  to  the  too  familiar  records  of  a 
former  time,  when  fierce  conflicts,  barbarous  outrages 
and  reprises,  the  decay  of  strength  and  of  hope  on 
the  part  of  the  Indians,  and  the  rapid  diminution  of 
their  numbers  through  demoralising  influences, 
formed  the  stock  subjects  of  report  and  observation. 
It  ahoold  be  remembered  that  all  the  good  work  to   , 


3l6 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


which  we  hare  teferred  is  iDdepeodent  of  the  noble 
efforts— educational  and  dvilising  u  well  as  directly 
religioDi — inade  bf  the  agents  of  various  missioaary 
societies.  Tb«  phase  of  things  presciited  in  Ihis  re- 
port seenn  to  us,  as  far  as  it  goes,  to  ezemplif)'  the 
true  attitude  of  a  great,  civilised,  >ud  Christian 
State  towards  the  weaker,  more  ignotant,  aod  less 
developed  race?  with  which  the  exCensioa  of  empire 
btings  it  into  contact. 

ni— MISSION  JOTTINGS. 

CHUSTIAN  WOKE  TO  THE  EAST  Or  JOEDAM. 

The  attention  of  many  readers  has  been  directed 
recently,  by  a  popularly  written  book  (Mr.  Laurence 
Oliphant's  "  Land  of  Gi2ead  "),  to  the  little-known 
country  to  the  east  of  the  Jordan,  once  occupied  by 
the  Israelilish  tribes  of  Reuben  and  Gad,  and  the 
half-tribe  of  Manasseh.  The  Church  Missionary 
Society  has  taken  the  opportunity  thus  afforded,  of 
giving  some  interesting  information  abont  its  work 
in  the  northern  part  of  that  region,  among  the  Druses 
oftheHauran.  The  work  is  on  a  very  small  scale, 
being  represented  by  a  small  Protestant  congregation 
with  a  native  pastor,  at  Salt,  and  by  five  small  schools 
in  the  Druse  villages  of  the  Hauran,  This  ren 
and  in  some  respects  unique,  field  of  Christian  efforts 
was  visited  a  few  months  ago  by  the  Rev.  T.  Bellamy, 
who  communicates  to  the  Society's  JnUUigeruir  3 
graphic  sketch  of  his  observations  and  experiences. 
The  Druses  are  a  baidy,  independent  race,  who  have 
stnbbomly,  and  not  without  success,  resisted  the 
tyranny  of  Turkey.  Their  religion  is  but  little  under- 
stood by  foreigners,  and  from  Mr.  Bellamy's  act 
it  appears  that  they  have  but  little  religiotis  feeling  of 
any  kind,  or  at  least  that  if  they  have,  (hey  effectually 
conceal  it  from  straugers.  Tbcy  are  consdous,  ' 
ever,  of  the  advantage  of  education,  and  are  willing 
to  send  their  children  to  Christian  schools  for  the 
purpose  of  acquiring  it,  and  they  are  very  favourably 
disposed  towards  the  English,  from  whom  they  look 
for  help  in  deliyering  them  from  Turkish  oppression 
and  cormption.  Writing  of  the  first  village  visited 
on  his  tour,  distant  about  twenty  miles  sooth-east 
from  the  Lake  of  Galilee,  Mr.  Bellamy  says,  "It 
is  true  that,  in  a  certain  sense,  there  is  an  open 
door  for  us,  that  is,  the  people  and  Government 
not  oppose  us,  nay,  the  people  ask  us  to  con 
but  in  the  sense  that  they  desire  us  for  the 
goEpel's  sake,  from  any  love  to  the  truth,  ai 
opposed  to  ignorance  and  the  corruprion  0 
the  truth  of  the  gospel— iu  this  sense,  the  door  i 
not  open."  These  words  pretty  fairjyrepresent  thi 
state  of  feeling,  as  observed  by  this  traveller,  on  the 
part  of  the  adult  population  of  the  country.  There 
were  but  very  few  exceptions  to  the  absolute  indiffer- 
ence with  wbich  the  subject  of  Christianity  was  re- 
garded ;  and  this  indifference  was  the  more  marked  be- 
caoseof  the  eagerness  .displayed  in  seelring  information 
bearing  upon  the  political  and  commercial  prospect: 


of  the  people.  But  of  the  children  in  the  schools,  as 
is  to  be  expected,  a  much  more  encouraging  account 
is  given.  The  schools  nnder  the  eaie  of  the  Society 
were  taken  charge  of  abont  five  years  ago,  liaving  been 
established  some  few  yean  previously  by  an  earnest 
lady,  the  wife  of  a  missionary  in  Damascns.  The 
following  sketch  of  a  place  called  Ezra,  the  ancient 
Edrei  (Nnmb.  iii.  3]),  gives  a  vivid  glimpse  of 
school  work  and  its  surrounding  in  these  "  giant 
dties of  Bashati."    Mr.  Bellamysays: — 

"I  cannot  describe  the  gloom  which  overshadows 
the  mind  on  dwelling  in  uiis  desolate  region.  It  is 
truly  u)  many  senses  the  land  of  the  shadow  of  death. 
The  stones  and  rocks  are  black,  the  land  is  deep  to 
blinding  dust,  and  of  the  works  of  man,  nothing 
remains  but  mins,  but  sach  ruins  as  no  time  can 
extinguish.  The  stone  of  the  country  is  as  hard  as 
iron,  it  rings  like  metal.  Each  stone  used  in  build- 
ing has  been  cuL  In  Ezra  the  church  remains  ia 
good  preservation,  it  is  covered  by  a  dome  wliich  is 
almost  perfect.  But  churches,  mosques,  or  temple* 
have  no  worshippers.  The  great  reservoir  is  full  of 
water  as  when  the  rich  dty  was  bill  of  people,  and 
DOW  a  few  ignorant  Christians  seem  to  hide  them- 
selves among  the  massive  ruins.  Here  in  a  room  no 
larger  than  the  sleeping  cabin  of  a  yacht,  in  a  narrow 
court,  spaimed  by  an'  arch,  entered  by  low  stone 
doors,  high  up  over  fallen  stones,  lives,  as  Icmely  as 
a  hermit,  Girgius  Nukkar,  our  schoolnutsteTj^  He  is 
a  native  of  Mosul,  educated  under  the  Americans  of 
the  Syrian  Mission.  He  wandered  to  England,  where 
be  remained  nearly  (wo  years,  and  found  a  merdfol 
refoge  in  the  Strangers'  Home  for  Asiatics.  Weary 
as  lie  is  of  the  desidness,  and  dulness,  and  want  ol 
sympathy  of  the  nominal  Christians  around  him,  be 
yet  siirinks  from  leaving  Ezra,  as  he  says  for  the  love 
of  the  boys,  who  have  become  deeply  attached  to 
him.  Of  the  adults  he  has  no  hop«,  -but  of  the 
children  he  has  much.  I  gathered  as  before  as  many 
of  the  people  as  I  could  to  listen  to  the  examination. 
Fifteen  men  were  present.  M.  Hanua  Jisr  spoke  to 
them  admirably  both  during  and  after  the  examina- 

"The  Greek  priest  of  Kiaraba  makes  an  occasional 
visit  (o  the  Christians  of  Ezra  and  performs  mass  in 
tlie  mined  church.  The  gospel  as  spoken  by  as 
seemed  to  awake  no  interest,  not  even  the  least 
curiosity,  on  the  part  of  the  people.  The  master 
gives  me  the  same  report;  he  cannot  arouse  (hern 
fiom  their  indifference.  ' 


Mr.  Bellamy  in  his  narrative  ftequeDtly  remarks 
upon  the  withering  and  disastrous  effect -of  the 
Mohammedan  faith  as  contrasted  with  "the  faith  of 
the  gospel."  It  Is  certain  that  the  people  of  that 
region  are  to  a  very  lamentable  extent  in  a  condition 
of  utter  ignorance;  hut  it  is  also  true  that  the  events  of 
recent  years,  Bud  especially  the  progress  of  Christian 
missions  in  Syria,  have  roused  in  them  an  eager  desire 
for  Western  educarion  and  for  the  advantages  of  an 
English  alliance.  No  doubt  Christian  work  on  such 
a  soil  will  present  great  discouragement  and  diffi- 
culties, but  the  husbandman  must  have  "long 
patience,"  and  scatter  the  seed  in  faith  and  hope. 
We  confess  that  it  seems  to  us  that  in  a  very  impor- 
tant sense  "  the  door  is  open  "  in  this  direction  for 
the  gospel. 
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"  IF  I  itm  hold  clDHlr  to  Him,  ii 


Vi 


CUAPTER  XXI. — THE  WINDOW  THAT   LOOKED 
INTO  THE   BLIND  AJXEY. 

/ERY  footsore  was  Peter  when  he  re- 
turned to  London.  Old  Jabis  had  pro- 
vi4ed  him  with  a  few  pence,  and  with  these 
be  had  bought  a  penny  loaf  and  a  half- 
pennjrworth  of  milk  at  a  cott^e  on  his  way. 
After  providing  himself  with  this  necessary 
nourishment,  he  had  still  enough  money  to 
secure  a  nighf  s  lodging  when  he  reached  Lon- 
don. It  was  evening  when  he  got  into  the 
great  city,  and  he  was  very  weary.  Should 
he  at  once  go  to  some  cheap  lodging-house, 
and  lie  down  and  forget  himself  in  much- 
needed  slumber  until  the  morning?  He 
hesitated,  and  almost  resolved  to  do  so ;  but 
there  was  a  sorfc  pain  and  fear  in  his  heart, 
and  he  thought  he  might  sleep  better  if  this 
was  first  laid  to  rest.  Doubtless  Herring 
had  long  ago  fulfilled  his  threat  about  little 
Poppy,  hut  anything,  Peter  felt,  would  be 
easier  to  bear  than  suspense.  He  would, 
tired  as  he  was,  creep  away  to  Mother  Her- 
riog's,  again  go  into  the  blind  alley,  and  find 
oat  for  himself  if  Poppy  was  still  there. 
Yes,  though  he  had  very  little  hope  of  find- 
ing his  brother  in  so  safe  a  shelter,  he  would 
go  and  learn  the  whole  truth,  and  at  once. 

His  foot  was  still  weak,  and  his  long  walk 
back  to  town  had  made  him  a  little  lame ; 
bat  he  hobbled  along  as  quickly  as  he  could, 
and  soon  realising  his  old  haunts,  was  at 
Mother  Herring's  about  ten  o'clock.  How 
he  longed  to  enter  the  well-known  door  I  but 
he  must  not  do  that.  He  must  not  begin  his 
new  life  in  London  by  breaking  his  word, 
and  he  had  promised  Herring  never  to  go 
inside  Mother  Herring's.  No,  he  must  not 
go  in.  He  stole  round  into  the  blind  alley, 
and  once  more  dinging  to  the  window-ledge, 
looked  into  the  little  kitchen. 

His  first  glance  brought  to  him  such  a  great 
gasp  of  surprise  and  thankfiilness,  that  he 
very  nearly  betrayed  himself  by  a  loud 
exclamation,  and  very  nearly  also  fell  to  the 
ground.  For  there,  seated  on  the  floor,  just 
as  be  had  seen  him  last,  was  Poppy ;  his  little 
Poppy,  safe  and  well,  his  cheeks  a  little 
rounder,  his  eyes  a  little  brighter,  his  clothes 
a  htUe  less  ragged.  He  sat  on  the  floor 
gazing  at  Rosy,  who  also  sat  on  the  floor.  It 
was  quite  plain  then  that  no  harm  had  come 
to  Poppy;  quite  plain,  indeed,  that  life  was  , 


going  well  with  the  little  one.  Petei  could 
scarcely  restrain  the  great  sob  of  thankfulness 
which  rose  to  his  Ups.  He  had,  indeed,  to 
jump  down  for  a  moment  from  the  window- 
ledge,  to  steady  himself  in  his  joy.  But  then, 
when  he  grew  stronger,  he  felt  that  he  must 
have  another  look,  so  he  vaulted  up  ag^n. 
This  time  P(^py  and  Rosy  bad  drawn  very 
close  together,  and  these  words  from  Ros/s 
lips  reached  Peter  quite  plainly — 

"  Wor  his  face  werry  white.  Poppy  ?  Not 
wot  you'd  call  an  altogether—  that  is,  ef  you 
had  to  choose — not  altogether  the  werry 
nicest  face  yer  h'ever  seed? " 

"Ef  I  'ad  to  choose,"  answered  Poppy, 
"  I  'd  say  as  it  wor  the  weny  ugliest  face  I 
h'ever  seed." 

"  Werry  white,  and  wid  big  eyes?"  asked 
Rosy  again. 

"  Yes,  that  wor  'bout  it,"  replied  Poppy, 
looking  wise. 

He  waited  after  this  answer  for  some 
question,  but  Rosy  put  no  more ;  and  after  a 
short  time  Peter  heard  the  sound  of  the 
customers  going  away,  and  the  bolts  being 
drawn  in  the  little  shop.  Still  he  did  not  go 
away,  he  felt  a  greedy  longing  to  know  more 
of  what  Rosy  had  spoken  about.  Presently 
Mother  Herring  came  into  the  kitchen,  and 
the  three  had  supper,  and  then  Poppy 
went  to  bed  under  the  counter  in  the  little 
shop. 

Peter  wimessed  it  all — Poppy  kneelbg 
down  and  folding  his  hands  and  saying  a 
baby-prayer  after  Rosy,  and  then  he  saw 
Rosy  and  Mother  Herrit^  both  kiss  the  little 
street  boy,  and  the  last  he  witnessed  of  litde 
Poppy  was  a  happy  baby-face,  as  he  went  to 
lie  down.  Still  he  sUyed  on,  for  he  wanted 
to  see  and  hear  more.  And  now  he  did  be- 
hold something  which  astonished  him.  He 
saw  a  great  hght  come  into  Rosy's  face,  which 
had  been  a  trifle  pale,  he  saw  her  go  up  to 
her  mother,  and  climbing  on  her  knee,  he 
heard  her  say — 

"  Mother,  he  wor  my  own  &ther,  and  he 
have  come  back  at  last." 

"  My  child  1 "  answered  the  mother,  clasp- 
ing her  tightly  and  in  alarm. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  continued  Rosy,  "  he  wor 
my  father.  He  ain't  a  good  man,  mother ; 
no,  not  a  bit  good ;  but  I  seed  him  to-day, 
and  I  can  love  my  father  though  be  ain't 

good."  LMJ      Z     .     ,,     V..V-V.^,V 
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"  Rosy ! "  still  repeated  Mother  Herring, 
gazing  at  hei  in  a  blank  and  frightened  way. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  continued  the  little  girl, 
"be  wor  the  man  as  came  inter  the  shop  to- 
day ;  he  come  h'in  bold  like,  and  he  spoke 
to  me,  and  I— I  has  been  looking  for  ray 
Either  for  such  a  long,  long  time,  mother — 
and  to-day  I  seed  him.  He  ain't  a  good 
man,  mother,  but  I  can  lore  him." 

"Tell  me  more,  Rosy,"  said  the  mother 
then. 

She  spoke  in  a  hungry  kind  of  way,  as 
though  her  pain  and  longing  were  &j  greats 
than  the  child's ;  and  Rosy  did  tell  alt  her 
story,  her  smail  doubts  a.%  to  the  perfect  truth 
of  her  mother's  story  about  her  lost  father, 
what  Poppy  had  told  her,  her  longing  ever 
growing  greater  to  see  her  father,  whatever 
that  father  might  be;  finally,  her  firm  con- 
viction that  it  really  was  her  own  father  who 
had  spoken  to  her  to-day. 

All  this  Peter  listened  to  in  a  kind  of  awe, 
butwhenat  last  he  sawthe  mother  and  daughter 
clasp  each  other  tight,and  weep  in  each  other's 
arms,  and  when  he  remembered  for  whom 
those  tears  were  shed,  he  could  bear  no 
more.  He  let  himself  slip  to  the  ground,  and 
glided  softly  away. 

Little  Poppy,  then,  whom  Hening  had  sup- 
posed so  safe,  had  done  the  mischief;  had 
told  Rosy  who  her  real  father  was.  Peter 
could  scarcely  restrain  his  own  wonder  as  he 
thought  of  Rosy  saying  that  she  could  love 
£0  bad  a  man  as  Herring.  As  he  thought  of 
this,  he  even  shuddered ;  for  how  little  the 
innocent  child  knew  what  real  badness  meant ! 

Yes;  Peter  had  witnessed  and  seen  won- 
derful things  to-night.  In  the  first  place. 
Poppy  was  safe  and  well.  Yes ;  here  God 
had  been  very  good ;  and  Peter  felt  that  he 
even  owed  gratitude  to  Herring  for  having 
saved  or  spared  his  little  brother.  As  then 
Herring  did  not  want  Poppy,  he,  Peter,  was 
free.  He  need  not  now  again  put  himself  in 
the  power  of  the  wicked  man.  He  might  try 
to  lead  a  good  and  honest  life. 

He  walked  along  the  lamp-lit  streets,  feeling 
his  heart  very  light  and  very  thankful.  He 
began  to  think  that  Jesus  Christ  had  ahready 
paid  that  visit  to  old  Jabis,  and  that  old  Jabis 
having  told  Him  Peter's  great  want,  He  had 
answered  it.  Yes ;  he  almost  hoped  that  his 
cruel  bondage  was  over,  and  that  he  was  a 
free  boy  once  more.  He  was  turning  down 
a  certain  street,  where  he  knew  that  he  could 
obtain  for  twopence  a  night's  lodging ;  he 
was  just  turning  down  this  street,  having  made 
np  his  mind  to  go  to  Covent  Garden  in  the 
early  morning,  find  the  kind  waggoner,  aod 


tell  him  all  that  had  befallen  him,  and  beg 
again  for  that  pleasant  constant  employment : 
he  was  just  reaching  his  night's  lodging, 
when  a  sudden  thought  came  to  him — a 
thought  so  vivid,  so  strange,  so  dreadful,  that 
he  felt  himself  turning  almost  faint  and 
sick.  This  was  the  thought.  Herring  coming 
to  his  own  wife's  shop  in  open  daylight — 
coming,  too,  when  that  wife  was  out— and 
talking  as  he  did  to  Rosy,  meant  harm  to 
Rosy. 

Peter  had  not  been  so  long  in  Herring's 
company  without  guessing,  from  chance  words 
dropped  here  and  there,  that  Herring  thought 
a  great  deal  about  the  child — that  the  cluld 
occupied  a  good  many  of  his  thoughts.  It 
never  occurred  to  Peter  that  the  bad  man 
could  be  capable  of  loving  his  own  child — 
that  any  pure  and  good  feeling  could  mingle 
with  his  interest  in  her.  Peter  feared  that 
Herring  might  wish  to  take  Rosy  away  for 
some  very  evil  purpose  of  his  own.  He  con- 
sidered Herring  a  terribly  clever  man ;  and 
he  felt  himself  quite  trembling  as  he  reflected 
on  the  possibility  of  his  getting  possession  of 
the  httle  girl.  What,  then,  could  he  do — he,  a 
poor  ignorant  boy?  Why  should  he  trouble 
his  head  about  those  others  ?  Just,  too,  when 
his  own  sky  was  a  httle  more  clear — when 
his  own  life  appeared  to  be  about  to  take  a 
brighter  turn  P  Might  he  not  leave  them  to 
their  fate  and  go  his  own  way  ?  These  selfish 
thoughts  mi^t  have  come  to  perplex,  per- 
haps to  tempt,  and  even  conquer,  another. 
But  in  the  strong  and  yet  simple  nature  of 
this  lad,  they  could  find  ao  place.  Two  who 
had  been  kind  to  him — very  kind  to  Poppy 
— two  whom  he  loved  were  in  danger.  What 
could  he  do  but  try,  as  best  he  could,  to 
shield  them  ?  He  had  no  doubt  at  all  that 
the  danger  was  swift  and  near.  He  must  not 
think  of  himself  just  now :  he  must  think 
only  of  them. 

How  best  could  he  help  them?  Should 
he,  in  this  moment  of  grave  peril,  sacrifice 
his  word  to  Herring,  and  go  to  Mother  Her- 
ring and  tell  her  what  be  feared?  He  did 
not  beUeve  under  such  circumstances  it 
would  be  at  all  wrong  to  break  his  word. 
But  would  those  two,  who  said  they  loved 
Herring — in  spite  of  bis  sins — wcnild  they 
beheve  him  P  Would  they  not  rather  laugh 
at  his  story,  and  b^  of  him  to  take  them  at 
once  to  this  wicked  husband  and  father? 
Besides,  even  if  they  were  iiu^lined  to  believe 
in  the  danger,  was  not  Herring  too  clever  for 
these  good  and  iimocent  people  f  No ;  the 
only  thing  for  Peter  to  do — the  only  way  really 
to  save.  Rosy — was  to  go  once  more  to  Her- 
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ring ;  once  moie  to  accompaoy  bim  by  night 
and  day;  once  more  to  be  his  slave  in  all 
except  in  what  was  wrong.  Yts;  and  he 
must  do  this  at  once :  for  even  now  the  bad 
man  might  be  busy  with  his  evil  ways  and 
dioughts. 

Peter  hesitated  no  longer.  He  turned  in 
the  direction  of  Herring's  cellar ;  but  though 
he  was  going  back  to  his  enemy  his  heart  felt 
light,  and  he  quite  hoped,  as  ha  walked  along, 
that  Jesas  m^ht  come  to  pay  him  too,  as 
well  as  old  Jabis,  a  visit  in  person. 


All  day  the  longing  in  Herring's  breast 
grew  and  grew,  and  he  found  when  night 
came  that  hie  wanted  Rosy  more  than  he  had 
ever  wanted  anything  in  all  his  life  before. 
More  eagerly  than  he  had  looked  for  the 
turn  of  the  dice  in  his  gambling  games,  more 
intensely  than  he  had  watched  for  the  re- 
turn of  his  pals  from  some  robbery,  in  which 
he  was  to  share,  did  he  now  wish  to  feel 
his  own  child's  lips  on  his  hardeoed  cheek. 
It  was  impossible  that  such  a  longing  in 
this  untutored  mind  and  nature  should  not 
bring  forth  the  determination  to  obtain,  no 
matter  at  what  cost,  its  object.  It  was  a 
strange  thing  for  a  man  like  Herring  to  have 
any  love  at  alL  Being  visited  by  this  feeling, 
it  could  not  come  to  him  in  its  highest  fonn. 
For  the  first  time  in  all  his  existence  he  loved 
a  human  creature  other  than  himself.  Hislove 
was  so  far  true  that  he  would  not  knowingly 
have  inflicted  on  Rosy  any  bodily  harm.  He 
would  as  soon  almost  see  himself  as  her  suffer 
from  hunger,  or  feel  keen  bodily  privation. 
Still,  had  any  one  come  to  bim  and  proved 
that  it  was  for  her  real  good  that  she  was  to 
remain  away  from  him,  he  would  have  re- 
fused to  see  what  was  so  plainly  against  las 
own  [Hesent  desires.  His  new-bom  love  was 
scarcely  capable  of  self-denial.  As  to  Rosy's 
mother  and  her  feelmgs,  he  simply  ignored 
them.     Rosy  was  his,  and  he  wanted  her. 

All  day  long,  after  his  visit  to  Kosy,  he 
sat  in  his  cellar  blinking  haidiand  onlyof  her. 
When  night  came  he  had  forcned  some  plans. 
He  would  steal  Rosy  from  her  mother.  He 
woidd  do  (his  deed  of  evil.  When?  He 
thought  there  was  no  time  like  the  present — 
no  time  like  now,  when  his  heart  ached  for 
the  child.  Yes;  he  would  manage  to  lake 
her  &om  her  mother  that  very  night. 

Herring  was  clever  enough  in  his  wicked- 
ness. He  thought  bard,  and  presendy  a 
feaaible  plan  be^n  to  present  itself.  He 
must  wait  till  midnight  to  put  it  into  execu- 


tion. When  he  had  made  up  his  mind,  a 
great  clock  in  the  neighbourhood  struck  ten. 
He  rose  then  from  his  sitting  posture.  Having 
made  up  his  mind  to  get  Rosy,  he  must 
make  preparations  for  her.  He  must  go  out 
and  buy  some  things ;  and  he  must  lose  no 
time,  or  the  shops  would  be  shut.  He 
turned  out  the  contents  of  his  pockets,  and 
found  them  tolerably  well  lined.  He  had  a 
little  over  two  sovereigns,  in  gold  and  silver 
— money  obtained  he  did  not  care  to  reject 
how. 

He  looked  round  the  cellar.  It  would  be 
still  night  when  he  brought  Rosy  in  ;  she 
would  be  sleepy,  and  want  to  he  down. 
Could  he  put  his  darling  on  that  rough  bed 
of  straw  ?  No  ;  it  was  too  dirty.  It  was 
not  fit  in  any  way  for  the  dainty  creature  he 
had  seen  tcnday.  It  was  too  late  now  to 
think  of  buying  a  httle  cot,  such  as  Rosy 
should  occupy.  ,  To-morrow  he  resolved  to 
purchase  this;  for  to-night,  he  must  make 
shift  with  the  best  he  could. 

He  got  a  bit  of  rag,  and  began  to  dust  the- 
dirty  cellar ;  and  then  he  moved  some  boxes 
into  a  comer,  and  put  all  the  clothes  he  pos- 
sessed, that  were  not  on  his  peraon,  on  these 
boxes;  and  then  he  reflected  that  for  one 
night  Rosy  might  lie  there. 

He  almost  fancied  he  saw  the  httle  brown 
head  on  this  strange  pillow,  and  his  heart 
ached  for  her  more  than  ever.  Then,  turning 
the  key  in  the  cellar  door,  he  went  out. 

First  of  all  he  went  into  a  baker's  shop, 
where  he  bought  bread  and  a  sweet  cake; 
then  he  went  on  to  a  grocer's,  and  purchased 
tea  and  sugar ;  and  then  he  walked  along, 
getting  into  the  bettermost  shops  of  the  East- 
end,  and  looking  into  many  windows  eagerly. 
He  wasa  long  time  finding  the  kind  of  shop  he 
wanted,  and  he  began  to  fear  that  they  were 
all  closed  for  the  night.  At  last,  however,  in 
the  distance  he  discovered  one.  The  owner 
was  just  putting  up  her  shutters,  but  he  was 
in  time  to  stop  her.  He  remained  in  this 
shop  for  about  ten  minutes,  and  when  he  left 
it  he  was  the  owner  of  a  large  and  very  fnght- 
fui  wooden  doll,  dressed  in  the  most  glaring 
colours.  For  this  doll  he  had  given  half- 
a-crown.  He  chuckled  over  his  treasure, 
thrust  it  under  his  arm,  and  hastened  homu. 

He  unlocked  the  cellar  and  let  himself  in. 
He  drew  out  the  tiny  deal  table  and  laid  the 
provisions  on  it — the  loaf,  the  sweet  cake, 
the  tea,  and  sugar.  Never  had  this  cellar 
seen  so  many  and  such  good  provisions 
before.  When  he  had  finished  laying  his, 
supper-table.  Herring  stepped  bock  with  a, 
kind  of  sigh.     Naver,  since  his  , early  mar- 
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riage  days,  had  he  seen  so  homely,  so  good, 
and  appetising  a  repast.  Surely  Rosy  would 
love  a  father  who  could  so  think  for  her 
comfort.  Well,  another  once  bearing  Host's 
name  had  loved  him.  But  he  would  not 
think  of  his  wife  to-night.  When  all  his 
other  preparations  were  complete  he  turned 
to  his  hastily  contrived  bed,  caught  up  the 
wooden  doll,  and  laid  it  under  a  fold  of  the 
old  coat  which  did  duty  for  a  coverlet. 

"Ef  that  won't  'tice  her!"  he  said  once 
half-aloud. 

He  had  barely  said  these  words— barely 
looked  round  once  again,  with  pride,  at  his 
finished  preparation,  when  a  noise  in  the 
doorway  caused  him  to  turn  his  head  with  a 
start  of  amazement.  In  the  doorway  stood 
Peter — Peter,  pale  and  ghostlike — but  still 
Peter  himself. 

For  a  moment  Herrir^  was  too  amazed  to 
speak,  and  before  he  could  find  his  tongue  to 
ask  a  single  question,  the  boy  had  come 
forward,  and,  with  a  look  of  horror  in  his 
«yes,  had  pointed  first  at  the  well-filled  table, 
then  at  the  strange  httle  bed  with  the  wooden 
doll  peeping  ouL 

"  Master,  wot  do  it  mean  ?  "  he  asked. 

Herring  had  had  some  dark  fears  about 
Peter,  and  his  first  giance  on  seeing  him 
srill  in  the  flesh,  and  fairly  well,  was  almost 
■one  of  rehef  and  pleasure;  but  the  moment 
Ihe  heard  his  voice  he  felt  himself  disliking 
him  as  much  as  ever.  Was  he  not  the  boy 
who  had  outwitted  him — who  would  not  be 
.made  wicked  by  hira?  Was  he  not  the 
hateful  boy  who  had  set  himself  up  as  a  Men- 
tor before  his  very  eyes  ?  He  forgot,  in  the 
excitement  of  the  moment,  the  fact  that  he 
ought  not  to  lose  sight  of  Peter ;  that  he, 
Peter,  possessed  knowledge  which  could  be 
made  use  of  against  him.  All  this  for  the 
moment  he  overlooked,  in  his  great  annoy- 
,ance  at  seeing  him  back  again — back,  now, 
when  of  all  times  he  most  desired  his  absence. 
For  what  could  he  do  with  Rosy  were  Peter 
ihere  f  How  would  it  be  possible  to  keep 
Rosy's  whereabouts  a  secret  from  her  mother 
were  Peter  to  know  of  it  ?  No ;  he  must 
send  Peter  away,  and  at  once.  But  being  a 
-cunning  man,  he  gave  way  to  no  outward 
expressions  of  annoyance.  He  went  warily 
to  work  to  get  rid  of  the  lad. 

"Set  down,  boy ;  set  down,"  said  Hetring. 
"Why,  I'm  real  glad  to  see  yer.  I  fair 
thought  as  we  had  done  for  yer  that  night, 
when  we  'ad  oui  little  joke.  Lor,  Peter, 
lad,  it  WOT  but  a  joke ;  tfao'  I  own  we  were 
i.  bit  rough  to  yer;  that  I  do  own.  But  set 
down,  and  let  breones  be  bygones." 


Peter  did  sit  down,  for  he  was  almost  faint 
with  fatigue.  But  if  Herring  was  cool,  he 
was  not.  He  felt  more  sure  than  ever  that 
mischief  was  intended  to  pretty  Rosy.  He 
pointed  with  his  finger  to  the  litde  bed,  and 
said  again  in  a  hoarse  voice — 

"  Wot  ere  is  that  for  ?  " 

Herring  laughed  uneasily.  He  guessed  at 
once  that  Peter  suspected  something.  He 
said,  however,  in  a  careless  tone — 

"  That  ere  bed  and  doll  is  for  a  neigh- 
bour's little  gal,  as  Uvcs  yere,  and  I  'as  taken 
a  fancy  to.  Lor,  lad,  don't  mind  it.  Let's 
talk  about  yerself." 

He  saw  tljat  Peter  did  not  believe  a  word 
he  said.  Seeing  this,  he  suddenly  changed 
his  tone  and  manner. 

"  But  wot  'avc  yer  come  yCTC  for  ?  I  don't 
want  yer.  Wot  'ave  yer  come  yere  to  hector 
and  find  fault  wid  me,  for  what  I  chooses  ter 
do  in  my  h'own  little  'ome?" 

"  I  thought,  master,  as  I  wor  ter  sarve  yer, 
I  couldn't  come  back  sooner,  for  I  wor 
werry  lame.  I  wor  in  the  country  till  to-day. 
Yer  h'always  said  as  I  wor  to  sarve  yer.  I 
didn't  want  to  come  back." 

"  Yes ;  but  you'll  sarve  me  now  by  getting 
h'out  o'  this.  I  don't  want  no  sich  cheeky 
young  'un  about  as  yer.    So  get  you  gone  at 

"  And  I  needn't  come  back  no  more  ?  " 

"  No ;  no.  Go  back  to  the  country,  and 
a  good  riddance  to  yer." 

For  a  moment  after  Herring  had  given 
him  his  liberty,  Peter  did  not  stir.  He  sat 
with  his  eyes  on  the  floor.  Nor  did  he  again 
glance  at  either  the  strange  httle  supper- 
table  or  the  still  stranger  bed  in  the  comer. 
Then  he  rose  slowly,  and  said,  "  Good  even, 
master,"  and  went  out.  Herring,  the  mo- 
ment he  did  so,  locked  the  door  behind  him. 

"  I  can  sarve  Rosy  better,  may  be,  out 
than  in,"  was  Peter's  soliloquy.  "  He  might 
'ave  fastened  of  me  in.  Wot  do  that  ere 
doll  and  little  bed  mean  ?  " 

As  he  spoke  he  made  for  the  dark  shelter 
of  an  archway.  From  this  position.  Herring 
could  not  possibly  leave  his  cellar  without 
Peter  seeing  him.  Here  be  crouched  down 
in  the  cold  and  waited,  a  great  resolve  fUling 
his  heart — that  he  himself  would  die  rather 
than  allow  Rosy  to  get  into  the  power  of  this 
most  wicked  man. 

CHAPTER    XXIIL — THE    HUMAN    BRKATH 
BENEATH   THE  WINDOW. 

For  an  hour  and  more  Peter  stood  motion- 
less under  the  archway.  Not  a  sound  was 
there  from  the  cellar;  not  a  sound  in  any 
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part  of  the  sleeping  house.  Peter  began 
Almost  to  hope  that  he  had  been  mistaken  in 
Herring,  that  the  nice  supper  and  the  funny 
little  bed  were  really  meant  for  a  neighbour's 
child  to  whom  Herring  had,  as  he  expressed 
it,  taken  a  fancy.  He  began  almost,  against 
his  whole  knowledge  of  the  man,  to  hope 
that  this  might  be  Uie  case,  and  also  to  feel 
desperately  sleepy,  so  sleepy  that  whatever 
the  cold,  whatever  the  discomfort  of  that 
archway,  he  knew  that  he  must  soon  yield  to 
it,  when  a  very  soft  sound  of  the  drawing 
back  of  a  bolt  suddenly  gave  him  the  stimu- 
lus he  needed.  He  felt  his  heavy  eye-lids 
opening  wide,  and  his  frame  alert  and  vigor- 
ous once  more.  He  saw  a  man  come  softly 
out  of  the  cellar  and  walk  quietly  and  quickly 
down  the  street.  At  another  time  he  would 
certainly  not  have  recognised  this  man  as 
Herring.  He  was  completely  metamor- 
phosed with  false  moustache  and  whiskers. 
Peter,  however,  now  had  little  doubt  as  to 
the  reason  this  disguise  was  put  on,  and  he 
followed  him  at  once.  He  was  too  sharp  a 
lad,  too  thoroughly  a  London  boy,  to  allow 
his  enemy  to  hear  footsteps  behind  him  all 
the  way.  Whenever  he  judged  by  Herring's 
back  that  he  showed  the  most  wavering  in- 
tention of  looking  round,  Peter  instantly 
darted  into  the  shelter  of  a  doorway ;  and 
afler  a  time,  knowing  but  too  well  now  where 
Herring's  steps  were  bent,  he  left  him, 
choosing  a  shorter  way  to  Mother  Herring's 
little  shop  than  even  Herring  was  aware  of. 
Me  knew  that  by  this  dodge  he  should  gain 
folly  five  minutes  on  Herring.  Should  he 
employ  these  precious  five  minutes  in  waking 
Mrs.  Herring  and  puttitig  her  on  her  guard  f 
He  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  do  this, 
as  in  the  first  place  time  was  scarcely  his  ; 
in  the  next  she  might  not  believe  him.  He 
got  again  into  the  blind  alley  and  waited. 
Meanwhile,  Herring,  unsuspicious  of  any  be- 
trayal of  his  plans,  having  paid  in  reality  no 
attention  to  those  soft  footsteps  of  Peter's, 
approached  the  house  confident  and  full  of 
anticipations  of  an  easy  success. 

Yes,  he  had  ananged  all  his  evil  plans. 
He  would  quickly  effect  an  entrance  into  the 
by  no  means  well-defended  litde  shop.  He 
could  easily  pick  those  shutters,  for  on  the 
night  he  had  been  there  he  had  noriced  how 
weakly  they  were  secured.  From  the  shop 
it  was  but  a  step  into  the  kitchen.  It  was 
easy  to  lift  a  sleeping  child  from  her  mother's 
side — easy,  surely,  to  stop  her  cries  for  the 
moment.  He  would  cover  her  mouth  and 
bear  her  away  before  the  mother — even  if 
the  mother  awoke — had   time  to  utter  an 


exclamation.  He  would  bear  her  through 
the  sleeping  street,  no  one  saying  him  nay, 
for  he  would  choose  an  hour  when  the  police- 
man would  be  off  his  beat.  Yes,  it  could 
all  be  done  without  much  difficulty.  There 
was  certainly  the  small  unpleasantness  of 
Peter's  return.  This  fact  would  oblige  him 
to  leave  his  present  lodging  in  the  early 
morning.  He  was  vexed  at  this,  as  the 
place  was  cheap  and  convenient;  but  on 
the  whoie,'he  reflected,  it  might  be  as  well  at 
once  to  remove  Rosy  from  London.  In 
Manchester  or  Liverpool  she  would  be  quite 
secure  from  discovery.  Yes,  he  would  Uke 
her  to  one  or  other  of  these  places.  Hewas 
very  confident  of  success.  Nor  was  his  task 
at  all  a  difhcult  one ;  not,  at  least,  ditBcult  to 
him,  who  had  been  engaged  in  so  many  big 
robberies  and  scenes  of  great  danger;  artd 
yet  as  he  approached  Mother  Herring's  he 
felt  himself  trembling,  and,  nervous  as  he 
often  was,  a  cold  fear  greater  than  he  had  ever 
known  began  to  oppress  him.  What  did 
this  mean  ?  Nothing,  surely.  He  would  not 
be  daunted  by  these  terrors  that  came  with- 
out cause.  At  last  he  gained  the  little  shop 
and  stood  still ;  he  approached  the  window 
and  prepared  to  examine  it.  There  was  not 
a  soul  within  sight,  not  a  human  being,  as  he 
supposed,  anywhere  near.  And  yet — stop — 
what  was  that?  He  fancied  he  heard  some- 
thing very  like  the  quick  drawing  of  a  human 
breath  close  by.  He  listened  hard ;  no,  there 
was  no  repetition  of  the  sound.  How  fanci- 
ful he  was  growing  I  He  determined  to  get 
to  his  work  without  delay.  He  vaulted  on 
the  low  vindow-sill.  He  took  an  instrument 
out  of  his  pocket  preparatory  to  picking  the 
bolts,  when — what  did  he  see  ?  What  rare 
good  fortune  attended  him  ?  for  there,  the 
shutters  were  only  put  to,  and  when  be  drew 
them  back  the  window  itself  was  even  a  very 
little  open.  Oh !  what  a  careless  woman 
Mother  Herring  must  be  thus  to  neglect  her 
shop.  Well,  he  would  take  advantage  of  her 
carelessness  now.  He  almost  chuckled  to 
himself  at  this  rare  good  fortune.  He  had 
pushed  back  the  shutters,  and  had  thrown  up 
the  window.  He  was  just  preparing  to  vault 
into  the  little  shop,  when  again  he  fancied 
he  heard  that  quick  excited  human  breath. 
This  time  it  seemed  to  come  from  beneath 
him,  as  though  some  one  were  crouching 
right  under  the  very  window-ledge  where  he 
knelL  He  bent  forward,  but  in  the  shadow, 
which  lay  almost  black  just  there,  could  see 
no  one.  Again  he  laughed  at  his  own 
nervousness,  and  entered  the  shop.  He  had 
scarcely  set  foot  there,  however,   before  a 
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noise,  no  longer  faint  and  subdued,  was  in- 
deed heard  without.  Heiiing  looked  back 
in  horror  to  see  two  bands  clasp  the  window- 
ledge,  then  a  boy's  figure  appeared,  and  the 
next  instant  Peter  had  vaulted  in  after  him. 

CHAPTER  XXIV. — HIS   OWN   CHILD,  ROSY. 

He  had  been  strangely,  almost  supersti- 
tiously,  nervous  ever  since  he  set  out  on  this 
expedition.  At  another  time  Peter,  though 
a.  tall,  well-grown  boy  for  his  age,  would  have 
been  easily  grappled  with  and  silenced  by 
faim.  Now  he  felt  himself  suddenly  incapable 
of  laying  one  finger  on  the  boy,  as  he  gazed 
at  him  in  the  uncertain  light  which  the  gas 
outside  let  in  through  the  open  window. 
He  almost  felt  that  that  pale,  thin  lad,  with 
the  big  black  eyes,  that  lad  who  had  followed 
him  so  silently  and  swiftly,  who  had  just 
turned  up  when  he  was  not  wanted,  was  no 
real  flesb  and  blood  Peter.  A  cold  shiver 
ntn  through  him  as  the  honible  thought 
darted  through  his  brain  that  the  boy  who, 
for  the  second  time  to-night,  had  come  to 
him,  might  really  be  a  spirit-boy ;  that  he, 
Herring,  had  really  killed  him  that  dreadful 
day  a  month  ago  now,  and  that  he  was 
coming  to  haunt  him,  and  to  render  all  his 
remaining  days  miserable  by.  his  uneacthJy 
presence.  What  awfiil  portent  was  tlus  in  the 
annals  of  his  fate,  that  twice  in  one  evening 
A  spirit  should  appear  to  him?  Did  not  such 
a  thing  seem  to  point  to  his  own  speedy 
death?  As  he  thought  of  this  be  felt  him- 
self almost  rooted  to  the  spot,  and  the  cold 
sweat  stood  out  on  his  forehead. 

These  thoughts,  dreadiiii  as  they  were, 
took  only  a  moment  to  dait  through  Her- 
ring's brain.  He  and  the  silent  Peter  had 
only,  in  reality,  gazed  at  each  other  for  a  few 
seconds  when  &ty  were  each  in  their  turn 
startled  by  a  movement  other  than  their 
own  in  the  little  shop.  A  match  was  struck 
close  to  them,  and  in  this  additional  light  a 
htcic  pale  woman  came  forward,  and,  laying 
her  hand  on  Herring's  arm,  looked  steadily 
into  his  agitated  face,  then  said  softly — 

"  Welcome  home,  John." 

Herring  was  too  much  startled  now  to  do 
anything  but  spring  back  a  pace,  and  say 
the  one  word— 

"  Wife ! " 

"  Yes,  I  am  your  wife,"  answered  Mrs.  Her- 
ring. "Peter,  dear,  will  you  please  close 
the  winder  and  put  up  the  shudders,  or  else 
any  one  'appening  to  pass  might  wonder? 
Put  'cm  up,  please,  Peter." 

As  she  spoke  in  a  quiet,  calm  voice  she 
looked,    except    for   her   pallor,  the   least 


agitated  of  the  three ;  but  she  neva  took  her 
eyes  off  the  nun's  face,  or  her  hand  off  his 
arm. 

Peter,  however,  for  the  first  time  in  his 
hfe,  did  not  stir  with  any  alacrity  to  do  her 
bidding.  He  came  forward  a  step,  looked 
at  the  wmdow,  then  at  her,  then  at  Herring, 
then  again  at  Herring— 4his  second  look  at 
the  roan  who  had  contemplated  so  much 
wrong,  who  had  been  so  unkind  to  him, 
seemed  to  awaken  him  to  instant,  almost 
passionate  action.  He  seized  Mother  Her- 
ring's other  arm,  and  said  in  a  loud,  fierce 
voice — 

"  Yer  don't  know  wot  ycr  doing ;  yer  don't 
know  wot  he  'ave  come  h'in  fur.  He  wants 
yer  little  Rosy ;  he  'ave  come  to  steal  yei  little 
Rosy.  Let  him  go.  Mother  Herring,  ma'am, 
or,  ef  yer  don't,  I'll  run  fui  the  police." 

"  He  wants  little  Rosy,"  said  Mother 
Hening,  '*  Jiis  own  litde  child,  his  Rosy  ? 
Yes,  certainly.  Come,  John,  and  you  shall 
see  Rosy.  'Tis  all  as  right  as  possible,  Peter 
dear.  Please  put  up  the  shutters,  and  then 
go  and  lie  beside  Poppy.  Come,  John."  She 
took  the  man's  hand  then,  and  he  followed 
her,  with  his  head  drooping,  into  the  inner 
rD(HQ.     "  You  want  Rosy,  John  ?  "  she  said. 

He  nodded ;  he  was  unable  to  speak ;  he 
oouLd  only  gaze  at  his  wife  with  his  blood- 
shot and  fr^hlened  eyes. 

"Then  take  off  them  false  things,  John 
dear,  and  you  shall  see  'er.  There  ! "  She 
put  up  her  hand  herself  and  removed  the 
false  hair,  and  as  she  did  BO  her  hand  lingered 
with  a  touch — alas,  how  new,  and  yet  how 
old ! — on  his  hard  cheek.  "  Now,  dear,  you 
shall  see  Rosy,"  she  said.  She  took  up  the 
candle,  and,  partly  shading  it  in  her  band, 
approached  the  bed.  "  She's  tired,  the 
dear  little  'un.  We  won't  wake  her,  John," 
she  said. 

Unconscious  in  her  happy  child's  sleep 
lay  little  Rosy — unconscious  at  this  moment 
of  any  cares  respecting  either  dream-father 
or  real  father.  With  her  arms  thrown  back 
over  her  head,  all  their  pretty  baby  round- 
ness plainly  seen,  her  brown  cheeks  slightly 
flushed,  she  smiled  in  her  sleep,  and  was 
happy.  It  was  a  fair  little  picture,  and  one 
to  be  proud  of. 

"  H'our  little  'un,  as  God  gave  us,"  said 
the  mother.     "  Look  at  her,  dear  John." 

"  I  meant  to  steal  'er  from  yer,"  said  Her- 
ring hoarsely.  This  was  the  first  time  he 
had  spoken. 

"  ftit  you  couldn't  quite  do  that,  John, 
fur  she  is  yours." 

"  Mine  ?"  said  the  man.,  ^' j!i(ii)« ?."  v 
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"  Yes  ;  yours  and  mine.  Come  back  in 
the  rooming,  and  see  'er  when  she's  awake. 
Talk  to  her  when  she's  awake.  She's  yer 
own  child.  Come  back  in  the  morning, 
John," 

"  But  yer  don't  know  what  kind  o'  man  I 
am,"  he  said  ;  "a  real  bad  "un,  and  a  thief. 
Shall  one  as  is  real  bad  come  back  to  Rosy 
and  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  wid  h'all  the  welcome  in  h'all 
the  world,  to  Rosy  and  me.  We  are  yours. 
Ain't  you  dqts?  Be  sure  of  8  welcome, 
John," 

"  Did  yer  leave  the  shutters  open  fin  me, 
then  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  did  it  fur  many  a  night,  fur  I 
made  sure  as  yer  would  come.  Now  kiss 
the  little  'nn,  dearjohc,  and  come  back  in  the 
morning." 

He  made  no  answer  in  words ;  but  when ' 
she  again  took  his  hand  and  led  htm  to  the 
bedside  he  did  stoop  down  and  touched  the 
round  cheek  of  Rosy  with  his  lips. 

"  Yer'U  be  sure  to  come  back  in  the  morn- 
ing P ''  repeated  the  wife. 

To  this  abo  he  made  no  aAswer  in  words, 
but  walked  past  her  to  the  door,  and  so  down 
the  silent  street,  with  bent  head  and  down- 
cast eyes.  But  she  said  to  herself,  "  I  know 
he  will  return,"  and  she  threw  herself  down 
on  her  knees  and  wept  and  prayed. 


Hebrikc  never,  in  after  days,  could  re- 
member how  he  got  back  to  his  oeliar  that 
'  night.  Not  a  thing  did  he  see,  not  a  post, 
not  a  bouse ;  he  walked  along,  his  eyes  on 
the  ground,  like  one  stunned  and  blinded. 
He  did  get  there,  however,  at  last;  he  un- 
locked the  door  with  trembling  fingers  and 
let  himself  in.  It  was  still  quite  dark 
when  he  got  back ;  but  the  cellar  too,  as 
well  as  Mother  Herring's  little  shop,  was 
fitfully  lighted  by  the  gas  without,  In  this 
light  he  could  dimly  see  the  little  table  with 
its  tempting  meal  all  ready,  and  the  strange 
bed,  and  the  ugly  doll's  head  just  visible 
above  the  pillow. 

These  things  affected  him  now  in  a  peculiar 
way :  he  rushed  to  the  little  table,  took 
the  nice  provisions  and  flung  them  out  of 
the  door;  he  tore  the  little  bed  to  pieces, 
and  stamped  on  the  poor  ugly  doll  with  his 
strong  shoes.  This  seemed  to  give  him  some 
slight  relief;  for,  when  all  was  done,  and  the 
preparations  he  had  been  so  eager  to  make 
no  longer   existed,  be    sat  doira   with   an 


almost  satisfied  air.  Now  his  little  room  was 
desolate  as  though  there  was  no  Rosy  in  the 
world.  He  feit  glad  of  this,  and  he  even 
laughed  as  he  kicked  away  the  wooden  head 
of  the  doll  with  his  foot. 

Then  he  sat  without  stirring  until  the 
morning.  No  one  could  tell  what  thoughts 
were  passing  in  his  hard  and  sin-stained 
mind.  He  was  motionless,  his  face  express- 
ing nothing.  Early  in  the  morning  he  was 
roused  from  his  own  thoughts  by  a  tap  at  the 
cellar  door.  He  took  no  notice  at  first ; 
but,  when  the  tap  repeated  itself,  he  said, 
"Come  in."  The  hoarseness  of  his  own 
voice  frightened  him  as  he  spoke ;  but  the 
cellar  door  was  locked,  and  he  was  obliged 
to  rise  and  open  it. 

A  man,  one  of  his  companions  in  wicked- 
ness, was  standing  outside.  This  man  had 
always  an  influence  over  Herring.  Herring 
had  been  a  little  afraid  of  him,  and  had 
always  allowed  him  to  lead  him  in  the  paths 
of  sin  as  easily  as  a  child. 

Now,  when  he  saw  his  wicked  face  wdt- 
ing  there  in  the  pure  early  morning,  full  of 
suggestions  of  evil,  be  uttered  a  cry — "  Get 
away ;  get  you  gone.  111  have  nought  to 
say  to  yer — yer  the  weny  devil."  And  he 
slammed  the  door  in  the  man's  face. 

The  man  thought  Herring  had  gone  mad, 
and  left  him.  But  now  the  light  was  grow- 
ing broad  and  full,  and  he  remembered  that 
he  was  to  do  something.  He  put  up  his 
hand  to  his  head,  to  try  and  remember  what 
it  was ;  then  it  came  back  to  him,  he  was  to 
go  badt  to  his  wife ;  he  was  to  go  back,  tliief 
and  bad  man  that  he  was,  in  the  early 
morning ;  for  what  ?  Why,  her  own  lips  had 
told  him  for  what;  that  he  might  kiss  Rosy, 
and  receive  a  welcome — a  hearty  welcome 
from  his  own.  His  own  I  that  noble  woman, 
and  that  little  innocent  child  !  His  own ! 
He  trembled  more  and  more  as  he  remem- 
bered these  unstained  possessions  of  bis. 
Should  he,  indeed,  go  back  to  them  ?  Should 
he  thrust  himself  with  all  his  sin  on  their 
happy  and  pure  lives?  No,  no,  he  would 
not  go  back ;  he  would  leave  London  and 
them  ;  he  would  no  longer  try  to  take  Rosy 
from  hei  mother.  No ;  all  longing  tor  Rosy 
without  her  mothei  had  left  him.  He  was 
quite  utterly  unfit  for  either  of  them.  No,  he 
would  go  quite  away,  where  he  could  never  see 
or  trouble  them  again.  This  he  resolved  one 
moment,  the  next  he  almost  started  back  to 
thehttle  shop;  his  indecision  became  torture, 
he  felt  his  head  going  round,  he  was  giddy 
with  the  perplexity  of  his  thought.  At  last 
he  could  sit  down  no  longer.     He  stood 
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with  his  hand  on  the  handle  of  the  door, 
should  he  go  quite  anay,  or  should  he  go 
back  to  his  wife  ?  He  stood  thus  for  an 
hour — foi  two  hours — his  nervousness  had 
now  reached  a  height  that  was  bordering  on 
insanitjr. 

At  ten  o'clock  there  came  a  gentle  tap 
to  the  cellar  door.  He  thought,  "  Another 
of  my  pals  I "  and  he  opened  the  door 
with  a  bang  and  an  oath.  His  wife  stood 
without.  He  turned  white  as  death  when  he 
saw  her  ;  but  she  was  quite  calm. 

"  Breakfast  is  ready,  John  dear,"  she  said, 
"and  Rosy  is  waiting  for  her  father;  come 
home ! "  She  put  her  hand  on  his  arm,  and 
he  followed  her,  meekly  as  a  child. 

Again  he  seemed  to  be  walking  in  a  dream. 
As  he  and  his  wife  went  through  the  streets 
together,  it  came  over  him  suddenly  that  he 
was  in  another  world  ;  that  he  was  dead,  and 
bis  wife  was  leading  him  to  retribution ;  but 
he  was  not  sure  of  anything.  He  entered 
the  little  shop  with  her.  He  saw  neither 
Peter  nor  Poppy;  he  followed  his  wife 
through  the  shop  into  the  little  kitchen.  In 
the  kitchen  breakfast  was  ready — breakfast, 
consisting  of  all  Rosy's  most  tempting  cook- 
ing, and  Rosy  herself  stood  expectantly  by 
the  door.  He  knew  as  he  came  in  that 
breakfast  was  ready,  and  that  Rosy  was  there, 
also  that  she  was  raising  clear  loving  eyes  to 
his  face.  He  also  knew  that  he  found  him- 
self on  one  of  the  three-legged  stools,  and 
that  Rosy  had  climbed  on  his  knee,  and  was 
kissing  him,  and  whispering — 

"You're  my  father,  and  I  love  you,  and 
you'll  be  a  good  man  now." 

He  remembered  this,  and  that  bis  wife  was 
standing  by.  He  also  knew  he  made  a  great 
effort  to  say  something,  that  he  ^led,  that 
the  room  seemed  to  go  round,  and  Rosy  to 
fade  and  grow  indistinct.  He  was  more  sure 
than  ever  that  he  was  dead,  and  these  were 
spirits  leading  him  to  retribution ;  then  he 
knew  no  more ;  he  had  in  truth  fainted. 

In  bis  wife's  house  after  this  Herring  lay 

for  many  days  ill,  so  ill  that  the  loving  wife 
and  child  thought  he  was  really  dying.  This 
was  not  so,  however;  in  a  fortnight  he  grew 
better,  the  fever  left  him,  and  he  was  able  to 
sit  up.  They  tended  him  with  the  love  such 
as  they  would  give ;  but  of  his  recovery,  of 
his  slow  repentance,  of  his  agony  of  remorse, 
it  is  needless  to  write  here.  Herring  could 
never  be  a  great  man,  he  could  never  be  a 
very  useful  man  in  this  world ;  but  neither 
could  he  ever  again  be  the  man  he  was.  God 
had  come  to  him  in  the  great  love  of  wife 


and  child.  He  had  heard  the  voice  of 
God.  He  was  afraid.  One  day  when  he 
was  better,  and  nearly  well  again,  he  said 
something  of  what  was  on  his  mind  to  his 
wife. 

"  I  will  not  stay  with  you,  wife,"  he  said  ; 
"at  least,  I  will  not  stay  now;  I  must  do 
something,  and  I  am  too  well  known  in 
London  to  have  any  chance.  I  will  go  to 
America,  I  will  work  my  passage  out,  and 
try,  with  God's  help,  to  get  an  honest  living 
there.  \ViU  you  and  Rosy  keep  the  little 
shop,  and  come  to  me  if  ever  I  can  give  yon 
a  home  ?" 

"  Yes,  John,"  answered  his  wife,  for  she 
saw  this  would  be  better  for  him.  She  was  too 
wise  a  woman  to  believe  that  any  man  could 
be  virtuous  idle,  and  she  knew  that  he  was, 
alas  !  too  well  known  to  make  it  safe  for  him 
to  stay  in  London.  "  Yes,  John,"  she  said, 
"  you  shall  go  to  America,  and  we  will  come 
to  you  whenever  you  can  have  us  ;  but  you 
must  not  work  your  passage  out ;  see,  I  have 
savings,  you  shall  have  them,  dear;  dtey  will 
give  you  a  start,  and  a  fair  chance  in  the  fai 
country." 

So  it  was  arranged  that  he  was  to  go.  He 
hardly  thanked  his  wife  for  her  savjngs.  He 
was  morose  and  silent,  even  to  the  wife  and 
child  who  loved  him  so  well ;  but,  the  day 
before  he  sailed,  he  said  something  to  the 
little  woman,  which  she  often  said  seemed  to 
take  all  the  sting  from  the  past. 

"  Wife,  throu^  your  great  love  and  good- 
ness, I  believe  in  the  love  and  goodness 
of  God ;  I  don't  blieve,  as  you  'aven't  cast  out 
a  wretch  like  me,  as  He  will  neither.  Yes, 
wife,  through  you,  I  blieve  in  the  great  good- 
ness o'  God." 


This  story  began  on  one  of  the  shortest 
days  of  the  year,  let  it  close  on  one  of  the 
longest. 

There  came  a  glorious  June  day.  On 
such  a  day  in  the  glaring  East-end  of  London 
hot  soup  would  be  useless,  but  Mother  Her- 
ring knew  how  to  make  cheaper  and  better 
ices  than  any  one  else  in  the  place,  and  she 
also  now  dealt  in  capital  plates  of  cold  meat- 
_  ie  and  salad.  Her  little  shop  still  had  its 
full  complement  of  customers,  for  she  had,  in 
addition  to  the  nice  provisions,  put  up  green 
blinds  wherever  green  blinds  could  be  put, 
and  if  the  tiny  place  could  scarcely  be 
expected  to  feel  cool,  it  at  least  looked  it. 
So  the  customers  still  came,  though,  per- 


Diai.zodBjGoogle 


326 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


Poppy  whirled  hia  little  broom  wildly  round 
his  head. 

Of  course  Mother  Herring  did  not  say 
no ;  on  the  contrary,  she  kissed  all  three,  acd 
went  at  once  to  paclc  up  the  very  nicest  food 
her  litde  diop  contained. 

It  was  Btill  quite  early  when  they  started, 
Rosy  looking  very  demure  and  very  pretty  in 
a  large  white  sun-bonnet.  Each  boy  held 
one  of  Ros/s  bands,  and  were  more  than 
proud  of  having  the  chaise  of  anything  so 
very  sweet  and  precious. 

But  of  the  delights  of  that  happy  day  no 
tonguecanteU.  Those  who  live  in  the  country, 
or  can  see  it  whenever  they  choose,  can  form 
little  or  no  idea  of  bow  it  appeared  to  those 
little  Londoners,  two  of  whom  had  never 
seen  it  before,  and  the  other  only  in  its 
winter  desolation.  Truly  there  was  glory  in 
every  leaf  and  flower  to  those  happy.hearted 
children  that  day.  They  sat  under  the 
green  hedges  of  greener  fields  during  the 
hottest  hours,  but  Peter-*iad  not  forgotten 
the  object  of  ■'■his  visit  to  this  part  of  the 
country,  and  in^  the  evming  he  took  them  to 
see  old  Jabis  Kisse. 

The  old  man  was  seated  by  a  few  embeis 
in  the  grate.  He  knew  Peter,  and  tried  to 
rise  and  welcome  him,  but  he  had  grown 
much  weaker  since  the  winter  and  was 
unable. 

"  Ay,  lad,"  be  said,  clasping  his  hand ; 
"  and  you  'ave  brought  two  more  little  *uns. 
You're  welcome ;  all  welcome  to  old  J^is 
in  the  name  of  the  Lord." 

"  Old  J«bi*,''  Mked  Peter,  when  he  had 
told  8  little  about  Rosy  and  Poppy,  "'ave 
He  come  in  much  lately?  ^e  Lord  Christ, 

"  'Ave  He  come  in  ?  "  answered  old  Jabfe. 
"  Ay,  have  He,  lad,  often  and  often.  Why, 
He  come  yesternight,  [isd<  stayed  iAOng  o'lne 
for  an  hour ;  and  wot's  more  He  told  Tiv,*my 
gracious  Master  did,  that  the  house  as  }*tti  to 
live  in  above  is  'most  ready ;  that  the  winders 
is  open,  letting  in  the  sweet  air,  fresh  and 
bright.  He  says  'tis  grandtft  than  the  Queen's 
palace  down  here,  and  there's  the  name  o' 
Jabis  Kisse  in  letters  o'  gold  across  the  door- 
way." 

"  And  will  you  soon  go  to  live  in  that 
house?"  asked  little  Poppy. 

"  Ay,  ay,  dear  httle  'un,  'tis  safe  to  be 
soon  now.  May  be  the  Lord  'ul!  come  to 
fetch  me  to-night.  H'any  how  He'll  come 
werry  soon." 


"Will  the  Lord  come  in  here  to-night?" 
asked  Peter. 

"  Yes,  boy ;  He  mayn't  come  to  fetch  me 
to-night,  but  He's  certain  safe  to  make  a  wisit, 
for  He  telled  me  so  last  night." 

Now  Peter,  though  he  had  learned  many 
things  since  the  month  he  spent  with  old 
Jabis,  could  never  get  over  the  belief  that 
the  Lord  Jesus  did  visit  the  old  man  visibly 
and  in  person.  He  remembered  how  all 
during  those  long  winter  days  and  ni^ts  he 
had  longed  for  Him  to  come  in  ;  how  he  had 
listened  for  His  footfall  and  wondered  what 
His  radiant  face  was  like.  During  all  this 
time  the  Lord  had  never  come,  but  to-night 
the  case  was  different;  to-night  the  Lord 
said  He  would  come;  He  had  made  a  pro- 
mise— He,  who  never  broke  His  sacred 
word.  Peter's  heart  beat  at  the  thought 
that  he  might  at  last  see  Htm,  and  he  resolved 
to  wait  for  aa  late  a  returb  train  to  London 
BS  possible  on  the  chance.  He  said  to  the 
other  two,  "  Ef  old  Jabis'  says  He'll  come, 
why  He  will  come,  and  wt'll  wait." 

So  tlwy  aH  three  sM"  in  the  door  of  die 
little  but,  but  old  Jctns  would  not  leave  the 
fire.  Iliey  had  aat  ibus  for  half  an  hour, 
talking  gravely  Uid  in  whispers — for  a  strange 
awe,  which  was  yet  far  removed  from  ■  (fear, 
was  stealing  over  them — when  Peter  suddenly 
heard  the  old  man  call  his  name.  He  went 
to  him  at  once. 

He  was  Sitting  npright — the  stoop  of  age 
gone — a  light  add'v^our  on  the  wrinkled 
features.  "Yere  He  is,  Peter;  yere's  the 
Lord  Himself.  Bless  the  I&d  once,  dear 
Lord,  afore  I  go  wid  Thee.  TherSI  there ! ! 
Now,  Lord,  lettcst'ThlStt  Thy  servant  d(*patt 
in  peace." 

Tliehand,  which had'clasped  Peter's,'*!!, 
and  the  head  droope*"™the  light  dy*fcg"^t 
of  theisee;  ati  InBtsntlwfoM  lit  up  with 
ecstatic  joy.  ■"■ 

"  But  where  is  He  ?  Where's  the  Lord  ?  " 
asked  Peter. 

"  Old  Jabis  is  dead,"  said  a  neighbour  who 
had  iust  come  in. 

*  •  «  •  • 

But  that  night  Mother  Herring,  in  her  own 
sweet  words,  told  the  children  what  it  really 
meant. 

"And  you  may  take  it  as  a  sign,  Peter 
lad,"  she  said,  in  conclusion,  "  as  the  Lord 
'ave  blessed  vou^blessed  you  above  measure 
— as  Ht  '.s  all  them  who  fear  and  love 

His  holy  nai     " 
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"I  WISH  THE  SPRING  WERE  HERE." 

By  THX  RXT.  CANON  BELL,  D.D. 


T  WISH  the  Spring  were  here ; 
^    I  long  to  feel  the  fragrance  of  its  breath, 
As  moving  over  fait!  and  mead  and  mere, 
It  wakes  young  life  from  out  the  winter's 
death. 
I  wish  the  Spring  were  here, 
To  fill  the  woods  with  carols  sweet  and  clear ! 

^Vhen  will  the  winter  go, 
And  chilling  winih    and  rains  pass  all 
away? 
The  earth  cast  off  her  dreary  shroud  of  snow. 
And  into  green  burst  every  branch  and 
spray? 
ttTien  will  the  winter  go, 
And  loosen'd  streams  sing  sweetly  in  their 
flow? 

I  long  for  balmy  days. 
Clear,  bright-eyed  moms,  and  blue  and 
glowing  noons. 
When  with  the  buds  the  frolic  zephyr  plays ; 


— And  purple  nights  lighted  by  mellow 
moons. 
I  long  for  balmy  days, 
And  all  delights  that  come  with  jocund  Mays. 

I  siclcen  for  fair  flowers. 

The  silver  snowdrop  and  the  violet  sweet, 
White  lilies  holding  in  their  cups  the  showers, 

And  blooms  that  shine  like  stars  around 
the  feet. 
I  sicken  for  fair  flowers, 
For  grassy  plots  and  the  lush  trelKs'd  bowers. 

Green  wonder  of  the  Spring, 

Come,  scatter  beauties  o'er  the  earth  and 
sky, 
Tin  every  copse  with  merry  music  ring. 
And  soft,  low-piping  winds  a)me  wander- 
ing by. 
Green  wonder  of  flie  Spring, 

"lis   time  Aou  ahould'st   be  bom,  and 
winter  die  I 


SISTER  AUGUSTINE.' 

By  professor  SIMON. 


SISTER  AUGUSTINE  was  a  German 
Roman^Cathohc  "  Sister  Dora : "  reason 
enough  for  introducing  her  to  the  notice  of  the 
readers  of  the  Sukdav  Magazine,  and  for  ex- 
pecting them  to  be  interested  in  a  brief  sketdi 
of  ber  life.  Considering  the  difference  of 
nationality,  of  early  surrouiidings,  of  religious 
training,  and  of  circumstances  of  work,  the 
resemblances  between  the  two  are  staitUngly 
numerous  and  close.  Commanding  personal 
presence,  great  power  of  physical  endurance, 
eminent  common  sense,  rich  humour,  remark- 
able talent  for  o^nization,  impatience  with 
Aissiness,  firmness  of  will,  a  keen  eye  for 
realities  and  hearty  scorn  of  shams,  an  ear- 
nest spirit  of  self-sacrifice,  love  for  suffering 
humanity,  loneliness  of  inner  life,  and  alto- 
gether marked  individuality,  were  character- 
istics common  to  the  two,  thou^  very  dif- 
ferently set  and  in  some  respects  differently 
Manifested.  If  they  had  not  been  contem- 
poraries— Sister  Dora  was  the  younger  of  the 
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two — one  might  almost  have  been  disposed 
to  r^atd  it  as  a  case  of  metempsychosis. 

The  family  name  of  Sister  Augustine  was 
Amalie  von  Lasaulx.  She  was  bom  October 
19th,  1815.  Her  father,  Jean  Claude  de,  or 
von,  Lasaubc,  was  an  architect  at  Coblentz,  on 
the  Khine.  Originally  he  was  desired  for  the 
profession  of  the  law  and  began  his  studies 
with  that  view  at  Wurzbu^ ;  then  he  took  to 
medicine :  bnt  the  only  thing  he  succeeded  in, 
after  eleven  sessions  at  the  University,  was 
falling  in  love  with  Anna  Maria  Miiller, 
whom  he  married  and  brought  home  without 
saying  a  word  to  his  parents.  Anna  Maria 
turned  out  to  be  one  of  those  wives  whom 
everybody,  including  their  own  husbands, 
feel  bound  to  respect  and  praise,  but  whom 
scarcely  any  one  cordially  likes.  Thoroughly 
upright  and  even  tender  and  faithful,  she 
was  yet  so  stem  and  reserved  as  to  appear 
at  times  almost  unapproachable  even  to  the 
members  of  her  own  family,  and  so  exacting 
in  her  orderliness  and  cleanliness  as  a  house- 
wife as  to  make  everybody  uncomfortable 
about  her.  Her  friends  and  relations  called 
her  in  later  years  "The^pld  Igfter^t^fig- 
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phcr,"  "The  lady  princess,"  " The Sapieotia," 

Amalie  bad  three  brothers  and  two  sisters. 
One  of  the  brothers,  Emst,  became  a  distin- 
guished writer.  Early  in  lite  she  was  so  deli- 
cate that  no  one  believed  she  would  ever  reach 
womanhood,  and  so  ugly  that  even  her  mother 
hesitated  to  show  her  to  strangers.  But  the 
perils  of  childhood  once  passed,  her  physical 
and  mental  powers  developed  rapidly;  she 
became  bright  and  lively,  and  her  sparliling 
black  eyes,  rosy  cheeks,  and  happy  smile 
made  her  look  the  very  picture  of  health,  not 
to  say  handsome.  Always  good-tempered, 
full  of  droll,  occasionally  noisy  pranks,  wild 
and  venturesome  as  a  boy,  she  was  the  fa- 
vourite among  all  her  relations.  Her  father, 
from  whom  she  inherited  her  cheerful,  lively, 
energetic  temperament  and  spirit  of  freedom, 
was  very  proud  of  her,  and  she  cherished  for 
him  a  passionate  affection  and  admiration. 
In  her  secret  heart  she  regretted  being  a  girl, 
though  with  her  short.cut  hair  she  did  not 
much  resemble  one,  and  would  have  liked  to 
be  a  huntsman  or  a  soldier.  Walking  on 
stilts  and  skating — then  considered  a  very 
improper  thing  for  girls — sliding  down  the 
stair  banisters,  and  such  like  amusements 
were  her  delight.  Whilst  she  was  still  young 
her  elder  sister  became  a  nun,  and  a  friend 
jokingly  said  to  her,  "Who  knows  ?  Perhaps 
you  wiU  go  into  a  convent  too  ! "  To  which 
she  indignantly  replied,  "I'd  sooner  jump 
over  the  garden  wall  into  the  Moselle  I " — 
little  dreaming  what  was  her  destiny. 

Her  early  education  was,  to  say  the  least, 
not  brilliant.  In  point  of  fact,  the  Lasaulx 
children  were  all  left  very  much  to  them- 
selves ;  but  their  native  energy,  ability,  and 
perseverance  carried  them  farther  than  most 
who  are  highly  trained.  She  was,  however, 
greatly  indebted  also  to  the  circle  in  which 
she  moved,  and  in  particular  to  the  stimu- 
lating influence  of  her  father  and  brothers, 
who  awakened  the  love  of  the  beautiful  in 
art,  the  true  in  thought,  and  the  noble  in  life, 
which  characterized  her  all  through  life. 

Her  father's  house,  and  particularly  that  of 
an  unclewho  lived  in  Coblentz,  were  the  centre 
of  a  large  circle  of  cultured  relatives  and  dis- 
tinguished acquaintances,  among  whom  were 
Clemens  Brentano,  Sulpice  fioisser^e,  Kaul- 
bach,  Goires,  Montaiembert,  and  odiers  emi- 
nent in  literature  and  art  Nor  was  Amalie 
ever  so  happy,  ever  so  bright,  as  when  she 
was  in  company  like  the  above.  In  the 
summer-time  excursions  to  the  neighbouring 
hills  or  mined  castles  used  often  to  be  ar- 
ranged for  the  sake  of  their  visitors,  and  on 


these  occasions  she  was  the  gayest  of  the 
gay.  "  She  also  took  great  pleasure  in  private 
theatricals,  she  and  her  companions  dress- 
ing  up  as  knights  and  ladies,  or  else  appearing 
on  a  stage  of  their  own  construction  as  noble 
robbers  J  Even  the  pet  dog  was  taught  to 
act  the  part  ofa  gentle  lamb,  carefully  wrapped 
in  cotton  wool.  Privately,  too,  she  wrote 
little  verses;  but  when  asked  about  them  in 
later  years,  she  replied,  laughing  and  evading 
a  direct  answer,  'Who  has  not  written  poetry 
at  eighteen?'  Dancing,  however,  never 
formed  part  of  the  pleasures  of  her  youth. 
Only  once  in  her  life  was  she  present  at  a 
ball,  regarding  which  she  said,  '  I  was  at  Ems 
with  my  father,  and  there  was  a  ball  in  the 
Cuihaus.  I  stood  at  the  open  door,  and 
looking  in  at  the  throng  I  said  to  myself. 
Have  they  all  gone  mad?'" 

Her  happy  youth  closed  with  a  deep  grief, 
which  proved  to  be  the  turning-point  of  her 
life.  Rather  to  please  her  parents,  whom 
she  had  greatly  annoyed  by  refusing  previous 
eligible  offers  of  marriage,  than  from  real 
affection,  she  became  betrothed  to  a  young 
doctor,  whom  closer  acquaintance  convinced 
her  she  could  neither  respect  nor  trust,  much 
less  love,  as  she  thought  a  husband  ought  to 
be  respected,  trusted,  and  loved.  The  results 
of  the  terrible  discovery  were  first  great  men- 
tal struggles,  then  the  breakmg  of  the  engage- 
ment, and  last  of  all  a  severe  attack  of 
typhus  fever,  which  brought  her  almost  to 
thegrave.  After  recovering,  deep  seriousness 
took  possession  of  her  soul,  and  henceforth 
constituted  the  chief  feature  of  her  character. 
By  way  of  giving  her  thoughts  a  different 
turn,  her  parents  sent  her  on  a  visit  to  her 
brother  Ernst,  who  was  Professor  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Wiirzburg ;  but  instead  of  winning 
her  back  to  an  interest  in  her  former  mode 
of  life,  it  had  just  the  contrary  effect.  Her 
brother's  house  was  opposite  the  hospital, 
and  the  spectacle  of  the  sick  who  were  daily 
carried  into  it  and  of  the  dead  who  were 
brought  out  of  it  caused  her  fingers  even  theii 
to  tingle,  as  she  afterwards  related,  with  the 
longing  to  take  her  part  in  relieving  the  suffer- 
ings of  her  fellow-creatures. 

These  thoughts  and  leanings  were  strength- 
ened on  her  return  home  by  invitations  to 
share  the  benevolent  labours  of  a  ladies'  asso- 
ciation for  hospital  service  that  had  for  some 
years  existed  in  Coblentz,  by  watching  the 
Sisters  of  Charity  at  their  work,  and  by  the 
fact  that  her  own  eldest  sister,  Anna,  had 
joined  a  sisterhood.  The  more  she  thought, 
the  stronger  became  her  persuasion  that  she 
had  some  special  task  in  life_to^^rform,  that 
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hospital  work  was  of  all  others  the  particular 
task,  and  that  the  breaking  off  of  her  eogage- 
ment  had  been  pennitted  by  God  to  the  end 
that  she  might  recognise  her  true  vocation. 

Her  nature  was  too  healthy  to  admit  of 
her  ever  turning  to  a  convent  as  a  mere  re- 
fuge for  her  wounded  feelings.  What  at- 
tracted her  was  the  occupation,  and  the 
becoming  a  Sister  of  Mercy  was  then,  and 
ever  remained,  in  her  eyes  a  means  to  an 
end — in  those  days  the  only  way  by  which 
cfae  could  compass  her  end.  But  though  the 
conviction  grew  and  grew  on  her  that  there 
Jay  her  vocation,  she  was  unable  to  come  to 
a  final  decision.  Yet,  as  she  once  said, 
"The  idea  of  it  followed  me  all  the  day 
long,  like  the  remembrance  of  a  sin." 

"  In  order  to  put  an  end  to  the  painfiil 
iiresolution,  she  hit  on  the  rather  curious 
idea  to  let  chance  decide  the  matter.  An 
old  baker,  a  confirmed  drunkard  and  a  no- 
toriously bad  character,  used  to  pass  her 
home  every  morning.  As  often  as  she  saw 
him  she  was  filled  with  disgust  and  horror, 
and  she  determined  to  m^e  this  man  the 
test  of  her  sincerity.  When  she  saw  him  go 
by  in  the  morning  she  would  ask  herself, 
'Could  I  nurse  this  man  if  he  were  ill?' 
Sometimes  the  mere  thought  so  filled  her 
with  di^pist  that  she  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  ahe  was  quite  unfitted  ever  to  be  a 
Sister  of  Charily,  At  other  times,  when  his 
appearance  was,  perhaps,  a  little  less  revolt- 
ing than  usual,  she  thought  it  possible  that 
after  all,  in  a  case  of  need,  she  might  be  able 
to  tend  him.  Thus  her  state  of  indecision 
continued.  During  this  time  she  was  in  the 
habit  of  occasionally  calling  on  the  Superior 
of  the  hospital  and  offering  to  perform  any 
little  services  that  might  be  required.  One 
day  she  said  to  her, '  I  have  nothing  very 
particular  just  now  for  yon  to-do,  but  there 
is  a  dying  man  up-stairs,  and  as  the  sisters 
hare  no  time  to  remain  with  him,  you  might 
just  go  up  to  him  and  say  a  few  paternosters, 
that  he  may  not  be  left  to  die  quite  alone.' 
The  Superior  conducted  her  to  the  room 
and  left  her  there,  'watching'  beside  the 
sick  man's  bed.  Amalie  kept  her  eyes  shut, 
for  it  filled  her  with  fear  to  be  alone  with 
him.  She  repeated  paternoster  after  pater- 
noster, whilst  the  sufferer  groaned  and 
sighed.  At  last  she  grew  tired,  and  as  no 
lister  came  to  relieve  her,  cariosity  prompted 
her  to  take  a  look  at  her  patient.  She  ap- 
proached him  timidly  and  curiously,  and  her 
feelings  may  be  imagined  when  she  beheld 
the  drunkard !  He  had  had  a  bad  fall,  and 
bsul  been  carried  in  a  dangerous  condition 


to  the  hospital,  where  he  died  the  same  day. 
Thb  apparently  unimportant  event  made  a 
deep  impression  on  her,  and  she  looked  upcm 
it  as  a  special  dispensation  of  Providence." 
This  was  in  1840. 

Her  decision  was  now  quickly  taken,  with 
characteristic  Lasaulx  energy;  but  knowing 
how  unwilling  her  parents  would  be  to  part 
with  her,  she  kept  her  intentions  to  her- 
self. Having  made  through  a  friend  the 
necessary  inquiries  of  the  Parent  Congrega- 
tion of  the  Sisters  of  Mercy  at  Nancy,  and 
borrowed  money  for  the  journey,  she  left 
home  without  saying  even  good-bye  to  any 
one,  and  communicated  with  her  parents 
only  after  having  actually  entered  the  con- 
vent They  were  deeply  distressed  and  of 
course  jusdy  angered,  and  for  years  could 
not  be  brought  to  forgive  her.  After  this 
she  seldom  saw  her  father,  and  to  her  in- 
tense grief,  though  summoned  home  during 
his  last  illness  in  1847,  only  arrived  the  day 
after  his  death.  Curiously  enough  Sister 
Dora,  too,  left  her  home  against  her  father's 
wish,  though  not  without  his  knowledge: 
and  through  the  interference  of  the  sister- 
hood of  which  she  was  a  member,  was 
unable  to  see  him  before  he  died. 

On  taking  the  veil,  Amalie  received  the 
name  of  "Sister  Augustine,"  and  was  trained 
to  superintend  the  dispensing  department  of 
the  hospital  work.  After  a  novitiate  of  up- 
wards of  three  years  she  took  the  vows  in 
the  presence  of  the  Bishop  of  Nancy,  the 
golden  wedding-ring  was  placed  on  her 
finger,  and  the  medal  of  the  Order  was  hung 
round  her  neck,  in  token  of  the  indissoluble 
nature  of  the  relationship  into  which  she 
entered.  The  formula  repeated  and  signed 
by  her  ran  as  follows :  "  I  promise  and  vow 
before  God  never  to  leave  the  Order  and  to 
die  within  it,  and  for  the  rest  of  my  life  to 
serve  the  poor  and  neglected  sick  according 
to  the  rules  and  statutes  of  the  said  Order. 
I  vow  never  to  consent  to  the  Order  giving 
up  the  work  which  I  now  engage  in  of  caring 
for  the  sick  poor,  nor  ever  to  forsake  the 
Order  myself  out  of  weariness,  obstinacy,  or 
longing  for  a  change  of  life.  Should  I  ever 
do  so,  I  submit  to  the  canonical  punish- 
ment." 

It  cost  many  hard  struggles,  as  she  herself 
repeatedly  wrote  to  her  friends,  before  she 
succeeded  in  bringing  her  peculiarly  self- 
reliant  nature  within  the  narrow  Hmits  of 
obedience  prescribed  by  the  Order;  indeed, 
her  will  and  intellect  never  were  broken  in  a 
way  to  satisfy  the  more  narrow-minded  of 
those  who  were  in  authori^  ov^,)!^.,.^e 
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was  fortunate  in  entering  the  parent  houae  at 
a  time  when  both  the  Lady  Superior  and  the 
Instructress  of  the  Novices  took  a  more 
humane  view  of  their  vocation  than  was  after- 
wards permitted.  The  latter  used  to  say  to 
the  young  sisters,  "Children,  the  calling  you 
have  chosen  is  truly  hard  enough.  Vou  need 
not  try  to  make  it  harder ;  we  have  not  been 
sent  into  the  world  bs  make  our  life  bitter." 
The  following  were  the  regulations  for  the 
round  of  daily  life.  "  The  hour  of  rising  in 
summer,  four ;  in  winter,  five  o'clock,  followed 
by  prayer,  meditation,  and  household  occu* 
pations.  Seven  o'clock,  attendance  at  Mass 
and  afterwards  breakfast.  From  eight  o'clock 
until  dinner  {between  eleven  and  twelve) 
work  in  the  house.  After  dinner  a  quarter 
of  an  hour's  recreation,  to  be  spwit  cheer- 
fully in  each  other's  society.  From  one  to 
two  o'clock,  sewing  in  perfect  silence,  in  order 
that  they  may  the  better  call  to  memory  the 
Redeemer.  Again  short  devotional  exercises 
and  household  work  until  half-post  seven, 
interrupted  only  by  supper  at  six  o'clock. 
At  half-past  seven  an  hour's  recreation,  and 
after  evening  prayer  and  the  reading  of  a 
passage  from  the  lives  of  the  Saints,  or  the 
Epistle  and  Gospel,  all  retired  to  rest  atnine 
o'clock." 

In  184a  she  was  sent  as  dispenser  to  the 
hospital  at  Aix-la-Chapelle,  and  in  1849 
was  transferred  as  Superior  to  l&e  newly- 
founded  hospital  of  St.  John,  at  Bonn. 

Her  entry  on  office  was  not  very  dignified. 
"  Late  one  evening  in  the  beginning  of  No- 
vember the  nuns  from  Nancy,  with  Sister 
Augustine  as  their  Superior,  arrived  at  Bonn, 
each  of  them  carrying  the  httle  they  possessed 
under  their  arm,  sewed  up  in  a  pillow-case. 
As  they  had  not  been  expected  till  some 
weeks  Liter,  there  was  no  one  to  meet  them, 
nor  to  conduct  them  to  their  new  home.  On 
reaching  the  door  of  the  hospital,  they  had 
to  ring  the  bell  until  they  woke  the  janitor, 
who  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  see  them. 
The  house  was  stilt  entirely  unfumished ;  not 
even  a  candle  was  to  be  found  for  the  nuns. 
The  pocket,  however,  of  a  Sister  of  Charity 
is  usually  a  receptade  for  all  sorts  of  useful 
articles,  and  thence  luckily  Sister  Augustine 
produced  a  small  piece  of  taper,  which,  stuck 
on  an  empty  bottle,  supplied  them  with  light 
Thus  furnished  they  set  off  on  an  e:q]cdition 
of  discovery  through  the  house,  but  there 
was  little  to  be  seen  save  bare  walls.  The 
only  useful  instrument  they  could  find  was  a 
broom,  which  swnehow  or  other  had  found 
its  way  into  one  of  the  rooms.  Its  discovery 
was  hailed  with-  much  laughter.    But  besides 


this,  not  a  single  article  of  household  use  was 
forthcoming.  The  nuns  were,  moreover, 
hungry.  What  was  to  be  done?  At  last  a 
happy  thought  struck  the  janitor,  which  he  at 
once  put  into  execution.  Late  as  it  was  he 
went  to  the  house  of  one  of  the  members  of 
the  Town-council,  a  kindly  benevolent  man, 
and  b^ged  from  him  a  basket  of  potatoes, 
telling  him  at  the  same  time  of  the  arrival  of 
the  sisters." 

At  last.  Sister  Augustine  was  in  her 
proper  place,  and  she  made  no  secret  of  the 
pleasure  it  gave  her.  "It  would  have  been 
a  great  disappointment  not  to  have  had  the 
post  of  Superior  given  to  me  at  some  period 
of  my  life,"  she  remarked ;  "  God  gave 
me  the  talents  for  it,  and  I  am  glad  to  make 
use  of  them.  Why  should  I  not  firankly  ac- 
knowledge this  ? "  The  fact  is,  she  was  bom 
to  rule,  and  would  never  have  developed  into 
the  woman  shq  eventually  became  had  she 
all  her  life  held  a  position  of  subordination. 
But  there  were  other,  and,  if  possible,  deeper 
reasons  for  the  satisfaction  with  which  the 
change  filled  her.  She  sympathized  too 
litde  with  the  view  of  life  and  type  of  piety 
that  prevailed  in  the  Order — ^indeed,  in  the 
Religious  Orders  of  the  Romish  Church  gene- 
rally— to  feel  at  home  where  she  was  ex- 
pected to  accommodate  not  only  speech, 
garb,  and  manner,  but  even  thought  and 
feeling,  to  an  external  standard.  At  first  she 
endeavoured  to  do  so ;  but  it  was  given  her 
after  a  while  to  understand  that  God  requires 
no  such  sacrifices  at  the  hand  of  any  of  his 
children,  whatever  their  position.  Till  she 
removed  to  Bonn,  however,  she  suSered 
greatly  from  a  sense  of  isolation  and  lone- 
liness, and  though  she  fulfilled  the  dudes 
of  her  calling  with  exemplary  faithfiilness, 
counting  it  "  the  greatest  gift  of  God's  grace 
that  He  had  made  hei  a  Sister  of  Charity," 
she  still  felt  inwardly  bound,  repressed. 

All  who  came  into  contact  with  bee  at 
Bonn  were  impressed  with  the  difference 
between  her  and  other  nuns — the  younger 
sisters,  the  sick,  the  inspecting  authorities, 
the  medical  men,  the  clergy,  and  her  visitors 
and  friends  botii  Romish  and  Protestant, 
even  her  servants.  No  hospital  was  so  popu- 
lar amongst  the  novices  of  the  Order  as  hers  ; 
and,  as  she  herself  remarked  to  a  friend, 
"  No  wonder,  for  I  treat  my  sisters  as  human 
beings  and  not  as  pieces  of  wood" — words 
to  which  Sister  Dora's  account  of  why  she 
broke  with  the  Sisterhood  of  which  she  had 
become  a  member,  forms  a  curious  parallel — 
"  because  I  am  a  woman  and  not  a  piece  ot 
fnmituie."    Her  very  room,  with  its  neat  and 
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cozy  furniture  and  pictures,  bore  silent  testi- 
mony to  the  difference  of  the  spirit  that 
leigaed  in  the  hospital.  Everything  that  was 
going  on  in  the  outside  world  interested  her 
—literature,  art,  science,  the  ecclesiastical, 
political,  and  social  movements  of  the  time. 
Her  chattiness,  fun,  humour,  and  the  utter 
absence  of  the  formality,  stiffness,  coldness, 
show  of  piety  and  hutnility  which  charac- 
terized most  in  her  position,  were  a  constant 
source  of  surprise,  gratification,  suspicion, 
displeasure,  according  to  the  point  of  view 
of  the  observers.  The  sick  and  poor,  how- 
ever, the  troubled  and  distressed,  clung  to 
her  with  the  strongest  attachment 

Free,  however,  as  her  views  were  in  many 
respects,  she  was  still  strongly  attached  to  the 
Church  into  which  she  had  been  baptized, 
and  to  the  very  last  set  a  value  on  its  rites, 
usages,  and  sacraments,  which  to  Protestants 
will  seem  scarcely  consistent  with  the  account 
she  herself  gave  of  the  source  of  her  inward 
religious  life.  This  was  "  the  belief  in  a 
personal  Saviour" — a  belief  to  which  she 
gave  constant  expression  in  the  most  varied 
forms  and  in  the  greatest  variety  of  circum- 
stances. Yet,  after  all,  the  externals  of  Ro- 
manism were  to  her  but  the  vehicles  and 
mediums  through  which  Christ  drew  nigh  to 
her  and  she  drew  nigh  to  Christ. 

One  event  in  her  life  tended  greatly  to  free 
her  inwardly  from  bondage  to  the  religious 
routine,  and,  if  one  may  use  the  expression, 
spiritual  red-tapeism  of  the  Romish  Church, 
namely,  her  experience  in  Schleswig-Holstein 
daring  the  war  of  1S64.  Inthefreshairofthe 
North  she  grew  visibly  in  firmness,  indepen- 
dence, and  clearness.  On  leaving  home,  both 
she  and  her  fellow-sisters  were  filled  with  sad- 
ness at  the  thought  that  they  would  have  to  go, 
possibly  for  months,  without  the  accustomed 
and  frequent  participation  in  the  saoiaments, 
and  feared  that  the  deprivation  would  result 
in  spiritual  feebleness  and  languor.  After 
their  return,  however,  she  declared  her  con- 
viction that  the  receiving  of  Divine  grace  is 
not  always  dependent  on  outward  symbols, 
and  avowed  that  during  the  whole  time, 
though  she  bad  not  once  felt  the  want  of 
the  Holy  Communion,  she  had  never  lived 
nearer  to  God. 

Her  life  at  Bonn  flowed  on  in  its  wonted 
channels — a  source  of  blessing,  comfort,  and 
quickening,  both  physical,  intellectual,  and 
spiritual,  to  all  who  had  to  do  with  hei^-till 


870,  the  year  of  the  promulgation  of  the 
dogma  of  the  Papal  infallibility.  No  long 
time  was  allowed  to  pass  before  she,  like  all 
others  who  held  office  in  the  Romish  Church, 
called  upon  to  define  her  views  on  the 
subject.  Just  when  somewhat  recovering 
from  a  severe  illness  the  Mistress  of  the 
Novices  arrived  from  Nancy,  and,  in  the  name 
of  the  Lady  Superior  of  the  Order,  required 
explanations.  Sister  Augustine,  weak  and 
suffering  as  she  was,  at  once  avowed  her  dis- 
belief both  of  the  dogma  of  infallibility  and 
of  that  of  the  immaculate  conception  of  the 
Virgin,  at  the  same  time  asserdng  her  resolve 
to  hold  fast  to  the  Cathohc  faith  in  which 
she  had  been  trained  until  death.     This  was 

October,  187 1.  In  November  the  Ladies 
Superior  of  Nancy  and  Trfeves  came  to  Bonn, 
and  peremptorily  ordered  her  to  make  con- 
fession of  her  faith.  Sister  Augustine  calmly 
replying  as  before,  was  informed  that  she 
could  no  longer  be  permitted  to  remain  in 
the  hospital ;  to  which  she  answered,  "  If  you 
set  me  out  ip  the  street,  some  one  or  other 
will  surely  pick  me  up."  She  was  then 
formally  deposed,  the  Lady  Superior  add- 
ing, "We  cannot  keep  a  heretic  in  the 
Order." 

But  for  the  opposition  of  the  house  phy- 
sician, who  threatened  to  inform  the  legpl 
authorities  if  any  attempt  should  be  made  to 
remove  her  against  her  will,  she  would  have 
been  taken  to  Nancy — doubtless  for  disci- 
pline. It  was  arranged  instead  that  she  should 
go  as  soon  as  her  state  of  health  permitted  it 
to  Vallendar,  a  small  town  near  Coblentz, 
where  there  was  a  small  hospital  under  the 
charge  of  a  personal  friend.  Thither  accord- 
ingly she  went;  and  there  she  remained  till 
death  put  an  end  to  her  sufferings,  doubts, 
and  struggles.  When  informed  by  her  medical 
attendant,  on  the  28th  of  January,  that  she 
had  protably  only  an  hour  to  live,  she  ex- 
claimed, somewhat  surprised,  "As  soon  as 
that  ?"  and  taking  both  his  hands  in  hers, 
added  joyfully,  "  Thank  you  1  thank  you  ! 
How  glad  I  am  that  I  shall  soon  be  with 
God ;  He  will  be  a  milder  judge  to  me  than 
men  have  been  I"  After  joining  with  the 
sisters  who  attended  her  in  saying  the  words — 

Lord  Juiu,  I  die  tothsc,'' 

she  exclaimed  several  times  wistfully,  "  Come, 
Lord  Jesus,"  and  fell  calmly  and  peacefully 
asleep. 
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SPRING  REVELATIONS. 

""ne  [loiy  which  ihall  bo  rerealcd,"— Rom.  viii.  18. 

THE  glow  of  Spring-time  crowns  the  lastiDg  hills, 
Unnumbered  blossoms  open  at  their  feet ; 
The  gladsome  voice  of  birds  and  flowing  rills 
Fills  all  the  sunny  hours  with  music  sweet. 

Again  the  earth  reveals  in  bud  and  bloom 
The  loveliness  close-hidden  for  a  space ; 

All  outward  joys  the  days  of  spring  assume 
Are  but  the  symbols  of  a  deathless  grace. 


Before  one  summer  wanes,  the  next  is  bora ; 

Though,  hushed  to  sleep  by  winter's  Icy  breath, 
The  slumbers  of  its  infancy  have  wora, 

Jn  every  year,  the  seeming  guise  of  death. 

The  pathless  skies  were  still  serenely  blue 

When,  in  dark  wintry  hours,  the  storm-clouds  came 

For  mercy  or  correction  o'er  our  view ;  -  i  ^ 

Beyond  the  clouds  the  azure  was  the  same.      -  '  •  --'OO^IC 


Its  steadfast  calm  is  but  the  underside 

Of  that  clear  paved  work  of  a  sapphire  stone. 

Whereon,  unmoved,  for  evCrmore  abide 

The  strong  foundations  of  the  great  white  throne  I 

The  doners  of  the  labuimim  long  have  been 
In  their  dim  chambers  waiting,  face  to  face, 

Like  golden  cherubim  that  dwelt  unseen 
In  the  veiled  silence  of  the  holy  place ! 

Each  leaf  that  seeks  the  light  withheld  so  long, 
Each  daisy  breaking  through  the  emerald  sod. 

The  birds  that  in  their  courses  fill  with  song. 
By  day  and  night,  these  outer  courts  of  God; 
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The  mountain  torrent  swiftly  rnihing  down, 
With  tidings  of  the  spring-time  to  the 
sea, 

Singing  sweet  melodies  it  had  not  known 
But  for  the  winter's  drear  captivity ; — 

These  sights  and  sounds  of  gladness  on  the 
earth 
Are  all  fulfilling,  as  with  one  accord, 
The  wistful  prayer  from  age  to  age  put  forth, 
"Show  us  Thy  glory,  we  beseech  Thee, 
Lordl" 


For,  as  the  Spring  unfoldeth  day  by  day 
New  light  and  song,  where  all  seemed  dark 
and  dumb. 
Until  the  former  things  are  passed  away. 
So,  in   like   manner,  shall    His  kingdom 
come: 

A  glow  of  spring-time  breakii^  o'er  the  hills, 
A  glory  in  the  vales  once  darkly  trod, 

A  revelation  of  the  love  that  fills 

In  heaven   and  earth,  the  handiworks  of 
God! 

UARY   ROWLES. 


THE  REVISION  OF  THE  ENGLISH  NEW  TESTAMENT. 

By  JOSEPH  AKGUS,  D.D.,  Mekhrb  of  the  Rbvision  Compant. 


SECOND  PAPER. — THE   GKEEK  TEXT, 

TWO  questions  arise  when  we  approach 
the  subject  of  New  Testament  revision- 
Is  the  Greek  text  we  translate  as  the  writers 
left  it  ?  Is  the  English  translation  an  accu- 
rate representation  of  the  meaning  of  that 
text?  Both  questions  are  natural.  And  I 
proceed  in  this  paper  and  the  following  to 
the  examination  of  the  first  of  them. 

When  the  Greek  Testament  was  first  pub- 
lished by  Erasmus  at  Basle,  in  1516,  it 
is  said  that  sixteen  manuscripts  were  used 
by  him  in  settling  the  text.  They  were 
none  of  them  of  great  antiquity,  or  of  special 
authority.  For  ordinary  purposes  such  a 
number  of  MSS.  is  more  than  sufGdent  for 
ascertaining  the  text  of  an  ancient  classic 
author.  Two  or  three  are  often  enough; 
eight  or  ten  are  ample. 

Since  the  publication  of  the  edition  of 
Erasmus,  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  years 
ago,  the  discovery  and  examination  of  MSS. 
have  made  remarkable  progress.  Instead  of 
sixteen,  we  now  know  of  nearly  sixteen  hun- 
dred. A  considerable  number  are  of  great 
antiquity ;  some  belonging  to  the  fourth, 
fifth,  and  sixth  centuries.  They  have  been 
gathered  from  all  parts  of  the  ancient  world 
— from  Africa,  Asia,  and  Europe,  They  are 
now  many  of  them  in  the  keeping  of  different 
Churches ;  the  Alexandrian  MS.  (called  A), 
in  the  British  Museum ;  the  Vatican  MS. 
(called  B),  in  the  Vatican  Library  at  Rome; 
the  Sinaitic  (called  M ),  at  Petersburg,  They 
were  written  under  different  influences,  and 
have  belonged  some  of  them  to  hostile  sects. 
With  these  documents  preserved  and  pre- 
sented to  us  in  the  providence  of  God,  it  is 
impossible  to  bar  the  question:   Do   these 


sixteen  hundred  MSS.  support  the  text  that 
Erasmus  formed  from  his  sixteen,  or  modify 
it,  or  contradict  it  ?  No  earnest  student  of 
Scripture  can  do  otherwise  than  desire  to 
have  this  question  answered — in  his  own 
interest,  and  in  the  interest  of  the  truth. 

Other  discoveries  have  also  been  made. 
The  writings  of  the  fathers  have  been  printed 
and  examined.  The  Greek  fathers  extend 
from  Justin  Martyr  in  the  second  century 
to  Theophylact  in  the  eleventh;  the  Latin 
fathers,  from  Tertullian  in  the  second  cen- 
tury to  Augustine  in  the  fifth.  Their  works 
fill  many  folio  volumes,  and  the  quotations 
they  give  from  Scripture  are  so  numerous  that 
if  all  the  MSS.  of  the  Greek  Testament  had 
perished  it  would  have  been  possible  to 
gather  a  large  portion  of  the  text  (some  say 
nearly  all)  from  the  fathers  alone.  Some, 
like  Origen,  quote  very  fully ;  and  some,  as 
Origen,  Eusebius,  and  Jerome,  note  the 
various  readings  that  were  found  in  their  times. 

Of  great  interest,  though  not  always  of 
equal  hetpfiilness,  are  some  of  the  ancient 
versions — the  Syriac  version  ;  the  Egyptian  ; 
the  Latin,  including  the  Vulgate ;  the  Arme- 
nian, and  in  a  small  degree  the  old  Slavonic 
and  the  Masso-Gothic,  a  language  that  is  the 
parent  of  our  English  tongue.  Very  few  of 
these  were  practically  available  in  the  days 
of  Erasmus.  As  helps  to  the  settlement 
of  the  text  they  belong  to  a  century  later, 
having  become  accessible  to  scholars  for  the 
most  part  in  the  seventeenth  century. 

The  result  is  that  in  the  last  three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  years  the  material  for  ascertain- 
ing the  Greek  text  of  the  New  Testament, 
the  critical  apparatus,  as  it  has  been  called, 
has  increased  a  hundredfold  in  quantity,  and 
proportionately  in  critical  value. 


THE  REVISION  OF  THE  ENGLISH  NEW  TESTAMENT. 


235 


No  doubt  it  is  competent  for  any  one  to 
saj,  "  I  do  not  care  for  this  evidence.  The 
common  Greek  text  is  enough  for  m&  'Why 
should  I  unsettle  my  faith  by  consulting  the 
sixteen  hundred  ?  I  keep  to  the  sixteen  of 
Erasmus."  But  is  this  wise?  Will  others 
accept  this  easy-going  decision?  Certainly 
they  will  not;  and  indeed,  they  ought  not,  if 
only  on  the  ground  that  such  a  decision  would 
create  a  widespread  suspicion  that  we  have 
not  the  true  text  A  further  reason  is,  that 
if  the  providence  (A  God  has  preserved  and 
multiplied  these  materialB  we  should  thank 
God  for  the  accumulated  evidence,  and  use 
it,  as  we  use  Babylonish  bricks,  and  Moabite 
stones,  and  Egyptian  hieroglyphics,  to  verify 
Scripture,  and  to  supplement  it.  This  ana- 
logy, indeed,  lails  to  do  justice  to  the  case. 
Our  MSS.,  and  quotations,  and  versions  are 
not  secular  testimonies  to  the  accuracy  of 
the  New  Testament  text ;  they  arc  precious 
copies  of  the  text  itself  some  of  them  a 
thousand  years  older  than  those  Erasmus 
knew,  and  they  form  when  combined  a  pro- 
vision fcff  proving  or  correcting  the  text  of 
the  deepest  interest,  a  provision  which  it 
would  be  a  sin  to  disrq^ard. 

Of  course  these  statements  oa  the  value  of 
MSS.  take  as  granted  that  we  have  no  auto- 
giapfas  of  the  books  of  the  New  Testament ; 
nor  have  we  autc^raphs  of  any  ancient  classic 
author.  Possibly  we  may  one  day  find  the 
very  letter  Tertius  wrote,  at  Paul's  dictation, 
to  the  Romans,  with  the  subscription  in  Paul's 
own  hand.  The  Sinaitic  MSS.  remained  for 
fourteen  hundred  years  unknown  to  European 
scholars,  rill  Tischendorf  discovered  it  in  1859 
at  Mount  Sinai.  Within  the  last  eighty  years 
MSS.  have  been  found  at  Hercutaneum  that 
have  Iain  more  than  seventeen  hundred  years 
imder  the  ashes  of  Vesuvius ;  and  in  our  own 
times  MSS.  have  been  discovered  in  Egyptian 
tombs  and  coffins  three  thousand  years  after 
they  were  placed  in  what  was  thought  to  be 
their  last  resting  place.  Apostolic  autographs 
vuiy  yet  be  found;  but,  in  fact,  none  arc 
known,  and  we  have  to  learn  what  apostles 
vrrote  by  comparing  copies  and  translations 
of  their  writings,  a  slow  and  delicate  process 
requiring  great  judgment,  and  care,  and  skill. 

This  natural  desire  for  autograph  copies  of 
the  books  of  the  New  Testament  is  deepened 
by  the  first  result  of  the  examination  of  MSS. 
Instead  of  one  text  of  the  whole  of  the  New 
Testament,  we  have  some  seven-and- twenty 
texts— the  number  of  complete  MSS. — while 
the  texts  of  single  books  amount  often  to 
hundreds.  The  variations  of  readings  are 
proportionately   numerous,    and   amount   to 


many  tens  of  thousands  in  aJL  But  these 
facts,  thoi^h  startling  at  6rst,  need  create 
neither  surprise  nor  doubt.  The  six  extant 
pieces  of  Terence  have  been  copied  many 
hundreds  of  times  less  frequently  than  the 
Testament,  and  yet  they  contain  thirty  thou- 
sand various  readings.  Disraeli  notes  that 
even  our  best-printed  Bibles  contain  hundreds 
of  errors,  and  yet  none  scruple  on  that  ground 
to  read  or  to  trust  them.  Many  thousands,, 
moreover,  of  these  various  readings  are 
obvious  mistakes  of  the  eye,  or  of  the  ear,  of 
the  copyist,  or  are  entirely  unsupported,  and 
in  either  case  create  no  difficulty.  Thousands 
are  owing  to  different  modes  of  spelling  the 
same  words ;  hundreds  originate  m  the  ten- 
dency to  conform  parallel  passages;  hun- 
dreds in  the  attempt  to  explain  difhcult  ones. 
When  these  facts  are  all  allowed  for,  the  vari- 
ous readings  of  weight  are  reduced  without 
any  difficulty  from  tens  of  thousands  to  four 
or  five  thousand  at  most,  and  of  these  only 
a  fraction  can  be  regarded  as  of  any  doc- 
trinal significance.  Two  easy  proofs  may 
be  given  of  the  accuracy  of  this  conclusion. 
The  most  inaccurate  manuscript  text  of  any 
book  of  Scripture  will  be  found  to  contain 
substantially  the  same  tmths  as  the  most 
accurate ;  and  a  fairly  revised  text  of  the 
New  Testament  will  be  accepted  with  equal 
readiness  by  Protestants  and  Catholics,  as  the 
Old  Testament  is  accepted  with  equal  readi- 
ness by  Christians  and  Jews.  And  thus  it  is 
that  inquiries  which  even  scholars  like  Dr. 
John  Owen  have  dreaded  and  denounced,  end 
in  resulte  that  need  create  no  misgiving  in  the 
mind  of  even  unlettered  readers. 

The  treatment  of  this  enormous  amount  of 
additional  evidence  is  a  science  of  itself,  and 
a  science  that  is  not  even  yet  complete.  It 
might  seem  a  plain  principle  to  count  autho- 
rities, and  adopt  the  reading  which  is  sup- 
ported by  most.  But  this  principle  would 
soon  be  seen  to  mislead.  In  some  districts 
a  particular  text  (say  the  Western)  prevailed, 
and  many  copies  were  made  and  preserved. 
In  other  districts,  another  text  prevailed  (say 
the  Alexandrian  or  Eastern),  perhaps  fewer 
copies  were  made,  and  certainly  many  were 
destroyed  by  barbarians  or  Mahometans.  The 
mere  number,  therefore,  has  small  weight. 
It  is  found,  moreover,  that  there  are  families 
of  authoriUes,  each  having  one  or  more  com- 
mon ancestors.  Bengel  (1734)  was  the  first 
to  call  attention  to  this  fact.  He  thought 
there  were  three  families,  which  he  finally 
reduced  to  two :  the^naftirand  iht^  African. 
Griesbach  adopted  three :  the  Alexandrian, 
including  B,  C,  L,  i,  33,  &c.;  the    IVesttrn, 
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represented  by  D,  and  the  ancient  Latin 
versions  ;  and  the  Constantinopolitan,  of 
which  the  Gospels  in  A  are  a  specimen. 
Hug  (1806)  recognised  four  families  ;  Scholz, 
two — the  Alexandrian  (including  the  Western) 
and  the  Constantinopolitan.  lachmann,  who 
accepts  only  the  most  ancient  authorities, 
divides  them  into  two  :  the  Eastern  or  Alex- 
andrian, and  the  Western.  Tischeodorf  pro- 
poses two  families,  each  with  a  sub-famiiy : 
Alexandrian  and  Latin,  Asiatic  and  Constan- 
tinopolitan. Tregelles,  following  Bentley 
and  Lachmann,  maintains  that  the  readings 
sanctioned  by  the  most  ancient  authorities  are 
the  best,  without  special  reference  to  families. 
At  the  same  time  he  thinks  that  existing 
MSS.  maybe  divided  as  follows;  the  autho- 
rity of  each  MS,  being  represented  by  the  line 
in  which  it  is  found. 

N  B  Z 

D:— C  L  E  (part)  I,  33 

P  Q  T  R    .     .     .    .  A 

X  (A)  &c.    .     .     .    .       K  M  H 

E  (pm)  F  G  S.,  Sic. 

The  comparative  value  of  ancient  versions 
for  textual  purposes  he  indicates  in  the  same 
way:- 

Vulg.  (a.  b,  c) 

Synac  P.  H. 

Egyptian  (Tbebaic,  Memphitic) 

Gothic,  Armeaiui,  .lEthtopic. 

But  neither  is  this  prindple  of  arrange- 
ment quite  satisfactory.  The  most  ancient 
MSS.  vary  among  themselves ;  and  though 
each  represents  the  effect  of  an  inRaence 
more  or  less  uniform  throughout,  the  read- 
ings in  particular  passages  show  that  various 
texts  have  been  before  the  copyists.  While, 
therefore,  the  antiquity  of  a  reading  is 
important,  and  the  numbers  of  the  author- 
ities and  the  quality  of  each  are  important, 
most  important  of  all  is  the  concurrence  of 
different  kinds  of  evidence  coming  Irom 
different  and  independent  sources.  Variety 
of  concurrent  testimony  is,  in  fact,  the  latest, 
and  probably  the  soundest  principle.  It  is 
understood  that  the  critical  text  of  Dr.  West- 
cott  and  Hort  is  founded  on  this  principle, 
and  that  the  revisers  have  rec(^nised  the  prin- 
ciple, and  applied  it  according  to  the  best  of 
their  judgment  to  each  case.  It  illustrates 
the  meaning  and  the  practical  importance  of 
the  principle,  to  state  that  in  the  Gospels 
every  combination  of  B  with  any  other 
primary  Greek  MS.  (BM,  BC,  BD,  BA, 
B33,  &c.)  gives  results  of  the  highest  critical 
value,  and  that  when  a  third  primary  MS.  is 
added  to  the  combination,  the  probability  of 
absolute  accuracy  is  very  great.     Other  com- 


binations are  less  satisfactory ;  and  then  each 
passage  has  to  be  determined,  partly  by  its 
own  evidence,  external  and  internal,  and 
partly  by  the  general  character  of  the  MS.  in 
which  it  is  found  and  the  character  of  the 
other  MSS.  with  which  it  agrees  and  from 
which  it  diflcrs. 

Amid  these  perplexities  it  will  be  found 
helpful  lo  keep  in  mind  the  following  facts. 
First,  the  variations  of  MSS.  are  scarcely 
ever  owing  to  dogmatic  considerations. 
They  originate  in  mistakes  of  copying,  in 
the  desire  to  make  the  meaning  more  clear 
or  the  construction  more  accurate,  or  more 
generally  still  in  the  strong  tendency  to  har- 
monize and  complete  one  part  of  Scripture 
by  exact  conformity  to  some  other  part. 
Wilful  alterations  on  dogmatic  grounds  are 
so  few,  so  insignificant,  so  obvious,  so 
easily  corrected  from  other  and  preponder- 
ating authorities,  that  they  need  not  be  con- 
sidered at  all.  Herein  every  scholar  will 
agree.  Secondly,  in  by  far  the  greater  part 
of  the  New  Testament,  and  in  all  that  is  very 
important,  there  is  agreement  between  the 
authorities,  and  the  question  of  a  corrected 
reading  of  the  Greek  does  not  arise. 
Thirdly,  a  number  of  corrections  are  un- 
doubted, and  we  may  safely  accept  the 
judgment  of  competent  scholars  in  relation 
to  them.  Some  proof-passages  may  be 
removed  by  this  process,  and  others  added. 
The  passages  removed  have  historical  in- 
terest, sometimes  of  an  instructive  kind  ;  but 
they  are  not  parts  of  the  sacred  text.  And 
fourthly,  where  there  is  room  for  diversity  of 
judgment,  it  may  be  expected  that  when  the 
text  is  changed,  the  less  probable  reading, 
which  yet  has  considerable  weight,  will  be 
put  in  the  margin.  The  authorised  version 
has  already  about  a  dozen  of  such  marginal 
readings;  and  the  large  accumulation  of 
materials  for  settling  the  text  may  fiurly 
justify  the  increase  of  such  margins.  Where 
evidence  for  a  particular  reading  decidedly 
preponderates,  hdelity  requires  that  it  should 
be  inserted ;  and  fidelity  equally  requires 
that  the  margin  should  distinguish  between 
such  passages  and  the  great  bulk  of  the  text 
which  is  free  from  doubt.  The  University 
Presses  intend  to  print  two  editions  of  the 
Greek  text.  The  Clarendon  Press  will  print 
the  Greek  text  as  the  revisers  have  fixed  it 
for  their  purpose  of  translation,  and  will 
insert  at  the  foot  of  the  page  the  rejected 
readings  of  the  common  Greek  text.  The 
Cambridge  University  Press,  on  the  contrary, 
win  print  the  common  Greek  text  continu- 
ously, and  will  put  th<;  Eilt^4Q99 -^^P^cd 
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by  the  revisers  at  the  foot  of  the  page, 
or  course  these  texts  will  give  results  only, 
and  not  evidence ;  nor  will  either  give  a  com- 
plde  critical  text,  but  so  much  only  as  makes 
changes  in  the  English  version  necessary. 
Thsre  are  other  alterations  required  for  a 
complete  critical  text  that  make  no  difference 
whatever  in  the  English  rendering.  They 
are  merely  other  Greek  modes  of  saying  what 
is  snbstantially  the  same  thing. 

In  reference  to  corrections  in  the  revised 
version  which  have  marginal  notes  to  indi- 
cate less  probable  readings  of  the  Greek  text, 
it  b  obvious  to  remark  that  some  of  them 
may  be  modified  by  the  further  discovery  of 
MSS.,  or  even  by  the  fuller  examination  of 
existiDg  evidence.  In  not  a  few  passages 
the  discovery  of  the  Sinaitic  MS.  has  turned 
the  scale  in  favour  of  a  particular  reading;  and 
so  further  discovery  may  restore  a  rejected 
reading,  or  put  out  from  the  present  text  what 
now  holds  a  place  there.  I  repeat  the  assur- 
ance, however,  that  such  possibilities  affect 
only  a  few  passages,  and  these  the  less  im- 
portant. What  they  are  will  generally  be 
gathered  from  the  margin  of  the  revised 
version.  Herein  the  limits  of  uncertainty 
will  be  plainly  defined  for  the  English 
reader. 

I  have  said  that  sometimes  the  authority 
of  H  turns  the  scale  in  favour  of  a  reading. 
In  Mark  ix.,  for  example,  the  verses  44, 46, 
"Where  their  worm  dieth  not,  and  the  fire 
is  not  quenched,"  are  omitted  in  BCLA,  and 
intheMemph.  and  Arm.  versicms;  they  are  in- 
serted in  ADX  and  the  rest,  in  theVul., 
Syr.  (Pst.  and  Har.),  Gothic  and  in  the  Mth.. 
inaiater  hand.  Amidthese diversities H now 
adds  its  testimony  and  gives  to  the  omission 
of  the  verses  preponderating  evidence.  In 
V.  48  the  same  words  are  found  in  all  the 
authorities,  and  are  therefore  to  be  certainly 
retained. 

Sometimes  the  readings  displaced  have 
historical  interest.  In  ActsviiL,  v.  37  is  now 
omitted.  It  runs  thus :  "  Philip  said,  If  thou 
believest  with  all  thine  heart  thou  mayest. 
And  he  answered  and  said,  I  believe  that  Jesus 
Christ  b  the  Son  of  God."  There  are  now 
known  ten  primary  MSS,  of  this  portion  of 
the  Acts.  Nine  out  of  the  ten  omit  the  verse, 
ABmC  13,  31,  61,  HL,  as  do  Syr.  Pst  and 
Har.,  Memp.,  Thebaic.  It  is  found  only  in 
£,  a  late  uncial,  in  the  Clementine  Vulgate, 
and  in  a  later  hand  in  the  Harclean  Syriac. 
The  preponderating  evidence  against  it  there- 
fore is  decisive.  And  yet  half  the  verse  is 
quoted  by  Irenseus  ("  I  believe,"  &c.)  and  the 
other  half  by  Cyprian  ("Then  Philip  said. 


If  thou  believest  with  all  thine  heart  thou 
mayest.")  Both  writers  are  earlier  than  any 
of  the  MSS.  quoted  above,  and  both  appeal 
to  the  verse  as  found  in  their  copies  of  the 
Scriptures.  How  the  words  came  to  get  into 
the  texts  so  early,  and  how  they  came  to  be 
left  out  so  generally,  are  facts  not  easily  ex- 
plained. The  conjecture  that  they  repre- 
sent an  early  liturgical  question  and  re- 
sponse connected  with  baptism  seems  highly 
probable. 

The  nirniber  and  nature  of  the  textual 
changes — their  importance  and  insignificance 
— must  be  left  for  a  future  paper.  But  there 
is  one  set  of  passages  which  may  be  noted 
here.  The  oldest  Greek  MSS.  of  the  New 
Testament  it  is  well  known  are  written  in 
capital  letters,  and  make  no  distinction 
between  proper  and  common  names  ^  they 
have  no  divisions  of  words,  no  stops,  and  in 
their  original  state  no  accents.  Wherever 
therefore  capitals,  or  the  division  of  words, 
or  stops,  or  accents,  change  the  meaning, 
such  changes  are  rather  matters  of  interpreta- 
tion than  of  manuscript  authority.  Generally 
there  is  no  difficulty  in  accurately  reading 
the  undivided  or  unaccented  Greek  j  but 
there  are  a  few  passages  in  which  two  mean- 
ings are  possible,  through  want  of  capitals,  of 
division  of  words,  of  stops  or  of  accents,  or 
through  two  or  more  of  these  causes  com- 

In  Rom.  viii,  5,  9,  15,  it  is  doubtfuL 
whether  Spirit  ought  to  be  printed  with  a 
capital  S  or  a  small  one  ;  nor  is  the  EngUsh 
version  always  consistent  (see  v.  15).  That 
both  the  Divine  Spirit  and  the  human  spirit 
are  spoken  of  in  the  chapter  is  quite  plain 
(see  V.  14,  16). 

In  Matt  XX.  33,  the  words,  "  butforwhom  ■ 
it  is  prepared,"  may  be  rendered,  by  dividing 
and  accenting  differently,  "  for  otiiers  it  is 
prepared."  In  Gal.  i.  9,  "as  we  said  before," 
— a  plurality  not  consistent  with  the  use  oi  the 
singular  in  the  context — may  be  read  "  as  / 
said  before." 

In  John  i.  3,  4,  "without  him  was  not 
anything  made  that  was  made.  In  him  was 
life ;  and,"  &c.,  may  be  read  "  without  him 
was  not  anything  made.  That  which  was 
made  was  life  in  him;  and,"  &c.  So  in 
John  i.  9,  "That  was  the  true  light  which 
lighteth  every  man  that  cometh  into  the 
world,"  is  certainly  wrong;  whether  it  should 
be  "  which  coming  into  the  world  lighteth 
every  man,"  or  "which  lighteth  every  man  on 
his  coming  into  the  world,"  is  left  by  the 
want  of  stopping  undecided.  Other  passages. 
in  the  same  Gospel  connect  "  coming  intcv 
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the  world,"  with  the  "  Light "  (see  John  xii. 
46 ;  viii.  I  z)  ;  but  the  Greek  of  the  passage 
itself  is  not  clear.  In  Rom,  ix.  5,  the  words 
"of  whom  as  concerning  the  flesh  Christ 
came,  who  is  over  all  God  blessed  for  ever," 
may  be  read,  if  altered  stopping  be  allowed, 
"  of  whom  as  concerning  the  flesh  Christ 
came.  God,  who  is  over  all,  is  blessed  for 
ever."  Whether  "  be  blessed "  is  permis- 
sible instead  of  "  is  blessed ; "  and  whether 
the  preceding  words  "as  concerning  the 
flesh,"  and  the  whole  argument  do  not  point 
to  some  antithetic  statement,  such  as  the 
common  vei^on  gives,  are  questions  that 
cannot  now  be  discussed. 

In  Rom.  i.  30,  "  haters  of  God "  may 
mean,  with  another  accent,  or  even  without, 
"hated  of  God."  The  context,  however, 
favours  the  active  rather  than  the  passive 
sense.  Similarly  in  James  iii.  6,  the  ren- 
dering "  course  "  or  "wheel"  of  nature  de- 
pends entirely  on  the  accent 


In  Heb,  iiL  16,  17,  we  have  two  different 

renderings  dependent  entirely    on    accents 
and  stops ; 

For  lomc,  when  Ihej  For  mA«,  when  they  had 

had  heard,  did  pro'Dke  :  beard.didpTOvoke?  Nay, 

heiabeit  not  all  that  came  did  not  all  that  came  out 

ont  of  Egypt  by  Moses,  of  Een>t  by  MoscsP  and 

But  with  whom  was  he  nilhwnomwashegiiered 

grieved  forty  years  ?  was  forty  yean  ?   was  ,it  not 

it  not   with    them   that  with     them    that     bad 

sinned,    whose    carcases  ainQcd,    whose   carcases 

fell  in  the  wildemess  ?  fell  in  the  wildeiaess  } 

Facts  throw  some  light  on  the  rendering. 
That  only  those  above  twenty  years  old  when 
they  left  Egypt  perished  in  the  wildemess ; 
that  elsewhere  Paul  says  it  was  with  the 
greater  part  of  them — not  all — God  was  dis- 
pleased; and  even  the  argument  of  the 
passage  in  Hebrews,  all  seem  to  favour  the 
authorised  version.  Yet  many  competent 
scholars  take  the  other  view;  and  the  most 
ancient  Greek  texts  leave  the  question  un- 
settled. 


PROTESTANT  ADVANCE  IN  SPAIN  AND   PORTUGAL. 

Bv  PASTOR  FUEDNER,  of  Madwd. 


SPAIN  and  Portugal  and  its  place  in 
the  world  are  much  less  known  than 
is  generally  imagined.  Its  great  import- 
ance is  not  understood  so  long  as  we 
merely  look  at  the  Peninsula,  and  do  not 
think  of  the  countries  in  Central  and  South 
America  where  Spanish  and  Portuguese  are 
s[)oken,  countries  which,  althou^  they  have 
been  independent  of  the  mother-country  for 
years,  have  still  numberless  relations  with  her, 
and  in  many  branches  of  literature  are  en- 
tirely dependent  on  her  language  and  science. 
Now,  too,  as  formerly,  Mexico  and  South 
America  receive  thousands  and  thousands  of 
the  flower  of  her  youth,  who  seek  their  for- 
tunes there,  and  irtio,  if  they  were  a}nverted 
to  the  gospel,  would  carry  the  true  riches  to 
these  old  colonies,  and  would  materially  aid 
the  work  of  evangelization  already  begun 
there. 

Neither  is  the  intellectual  state  of  the 
Peninsula  rightly  described  if  we  only  speak 
of  the  power  of  Ultramontanism.  It  is  true 
that  its  power  is  enormous,  in  consequence 
of  the  undisturbed  sway  which  Rome  has  for 
centuries  enjoyed ;  it  has  created  a  habit 
which  ill  an  incredible  measure  governs  the 
whole  life  of  the  people,  and  even  the  circle 
of  ideas  of  its  very  enemies.  It  has  destroyed 
all  worship  in  spirit  and  in  truth,  even  where 
Christ's  name  is  still  used,  by  turning  our 


Saviour  into  an  idol.  The  Bom  Jaus  in 
Braga,  near  Oporto,  the  Crisio  de  la  Victoria 
in  Vigo,  the  famous  crucifix  of  Cangas  in 
Asturias,  which  is  said  to  have  been  thrown 
into  the  sea  in  the  time  of  the  Puritans  in 
England,  and  to  have  floated  over  to  Spain, 
the  blood-sweating  Christ  in  Bu^os,  all  give 
testimony  to  this.  Recently  the  "heart  of 
Jesus  "  swindle  has  found  its  way  to  Spain, 
as  may  be  seen  in  the  amulet  worn  in  the 
Carlist  war,  which  lies  before  me,  on  which  is 
embroidered  a  heart  with  a  cross  and  a  crown 
of  thorns  and  the  words,  "  Stop,  bullet ;  the 
heart  of  Jesus  is  with  me."  But  the  Mariola- 
try  is  a  thousand  times  worse.  Just  round 
the  comer  from  our  missjon-house,  at  the 
door  of  the  most  celebrated  chapel  in  the 
capital,  is  to  be  seen,  exposed  for  sale,  the 
true  measure  of  the  shoe-sole  of  the  holy 
Virgin,  and  whoever  kisses  it  and  pra3rs  three 
Ave  Marias  receives  three  hnndred  years* 
indulgence.  The  Virgin  on  the  sacred  pil- 
lar in  Zaragoza,  the  black  Virgin  of  Jerez, 
of  Guadalupe,  and  half  of  all  the  Spanish 
names,  prove  that  this  modem  Diana  of  the 
Ephesians  has  become  the  centre  of  religion 
here.  Yes,  she  has  even  usurped  the  pla.ce 
of  our  Lord  in  the  Trinity  in  the  prayer 
which  the  Spanish  children  in  every  religious 
&mily  repeat ;  "  Con  Dios  me  acuesto,  con. 
Dios  me  Icvaato,  con  la  Virgm  Maria  >-  el 
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Esplritu  Santo,"  i.e.  "  With  God  I  lie  down, 
vidi  God  I  arise,  with  the  Vii^n  Mary  and 
the  Holy  Spirit"  But  just  in  the  Spanish 
nation  may  be  seen  how  superstition  destroys 
all  religion ;  nowhere  in  Christendom  are  to 
be  heard  such  fearfully  blasphemous  curses, 
nowhere  are  the  moEt  holy  things  so  degraded 
and  draped  down  into  the  rery  filth  of  the 
street,  as  in  the  churches  of  those  who  so 
proudly  claim  the  name  of  old  Christians. 
Their  gorgeous  porches  lead  to  the  degrada- 
tion  of  man  and  the  shame  of  Christ. 
Besides,  there  are  still  glowing  embers  of 
hatred  against  the  Roman  Church  amongst 
the  lower  classes  of  people,  which,  fanned  by 
the  tyranny  of  the  priests,  will  break  out  in 
fearful  flames  at  the  next  revolution. 

And  how  is  it  with  the  better  educated? 
In  no  Protestant  country  would  the  most 
bitter  enemy  of  Christ  dare  to  mock  so 
shamelessly  the  general  Christian  doctrines 
as  is  done  publicly,  and  with  applause,  in  the 
Atheiucum  of  Madrid,  the  first  scientific 
society  of  Spain.  If  the  struggle  against 
superstition,  viz.,  the  truth  mixed  with  error, 
is  often  more  difficult  than  with  error  alone, 
the  stniggte  against  the  infidelity  of  the 
educated  demands  the  very  best  forces,  the 
highest  intellectual  culture. 

In /Vmi^a/the  laws  are  still  in  force  which 
make  it  a  crime  to  propagate  other  religions 
than  the  Roman  Catholic ;  and  this  fact  is  not 
made  null  by  the  circumstance  that  the  law 
is  not  always  enforced,  and  that  when  accusa- 
tions made  by  priests  have  recently  obliged 
the  authorities  to  do  so,  it  has  been  done 
with  the  least  possible  severity.  In  Spain, 
on  the  other  hand,  a  reaction  began  with  the 
return  of  the  Bourbons,  which  increases 
daily  J  oui  former  religious  freedom  has  been 
reduced  to  the  minimum  of  religious  tolera- 
tion, all  pubhc  manifestations  being  forbidden 
us.  All  monasteries,  which  were  dosed  for 
years,  are  reopened ;  imposing  new  Jesuit 
schools  seem  to  spring  out  of  the  earth.  Per- 
secutions, set  on  foot  by  priests,  occur  over 
and  over  again,  because  they  are  left  unre- 
proved  by  the  law.  Have  we  then  not  reason 
to  fear  the  return  of  absolute  intolerance 
within  a  short  time  ? 

We  praise  and  thank  God  that  we  can 
answer, "  No."  Absolute  intolerance  even  in 
the  birthplace  of  the  Inquisition  is,  as  far  as 
man  can  judge,  impossible  at  the  present  day. 
But  does  this  political  reaction  not  hinder 
materially  the  progress  of  the  work  of  evan- 
gehzation  ?  We  praise  and  thank  God  that 
we  again  can  answer, "  No."  Our  books,  even 
those  of  a  polemic  character,  passed  the  cen- 


sor, our  banished  pastors  and  teachers  re- 
turned to  their  posts,  royal  decrees  disap- 
proved the  exercise  of  religious  constraint, 
and  when  the  danger  was  greatest,  at  mid- 
night ministers  telegraphed  that  the  police 
should  be  sent  for  the  protection  of  the 
threatened  Protestants. 

It  may  be  that  a  revolution  Is  plotted; 
evangelical  Christians  do  not  long  for  it.  We 
do  not  meddle  with  politics,  but  we  are  not 
afraid  of  any  change.  We  do  not  trust  in 
man,  not  even  in  princes,  although  the  young 
king  is  liberally  inclined.  But  the  King  of 
kings  is  with  us. 

Amongst  the  ranks  of  our  labourers  the  first 
place  is  due  to  the  Spaniards  and  Portuguese. 
However  necessary  the  intellectual  and  mate- 
rial help  of  other  evangelical  Churches  is,  the 
Peninsula  must  be  evangelized  principally  by 
its  own  inhabitants.  It  is  true  that  Uieir 
number  is  small,  and  God's  decree  has  thinned 
them  even  more.  Our  dear  brother  Carrasco 
lies  under  the  waves  of  the  Atlantic,  our 
Senior  Ruet  is  buried  in  the  graveyard  of 
Madrid.  They  have  hastened  before  us  from 
the  sowing  to  the  reaping,  when  we  thought 
we  required  them  most. 

Amongst  the  naiK/e  labourers  I  must  first 
mention  those  who  were  formerly  Romish 
priests,  or  who  have  at  least  enjoyed  a 
Catholic  theological  education.  They  are  few, 
but  able  men.  In  Oporto  there  isone,  in  Lisbon 
two  are  working,  in  Madrid  three,  in  Seville 
two,  one  in  Cartagena,  and  one  died  lately  in 
Camuflas.  It  is  true  we  could  have  two- 
thirds  of  the  whole  Romish  priesthood  on  our 
side  to-motrow  if  we  would  supply  their  mate- 
rial wants,  for  they  seek  to  escape  the  t^rranny 
of  the  bishops,  and  to  enter  into  matnmony. 
But  we  become  every  year  more  cautiotts  in 
receiving  them,  and  more  particular  in  our 
examination.  Offers  are  continually  being 
made  us,  but  very  few  of  those  who  come  are 
suitable,  for  they  do  not  come  from  convic- 
tion, and  their  morality  is  generally  incredibly 
low.  They  judge  us  accordingly,  and  one 
was  offerecl  to  me  as  evangelical  pastor,  who 
wished  to  forsake  Rome  in  order  to  elope 
with  a  married  woman. 

A  second  class  of  labourers  are  laymen 
won  in  the  course  of  years,  who  are  actively 
employed  as  colporteurs  and  evangelists.  ' 
We  regard  many  of  them  with  delight.  They 
are  simple-hearted  and  sincere,  bearing  per- 
secution patiently  in  their  calling;  and  when 
wisely  directed  possess  great  influence.  Not 
a  few  make  up  by  talent  and  faithfulness 
what  they  want  in  educauon.  They  form  a 
link  between  us  and  the  lower  classes ;  and 
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though  occasionally  their  unseasonable  zeal 
or  want  of  tact  calls  forth  unnecessary  com- 
plications, the  majority  of  them  are  service- 
able helpers  in  the  kingdom  of  God.  There 
are  not  wanting  those,  it  is  true,  who  by  their 
own  error,  or  through  mistaken  guidance  from 
abroad,  have  broaght  shame  on  the  work. 
But,  thank  God,  many  defects  have  disap- 
peared from  the  field  of  labour,  such  as  the 
spoiling  of  Spanish  labourers  by  Christians 
abroad  through  exaggerated  praises  and  un- 
wise liberality.  Unfortunately  there  are  still 
a  few  cases  iti  which  worthless  labourers 
are  persistently  supported  by  Christian 
Mends. 

Lastly  we  must  mention  a  small,  but  very 
welcome,  reinforcement  of  young  Spaniards 
who  have  received  a  theological  education 
abroad.  We  have  chiefly  to  thank  the  love 
and  zeal  of  French  Switzerland  for  them.  It 
is  tine  that  many  of  the  boys  sent  from  Spain 
have  proved  unsuitable  for  the  work  of  evan- 
gelization for  which  they  were  educated  ;  but 
those  who  have  remained  steadfast  are  ac- 
tively engaged  in  work  in  Jerez,  Reus,  Madrid, 
Santander,  Zaragoza,  and  Barcelona,  as  well 
as  others  who  have  passed  their  examination 
as  teachers,  and  have  become  by  their  con- 
nection with  different  parts  of  the  evangelical 
world  a  channel  through  which  streams  of 
spiritual  blessing  flow  into  Spain.  It  is  true 
that,  having  been  taken  out  of  their  country 
too  early,  they  require  time  to  accustom  them- 
selves to  Spanish  life  and  perfect  themselves 
in  their  native  langu^e. 

Seminaries  for  teachers  and  evangelists  in 
Spain  itself  are  a  crying  necessity;  and, 
whilst  we  pray  God  daily  for  more  labourers, 
we  long  with  all  our  hearts  that  flourishing 
preparatory  schools  for  evangelical  labourers 
may  result  &om  the  small  beginnings  made 
up  to  the  present. 

Jvragn  Labourers. — Here  the  question  is 
not  what  different  denominations  are  labour- 
ing in  Spain,  but  rather,  is  there  any  evan- 
gelical Church,  denomination,  or  sect  which 
is  not  represented  there?  Can  we  then 
wonder  that  the  generality  of  the  Spaniards 
are  confounded  when  they  hear  each  speak- 
ing in  his  own  language  ?  Presbyterians  and 
Methodists,  and  those  who  come  as  brethren 
from  Plymouth,  Congregationalists  and  Epis- 
copalians, Free  Church  and  Independents, 
Baptists  and  followers  of  Miiller,  Darbyites 
with  their  proselytes,  and  more  besides  who 
do  not  know  what  they  are.     In  this  case  , 


the  Latin  proverb,  "  Variatio  delectat,"  does 
not  always  hold  true,  though  often  in  the 
variety  of  different  gifts  riches  of  grace  are 
unfolded. 

We  may  divide  these  labourers  into  two 
classes  in  order  to  make  the  survey  easier ; 
first,  those  who  are  sent  out  by  Churches  or 
missionary  societies.  You  must  pardon  my 
giving  you  a  httle  lesson  in  geography.  It  is 
indispensable.  The  Episcopalians  have  their 
field  of  labour  in  Lisbon  and  a  few  neigh- 
bouring towns,in  Seville,  Md[aga,andrecently 
also  in  Madrid.  The  Wesleyans  are  labour- 
ing with  much  blessing  in  Oporto,  in  Barce- 
lona, Foblo  nao,  and  in  the  Balearic  Isles 
Minorca  and  Majorca,  in  Mahon  and  Palma. 
The  Presbyterians  from  Scotland  have  their 
stations  in  Madrid,  Salamanca,  Jerez,  San 
Fernando,  and  Puerto  Sta.  Maria ;  those  from 
Ireland  in  Madrid  and  Cordoba;  the  Free 
Church  of  Scotland 'va.\A^\Kiri.  The  Evangelical 
Omtinentai  Socidy  supports  the  stations  in 
Bilbao,  Camuflas,  Sao  Vicente  de  Castellet, 
and  Monistrol.  The  Committee  of  Zausaxtte 
has  a  station  in  Barcelona ;  that  of  Genevn 
has  two,  in  Reus  and  Cartagena  respectively  ; 
the  American  Missionary  Board  in  Santander 
and  Zaragoza  and  Logroiio  ;  the  American 
Baptists  in  Madrid,  Hospitalet,  and  Aicoy  ; 
the  German  Evangelical  Church  has,  besides  a 
chapel  and  schools,  as  there  are  in  most  of 
the  other  places,  an  orphanage,  a  little  hos- 
pital and  book-shop,  and  possesses  houses 
in  Madrid,  Granada,  and  Camunas. 

The  other  class  of  labourers  are  such  as 
are  not  sent  out  by  any  committee  or  Church. 
Thenumberofthesemore  independent  stations 
is  not  inconsiderable.  Cdrdoba,  Seville,  Ca- 
diz, Utrera,  Huelva,  Escomez  were  formerly 
under  the  direction  of  a  Scottish  committee, 
and  are  now  supported  by  the  indefatigable 
efforts  made  by  a  Scottish  lady.  All  these 
belong  to  the  Presbyterian  Church  of  Spain. 
Madrid,  Barcelona,  Barceloneta,  Gracia,  Vil- 
lafianca,  Figueras,  Vigo,  Coruiia,  Ferrol,  Ovi- 
edo,  Besuilo,  Leon,  ValladoUd,  and  Igualada. 
are  occupied  by  "  brethren," 

Thank  God,  we  may  say,  that  all  the 
labourers,  with  the  exception  perhaps  of  one- 
or  two  black  sheep,  whom  the  Loid  wil!  re- 
move in  His  time,  work  in  the  spirit  of  union 
and  peace.  All  feel  the  necessity  to  labour 
togetber,  and,  whatever  differences  of  opinion 
may  exist,  to  recognfse  each  other  as  the 
servants  of  one  Lord. 

(Td  be  continued.) 
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LITTLE   AND  LAME. 


By  HESBA  Sl-RETrON, 
Author  op  "  Jessica's  First  Fraveb." 


r\ii  the  wooded  cliff  which  rises  behind 
^  the  pleasant  town  of  Honflem,  on  the 
coast  of  Nonnandy,  tbeie  sta.nds  a  quaint 
and  ugly  old  church,  surrounded  by  a.  grove 
of  eims  and  chestnut-trees,  so  thickly  planted 
that  no  glimpse  of  the  sea  can  be  caught 
through  tbem.  The  little  church  is  a  favourite 
goal  for  pilgrimages  and  processions;  and 
its  low  roof  and  gloomy  walls  are  adorned 
with  many  votive  offerings  —  mostly  rude 
models  of  boats  which  have  escaped  the  tem- 
pests of  the  rough  Channel  through  the 
intercession  of  the  Vii^in.  Before  the  shrine 
of  Mary  is  a  tray  containing  many  sockets,  in 
which  a  plentiful  supply  of  wax  candles  is 
kept  burning  by  those  who  wish  to  propitiate 
her ;  and  in  a  comer  close  by  is  a  great  pile 


of  old  cnitches,  left  there  by  pilgrims  who 
had  toiled  painfully  up  the  long,  steep  road 
leading  from  the  town,  but  who  had  gone  back 
again  healed,  and  on  both  feet.  Amongst 
them,  perhaps  one  of  the  most  prominent  of 
them,  was  a  little  crutch,  not  much  over  two 
feet  high.  This  little  crutch  was  so  diminu- 
tive, yet  so  thick-set,  it  told  such  a  tale  of 
childish  suffering,  that  though  I  had  been 
looking  at  the  others  with  an  incredulous 
smile  and  a  jest  on  my  lips,  both  smile  and 
jest  died  away  at  once,  and  the  tears  sprang 
to  my  eyes.  If  when  Christ  said,  "Suffer 
the  hltle  children  to  come  unto  me,"  He  had 
seen  one  of  them  limping  forward  on  little 
crutches,  surely  that  child  would  have  been 
the  first  on  whom  He  would  have  laid  His 


343 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


hands,  and  who  would  have  been  sent  leap- 
ing, and  running,  and  praising  God  by  every 
free  motion  of  his  limbs,  as  he  played  for  the 
first  time  in  the  fields  around. 

I  was  thinking  of  the  little  crutch  in  the 
church  on  the  cliff  at  Honfleur  as  I  walked 
along  the  narrow  street,  with  tall,  old-fashioned 
houses  on  each  side,  which  leads  into  Queen 
Square,  where  the  Hospital  for  Hip  Disease 
in  Childhood  is  situated.  When  I  paid  my 
first  visit  to  it  I  had  expected  to  see  the  little 
patients — at  least  some  of  them — limping  and 
bopping  about  the  wards  on  crutches;  in 
pain  and  suffering,  no  doubt,  but  at  least  able 
to  stir  and  change  their  places  with  the  rest- 
lessness that  characterizes  all  young  creatures. 
I  was  in  nowise  prepared  for  tiie  sight  of 
sixty  little  children,  some  of  them  mere 
babies,  just  over  three  years  of  age,  strapped 
down  immovably  in  their  cots,  with  only  their 
arms  free,  and  with  weights  attached  to  their 
tiny  limbs  suffering  from  disease.  They  were 
not  ready  for  cnitdies  yet;  that  was  a  stage 
of  progress  still  in  the  distant  future  for  many 
of  them.  They  must  first  lie  there,  bound 
and  motionless,  until  the  disease  was  con- 
quered— all  of  them  for  months — some  of 
them  for  years. 

This  hospital  is  an  offshoot  of  the  popular 
Hospital  for  Children  in  Great  Ormond  Street, 
Hip  disease  is  too  tedious  and  protracted  in 
its  cure  to  be  suitable  for  adnffision  into  a 
general  hospital,  where  acute  and  urgent  cases 
must  always  have  the  preference.  Until  I 
had  some  talk  with  the  Lady  Superintendent, 
I  had  no  idea  of  the  tenors  of  this  disease 
among  the  poor.  She  told  me  that  the 
children  are  brought  to  them  with  limbs 
twisted  and  crooked  to  the  most  shocking 
degree ;  as  it  impossible  for  the  poor  to  do 
anything  to  prevent  the  deformity  that  attends 
hip  disease.  One  bright-faced  boy  of  nine, 
who  was  lying,  as  all  the  others  were,  flat  on 
his  spine,  wi&  weights  attached  to  both  legs, 
had  come  in  so  distorted  that  his  mode  of 
progression  most  resembled  that  of  the  kan- 
garoo. He  walked  upon  the  palms  of  his 
hands,  which  had  grown  quite  bard  and  homy, 
and  dragged  his  legs  after  him  with  a  jerk. 
Another  child,  when  laid  straight  in  its  cot, 
had  its  leg  bent  over  the  shoulder.  But  for 
their  admission  into  the  hospital  they  must 
have  grown  up  fearfully  and  hopelessly  de- 
formed. Add  poverty  to  deformity,  with  the 
jeers  and  abhorrence  deformity  produces  in 
rough  natures,  and  the  sum  of  misery  is 
complete. 

The  hospital  is  constructed  out  of  three 
old-fashioned  houses  in  Queen  Square  thrown 


into  one  dwelling.  The  drawing-room  fioor, 
with  the  three  similar  floors  above,  form 
the  wards,  or  rather  the  nurseries ;  for  these 
pleasant,  wainscoted  rooms,  with  their  open 
fire-places  and  high  chimney-pieces,  deco- 
rated with  vases  of  flowers  and  other  orna- 
ments, have  a  certain  subtle  sense  of  home, 
altogether  different  from  the  aspect  of  the 
large  and  lofty  wards,  with  long  double  tows 
of  cots,  which  we  see  in  our  splendid  new 
hospitals.  There  are  six  nurseries,  and  ten 
children  in  each  of  them.  Ten  is  a  number 
not  too  large  to  constitute  a  &miily ;  and  as 
there  is  no  separation  among  these  little 
creatures  of  boys  and  girls,  you  might  almost 
fancy  yourself  in  a  home  nursery,  if  it  were 
not  that  all  its  inmates  are  fast  bound  in  bed. 
Every  child  knows  its  companions — I  was 
about  to  say  its  playfellows ;  but  there  can  be 
no  play  here,  only  the  blithe  chatter  of  little 
voices  calling  to  one  another  from  cot  to  cot. 

That  it  is  a  happy  home,  rather  than  a  hos- 
pital for  the  little  sufferers,  is  plain  at  a 
glance.  They  lie  there,  smiling  as  merrily, 
and  looking  as  rosy  and  bright-eyed,  as  your 
own  babies  in  their  cots  in  your  nursery. 
They  love  quite  as  much  to  be  fondled,  and 
petted,  and  played  with.  One  tiny  patient, 
of  little  more  than  three  years  of  age,  flings 
her  arms  about  and  shouts  aloud  in  glee.  II 
you  allow  them,  they  Will  clasp  youi  fingers  in 
theirs,  and  not  let  you  go  without  using  some 
gentle  force.  The  older  children  are  graver 
and  quieter,  but  not  more  so  than  children  at 
home  who  have  outgrown  their  babyhood. 
There  is  no  sign  of  medicine-bottles  about, 
for  little  medicine  is  g;iven  except  cod-liver 
oil  and  steeL  No  resident  medical  officer  is 
needed.  Fourtimes  a  week,  except  in  urgent 
cases,  are  sufficient  for  the  visits  of  the  sur- 
geons who  attend  this  hospital.  The  little 
creatures  lie  there,  taking  no  heed  of  the  lapse 
of  time  or  of  the  world  from  which  they  are 
separated,  with  no  dark  harassing  outlook 
into  the  future,  which  crushes  the  adult 
patients  in  other  hospitals:  It  they  could  but 
be  converted,  and  become  Uke  these  little 
children,  patiently  and  tmstfiilly  waiting  to 
be  made  well,  what  a  kingdom  of  heaven 
would  they  enter  into  at  once  I 

There  are  pianos  in  three  of  the  nurseries 
— which  I  cannot  find  it  in  my  heart  to  call 
wards ;  and  on  Wednesday  afternoons  a  child- 
ren's service  is  held,  Wheo  they  are  laid  two 
in  a  cot,  as  far  as  that  can  be  managed 
safety ;  uid  there  are  hymns  sung,  and  a  few 
simple  prayers  offered,  and  a  short  lesson 
given.  I  was  told  it  was  wonderful  bow  well 
the  children  sang,  though  they  were  all  lying 
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down.  That  they  enjoy  the  service  there  can 
be  no  doubt  at  all. 

More  toys  are  needed  for  the  bed-ridden 
little  folks :  small  playthings,  as  dolls,  and 
sets  of  tea  and  dinner  things,  and  Noah's 
arks,  such  as  can  be  played  with  in  bedj  and 
light  little  scrap-books,  which  the  tiny  hands 
can  turo  over  easily.  A  musical  box  playing 
at  ODce  to  all  the  listening  ears  in  the  quiet 
cots  would  be  channing.  Coloured  wools  and 
Quivas,  and  strips  of  gaily  printed  calico  are 
welcome,  for  the  elder  children  learn  to  sew, 
and  knit,  and  crochet  in  bed.  Such  pictures 
as  would  illustrate  a  subject  for  a  simple 
Bible  lesson  would  be  useful  to  the  l«Ldy 
Superintendent,  for  the  sojourn  of  each  little 
patient  is  long  enough  for  many  lessons  to 
be  taught  and  learned — good  seed  sown  in 
the  good  soil  of  a  child's  heart. 

&it  when,  after  months  or  years  of  careful 
treatment,  the  little  patient  has  grown  straight, 
and  the  diseased  hip  is  cured,  it  is  still  neces- 
sary for  faim  to  learn  to  walk;  at  first  on 
crutches ;  when  these  can  be  laid  aside,  on 
his  own  feet  Where  can  this  part  of  the 
cure  be  carried  on  better  than  in  the  fresh  air 
of  the  seaside  and  the  quiet  lanes  and  fields 
of  the  country?  Queen  Square  is  by  no 
means  a  good  drill-ground  for  lame  little  feet. 
For  this  purpose,  then,  a  branch  hospital  has 
been  opened  at  Bournemouth ;  and  this  very 
month  of  March  the  committee  are  moving 
their  convalescent  children  into  a  lai^er  house 
nearer  the  sea,  and  with  a  garden  to  it,  in 
faith  that  English  fathers  and  English  mothers 
will  find  the  necessary  funds  for  the  extra 
outlay.  Those  who  have  lame  little  ones 
will  surely  give  in  sympathy;  those  whose 
children  are  well-made,  and  robust,  and  rest- 
less, in  jnty  and  in  thankfulness.  The  house 
can  be  bought  for  £^,T$o,  a  moderate  sum, 
of  vdiich  only  a  small  part  is  yet  contributed. 
When  there  is  more  room  and  a  larger  income 
at  Bonrnemouth  the  children  can  be  drafted 
off  more  quickly  from  Queen  Square,  and  the 
cots  there,  which  have  no  chance  of  ever 
being  empty,  be  set  free  for  cases  requiring 
more  active  treatment. 

One  point  in  the  management  demands 
special  notice.  When  the  children  are  dis- 
charged cured  they  are  not  suffered  to  drop  out 
of  sight,  left  solely  to  the  negligence  or  igno- 
rance of  their  own  friends.  A  lady  has  devoted 
herself  to  this  department  of  the  good  work, 
and  visits  the  poor  little  children  in  their  homes 
for  months  after  they  leave  the  hospital  She 
also  takes  the  charge  of  seeing  after  children 
who  cannot  be  admitted  into  the  hospital, 
from  want  of  room  or  any  other  reason. 


These  out-patients  are  supplied  with  neces- 
sary appliances  for  their  relief,  and  receive 
some  attendance  from  the  medical  officers. 
Last  year  six  hundred  and  eighty-one  visits 
of  this  kind  were  made  by  the  lady  visitor. 

In  honour  to  their  faithful  and  loving  ser- 
vice, following  so  closely  in  the  steps  of  our 
Lord  in  His  love  for  "  the  least  of  little  ones," 
I  feel  compelled  to  mention  the  fact  that  the 
services  of  the  ladies  connected  with  this 
hospital  are  purely  voluntary.  Those  who 
reside  in  the  house  even  pay  for  their  own 
maintenance.  The  nurses  and  servants  alone 
are  paid  out  of  the  funds  of  the  subscribers. 
Such  voluntary  and  self-denying  ministry 
ought  to  be  met  by  generous  and  self-deny- 
ing support  from  those  who  cannot  render 
personal  service,  yet  who  feel  that  if  Christ 
were  now  upon  earth  they  would  say,  "  Lord, 
I  will  follow  thee  whithersoever  thou  goest." 

"  And  is  there  any  other  point  on  which  I 
should  speak  specially  besides  the  Bourne- 
mouth Branch  ?"  I  asked  of  the  Lady  Super- 
intendent, as  I  stood  on  the  door-sill,  having 
just  bid  her  good-bye. 

"Oh,  if  we  could  but  have  a  few  more 
endowed  cots  !"  she  answered,  "  for  the  very 
poor,  who  cannot  afford  to  pay  anything. 
Thirty  pounds  a  year  would  endow  one,  and 
we  should  fill  them  up  with  utterly  destitute 
children.  It  is  sometimes  heart-breaking  to 
turn  them  away." 

Last  year,  of  i6i  children  treated  in  the 
Home,  1 8  were  cured,  49  were  walking  about 
though  still  wearing  splints,  whibt  8  were 
discharged  incurable.  Twenty-six  children 
spent  several  months  at  Bournemouth,  Last 
year,  also,  the  Clinical  Society  made  an  in- 
vestigation into  the  present  condition  of  as 
many  of  the  old  patients  as  could  be  traced, 
and  96  cases  came  under  review.  Most  of 
the  children  walked  well,  though  with  a  limp, 
and  were  at  school  or  earning  their  Hving. 
All  of  these  must  have  been  hopeless  and 
helpless  cripples  if  they  had  been  left  to  grow 
up  in  neglect  and  destitution.  Longfellow 
begins  one  of  his  tender  and  touching  poems 
in  these  words : — 

"  O  iitUe  fort  I  lh»l  tuch  long  jtaa 
Miut  wosder  on  IhrQutti  hopo  ud  fean 

Hun  ubs  ind  bleed:baDei.th  tout  load  r 
I,  nsuer  to  thx'Wuriide  Inn, 
Wlieni  tail  (hall  ceue,  and  mC  bnin, 
Am  wcuTi  tbinkiDC  of  Tout  load. 

But,  oh,  the  weariness  and  roughness  of 
the  road  that  little  lame  feet  must  wander  in  ! 
Let  us  make  their  path  as  straight  and  smooth 
as  we  can ;  and  lessen  as  far  as  we  can  the 
heavy  load  of  poverty  and  deformity  united, 
•which  humanity  has  y^t,  tp  bcM; ,  ^ ,  ^        ^^ 
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ROUND  ABOUT  SINAI. 

I. — THE   INACCESSIBLE  GLORY. 


E  LATE  Rev.  W.  ROBERTSON. 


ON  the  fiftieth  day  after  the  flight  from 
Egypt — a.  day,  fifteen  centuries  later, 
destined,  not  without  meanbg,  to  become 
the  celebrated  Pentecost  of  Christians — the 
spectacle  of  Jehovah's  descent  on  Sinai  took 
place.  Sy  the  long  sloping  valleys  or  water- 
courses that  converge  to  that  awful  centre, 
the  Israelites  had  slowly  moved  on  into  the 
upland  plain,  where  the  mountain  masses, 
retiring  upon  themselves,  leave  wider  space 
for  the  spread  of  a  great  multitude,  and  for 
the  transaction  before  all  their  eyes  of  those 
sublime  scenes  that  were  now  to  ensue. 
Nothing  could  be  more  imposing  than  the 
march  up  to  this  central  plain.  The  rugged 
defiles,  black  overhead  hitherto,  gradually 
opened  on  its  light— then,  as  the  pilgrim 
throng  advanced,  the  twenty  different  ave- 
nues through  which  they  came  resolved  them- 
selves into  one  long  vista,  stretching  itself  on 
and  widening  before  the  eye — the  frowning 
hills  fell  back — the  broad  approach,  with  its 
columned  crags  on  either  side,  alone  filled 
the  eye — and  far  at  its  extremity,  growing 
larger  at  every  step  in  the  streaming  light, 
and  standing  up  as  if  alone  against  the  sky, 
there  rose  the  smgle,  dark,  solid  cliff  of  what 
was  now  to  be  the  mount  of  God.  Along 
the  approach  to  this  high  altar  came  the  mul- 
titude of  Israel — slowly,  silently,  we  may  be 
sure,  for  the  spot  lay  in  the  desert's  heart ;  it 
was  the  very  home  of  desolate  sublimity ;  in 
the  air  there  was  not  even  the  sound  of  the 
dash  of  a  waterfall,  or  so  much  as  a  brook's 
murmur ;  all  was  so  deathlike  in  silence  that 
a  voice  raised  a  little  rang  with  unearthliness, 
or  a  stone,  dislodged  from  the  hill-side,  rolled 
with  the  noise  of  thunder ;  and  it  is  no  stretch 
to  think  that  the  place  was  hushed  already 
for  the  coming  of  the  Mighty  God.  There, 
then,  dispersing  themselves  into  long  lines 
upon  the  plain,  the  people  "  camped  before 
the  mount," 

The  quiet  of  deep  expectation  next  suc- 
ceeded. First  (^  all,  God  summoned  Moses 
to  the  mountain-top ;  probably,  the  light 
wreath  of  the  cloudy  pillar  had  settled  there, 
and  God  talked  with  His  servant  from  its 
screen.  The  people  were  required  to  make 
a  covenant  with  Heaven  of  a  very  solemn 
and  a  very  tender  kind ;  and,  with  this 
preliminary  charge,  Moses  went  down.  Pre- 
sently, bearing  the  ready  consent  of  the  wholjf 


people,  he  climbed  again  to  God ;  and  next, 
was  charged  to  prepare  the  camp,  to  sanctify 
priests  and  people,  for  on  the  third  day  God 
would  descend  in  thick  clouds  in  the  sight  of 
all.  So  the  process  of  a  purifying  solemnity 
was  held  throughout  the  host;  and  on  the 
eve  of  the  third  day,  all  was  done. 

How  intently  must  the  first  dawn  have 
been  watched  next  day,  as  it  came  ruddily 
along  the  hills.  The  pillared  fire  had  likely 
been  seen  on  the  great  altar-hill  all  night ; 
now,  in  the  clear  amber  air,  it  gave  sudden 
birth  to  thunder,  reverberating  a  hundred- 
fold in  the  silence — it  streamed  with  the 
zigzag  play  of  lightning — it  rolled  itself  out 
in  thick  clouds,  dense  as  the  folds  of  night — 
its  billows  falling  like  loosened  garments  over 
cliff  and  scaur,  till  the  whole  mount  nas 
hidden,  and  the  curling  vapour  rose  in  a 
column  vast  and  black  to  heaven — and  finally, 
from  its  breast  there  pealed  a  trumpet,  "  ex- 
ceeding loud,"  Surely  no  moment  could 
be  conceived  more  awful  than  that  in  which 
Moses  then  led  the  people  out  beneath  the 
mount  to  meet  God ;  yet,  as  they  clustered 
there,  the  dark  pall  on  Sinai  waxed  yet 
deeper,  fiie  seamed  it  in  red  flashes,  the 
whole  mount,  under  the  descending  feet  of 
God,  was  as  a  smoking  furnace,  and  its  deep 
foundations  rocked.  Then  the  trumpet  notes 
again,  dear  as  silver,  and  streaming  on,  and 
increasing,  till  the  hills  redoubled  them  into 
a  thousand  echoes,  made  the  whole  desert 
world  tremulous  to  its  heart.  Who  could  bear 
it  farther?  Itwasterrormountingup  to  exqui- 
site anguish — when,  at  that  point,  "Moses 
spake,  and  God  answered  him  with  a  voice." 

How  that  voice  must  have  fallen  on  the 
ears  of  Israel !  Was  it  as  "  the  voice  of  the 
I.ord,"  sung  afterwards  in  one  of  the  great 
strains  of  David  "  as  shaking  the  wilderness," 
or  was  it  the  "sliU  small  voice"  of  Elijah, 
whispering  startlingly  in  each  heart  ?  At  any 
rate,  it  was  the  summons  to  Moses  once  more 
to  ascend  the  mount ;  and,  in  the  gaze  of  the 
whole  people,  accordingly  his  solitary  figure 
was  seen  wending  upward  and  vanishing 
behind  the  veil.  It  is  at  this  point  we  are 
made  to  mark  that  he  and  Aaron  alone  were 
thought  worthy  thus  to  pierce  into  the  unseen. 
God,  though  so  near  His  people,  would  not 
be  unveiled  to  all;  they  must  be  barriered 
off  on  the  edge  of  the  holy  ground,  till  they 
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had  deeper  insight,  purer  conceptions,  higher 
failh;  and  therefore  it  was  that,  wrapping  up 
Moses  under  the  shadows  and  the  secrecy  of 
the  mountain-top.  His  first  and  repeated 
charge  to  him  was,  to  warn  Israel,  priests 
and  people,  that  not  one  foot  should  dare 
cross  into  the  precincts  of  the  mount,  lest, 
God  breaking  forth  upon  thetn,  they  should 
die.  Itwas  to  be  a  ringof  fireand  awfulness 
impassable;  at  that  moment,  the  trembling 
in  the  people's  heart  would  be  sure  to  keep 
them  back  safe  enough,  but  the  fire-enveloped 
hill  would  bj'-and-by  become  familiar,  and 
the  sight  of  Moses  passing  and  repassing 
breed  a  desire  and  a  daring  in  the  hardier  of 
the  lookers-on  to  follow;  so,  in  case  that 
rash  venture  should  be  made,  it  is  striking 
that,  in  the  first  interview,  God  had  nought 
lo  press  on  Moses  but  that  he  should  return 
to  the  people,  warn  them  of  the  inaccessible 
glory,  and  that  he  who  broke  through  into 
the  monnt  should  die. 

Now  wc  shall  sec  presently  more  of  the 
scenes  in  and  around  Sinai ;  but  at  this  point 
we  must  ask,  why  the  Israelites  were  shut  off 
so  jealously  from  seeing  tbeii  own  chosen 
and  covenanted  God — why  brought  so  near 
as  the  mountain's  base,  and  yet  not  allo'wed 
to  climb  a  few  steps  on  the  monnCain  side — 
why,  beholding  everything  of  power  and 
greatness,  just  to  the  veil's  edge,  and  yet 
forbidden  on  pain  of  death  to  pass  into  the 
inleiior  glory  ?  We  may  answer,  as  we  have 
already  virtually  done,  that,  with  many  organs 
in  them  awakened  to  behold  the  dread  signs 
of  God,  there  was  yet  the  deepest  chord  of 
all — the  capacity  to  see  and  know  God 
Himself — unawakened.  Hence  the  utterable 
things— the  fire  and  smoke,  on  the  outside 
of  Sinai — they  could  gaze  on  palpably  enough ; 
Lut  had  they  been  taken  within-  the  fire  and 
smoke,  and  confronted  with  the  unutterable 
ihings  Moses  saw  there,  the  sight,  to  their 
unpurged  senses,  would  have  been  a  blank. 
Just  as,  for  example,  if  we  suppose  two  shep- 
herds on  the  plain  of  Bethlehem  on  our 
Saviour's  birth-night,  one  gifted  with  the 
spiritual  heart,  the  other  not ;  to  both  the 
glory  in  the  broad  sky,  when  angels  appeared, 
and  their  song  was  heard,  and  the  whole 
night  was  lit  up,  would  have  been  the  same — 
atve-slriking,  full  of  God  ;  but  if  both  ran  to 
find  the  Divine  Child  where  He  lay,  and 
did  find  Him  in  the  inn-stable,  wrapped  in 
swaddhng-clothes,  and  laid  in  a  manger ; 
while  the  one  would  be  persuaded  that  here 
in  this  inner  spot  was  "  God  manifest  in  the 
flesh,"  and  would  bow  down  and  worship; 
the  other,  uubelieving,  would  look  on  this, 


the  end  of  so  many  dread  portents,  as  lame 
and  impotent,  and  probably  pronounce  it 
either  a  mockery  or  a  lie.  So  with  Moses 
and  the  mass  of  Israelites;  he  on  the  hidden 
steep  of  Sinai  had  the  pure  vision  to  discern 
God  ;  they  in  the  plain  could  look  at  the 
billowy  and  flaming  grandeur  of  His  robes  ; 
but  if  admitted  to  the  great  shrine  where 
Moses  was  admitted,  they  would  from  want 
of  gift,  have  so  failed  to  see,  that  they  would 
not  only  not  have  had  their  curiosity  met, 
but  would  have  disbelieved  and  been  har- 
dened worse  than  ever.  In  true  knowledge 
of  their  state,  therefore,  God  set  bounds  at 
the  foot  of  Sinai,  to  cross  which  into  His 
hidden  dwelling  He  decreed  would  be  death. 
And  the  same  inviolable  law  prevails  now. 
"  Except  a  man  be  bom  again,"  said  Jesus, 
uttering  that  law,  "  he  cannot  see,"  much  less 
can  he  enter,  "  the  kingdom  of  God."  And 
(as  the  instant  consequence)  to  seek  to  press 
into  the  kingdom,  without  that  spiritual  capa- 
city, is  ruinous  as  death.  The  impure  and 
world-steeped  heart  for  example,  has  an  in- 
stinct of  religion  it  cannot  rid  itself  of;  but 
when  it  turns  to  do  its  religious  worship, — to 
find,  in  short,  and  to  see  God, — what  de- 
based images  of  God  it  conjures  up — either 
as  One  Who  may  be  propitiated  with  bribes, 
and  cheated  with  hypocrisies — or,  where  the 
conscience  is  more  fear-awakened,  as  One 
dark  with  anger,  and  beneath  His  feet  the 
torments  of  the  pit.  In  either  of  these  cases, 
is  not  the  base  and  slavish  worship  such  as, 
for  the  soul,  worketh  death?  Or  the  wor- 
ship of  the  impenitent,  formal  heart — what 
do  its  lifelong  comings  to  see  God  result  in 
but  in  reducing  all  conception  of  God  to  the 
dead  stone  of  ordinance  and  form ;  and  the 
soul,  going  on  contented  in  that  worship, — 
can  it  in  the  end  do  otherwise  than  die, — is 
it  not  smitten  with  its  own  death  already  ? 
Or  the  intellectual  seeker  after  God — how 
fares  he  in  his  attempt  to  pierce  the  veil? 
Alas  I  do  we  not  know  on  what  miserable 
rafts  of  speculation  intellect  has  again  and 
again  put  off  its  devotees  into  the  shoreless 
deep?  And  who  by  this  searching  has  ever 
found  out  God?  Wegrant  the  deep  fascination 
of  the  quest — we  grant  the  strong  ardour  with 
which  the  natural  mind  has  often  risen  to  the 
problem, — nay,  we  are  aware  of  the  passion- 
ate absorbedness  with  which  again  and  again 
itellect  has  plumbed  its  way  forward  in  its 
search  for  God,  and,  when  its  poor,  short 
line  has  found  no  bottom,  has,  in  its  sorrow, 
cried,  like  Job,  "  Oh  that  I  knew  where  I 
might  find  Him  I  that  I  might  come  even  to 
His  seat  I "     But  with  all  that,  we  know  too, 
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what,  again  and  again,  the  penalty  has  been 
— how  the  ground  of  truth  and  faith  has, 
inch  by  inch,  crumbled — how  all  footing  has 
been  lost,  and  gifted  spirits,  that  might  have 
been  as  clear  lamps  in  the  heaven  of  our 
world,  through  daring  scepticism,  and  the 
folly  on  folly  which  the  forthputting  of  mere 
intellect  has  bred,  have  fallen  from  their 
orbit,  and  become  as  wandering  stars,  drop- 
ping into  the  blackness  of  darkness  for  ever. 
So,  to  this  day,  there  is  no  man,  unpre- 
pared, can  break  through  the  bounds  God 
has  set  about  Himself,  and  live.  What 
would  it  be,  even  suppose  those  who  seek 
God,  not  in  ffis  way,  but  tAars,  were  to  find 
and  see  Him, — suppose  the  impure,  the  for- 
malist, the  keen  and  subtle  sceptic,  had  some 
conceivable  power  of  passing  into  God's  pre- 
sense,  and  beholding  Him  as  He  is, — would 
the  sight  be  joy  or  sorrow — ^would  the  chord 
struck  between  them  be  congratulation — and 
would  each  of  these,  on  the  veil  lifting,  be 
satisfied  with  God's  likeness?  Yea,  haJs  it 
not  been  recorded  for  us  that,  when  such  as 
these  do  come  into  the  presence  of  the  High 
and  Holy  One,  as  in  the  judgment  of  the 
great  day,  the  very  face  of  God  and  of  the 
Lamb  strikes  terror  ;  in  that  God  they  know 
at  once  they  have  no  part  or  lot,  and,  as  they 
turn  to  flee  from  Him,  they  invoke  the  hills 
and  the  rocks  to  fall  on  them  and  cover 
them !  Is  not  this  enough  to  bring  home  to 
us  the  dread  boundary-line  set  about  God? 
No  matter  what  the  nobleness  of  life  ca  the 
gift  of  mind ;  as  to  this  point,  the  people  of 
Israel  were  sanctified,  and  the  priests  doubly 
so  ;  yet  neither  dared,  without  the  one  heart- 


spot  of  light,  cross  into  the  mount.  Oh  t 
there  is  no  way  for  us  through  the  barrier 
but  the  simple  path  up  which  Moses  climbed, 
written  first  on  its  gateway,  "  Except  ye  be 
converted  and  become  as  a  little  child]  ye 
cannot  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven," 
and  written  after  on  its  upward  steps, 
"Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart;  for  they 
shall  see  God ! "  There  are  a  thousand, 
like  the  Israelite  multitude,  can  see  the  signs 
of  God  ;  but  there  is  only  one  in  the  thou- 
sand, like  Moses,  can  penetrate  and  see  God 
Himself.  My  reader,  have  you  the  seaet 
way — the  always  converted  heart?  Does 
God  bid  you  at  the  edge  stand  off?  or  does 
He  call  you  up  into  the  mount,  and  bid  you 
come  nigh?  Times  there  are  in  your  pil- 
grimage, when,  even  in  your  own  soul,  yon 
know  the  diSerence — times  of  cold  shade, 
for  example,  when  your  love  is  low,  your  life 
worldly,  your  prayers  faint, — you  feel  then 
the  blind  drawn  between  you  and  God,  and 
the  boundary  for  the  time  set  you  cannot 
pass.  Only  again  when  the  chill  film  is 
removed  off  eye  and  heart,  and  the  baptism 
of  the  Spirit  is  renewed,  have  you  power  to 
fly  to  God  as  doves  to  their  windows. '  Would 
you  ^ot  then  learn,  even  from  t^at,  to  keep 
the  pure  Same  of  an  always  converted  life  in 
you, — mindful  that,  if  you  would  fretiuent 
die  mount,  this  is  the  way — mindful  that,  if 
you  would  see  God,  this  is  the  ghiss — and 
mindful  that,  even  one  dark  and  forsaken 
hour  outside  at  the  foot  of  the  mount  is 
enough  to  show  you  a  miserable  change — 
enough  to  make  you  tremble  with  the  words, 
"  Our  God  is  a  consuming  fire  I " 


TN  the  dim  dawning  sow  thy  seed, 
*■     And  in  the  evening  stay  not  thy  hand. 
What  it  will  bring  forth — wheat  or  weed — 
Who  can  know,  or  who  understand? 

Few  will  heed. 

Vet  sow  thy  seed. 

See,  the  red  sunrise  before  thee  glows. 
Though  close   behind  thee  night  lingers 

stiu. 

Flapping  their  fatal  wings,  come  the  black 
foes. 
Following,  following  over  the  hill. 
No  repose  I 
Sow  thou  thy  seed. 


THE   SOWER. 
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We,  too,  went  sowing  in  glad  sunrise ; 

Now  it  is  twilight,  sad  shadows  fall, 
Where  is  the  harvest  ?    Why  lift  we  our  eyes  ? 

What  could  we  see  here?  But  God  seeth  all. 

Fast  life  flies. 
Sow  the  good  seed. 

Though  we  may  cast  it  with  trembling  hand. 
Spirit  half-broken,  heart  sick  and  faint. 

His  winds  will  scatter  it  over  the  land  ; 
His  rain  will  nourish  and  cleanse  it  from 

taint. 

Sinner  or  saint, 
Sow  the  good  seed. 
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"  GOD  TOOK  HIM." 

IT  was  the  morning,  early ;  I,  for  hours, 
Had  watched  beside  the  peaceful  bed  of  death 
Of  the  fair  child,  lent  me  by  God  awhile 
To  nurse  for  Him ;  and  now  some  angel-voice 
Had  come  to  call  my  cherished  one  away 
To  joys  unseen.     He  was  my  only  son. 
And  God  had  made  his  fonn  most  beautiful; 
His  smile,  so  brightened  with  unearthly  grace. 
It  was  a  key  to  unlock  all  our  hearts ; 
For  he  could  utter  but  the  fewest  sounds 
That  we  might  understand — his  father's  name, 
The  word  most  easy  and  most  dear.    Ol^en 
He  spoke  it,  and  with  rapture  he  would  glow. 
When  to  the  welcome  presence  he  was  borne. 

But  he  was  frail — so  frail  we  dated  not  hope, 
That  if  he  fiilly  came  to  man's  estate, 
He  would  have  power  to  know  and  do  with  men. 
Who  stand  in  this  rough-dealing  world  of  ours 
And  are  not  overthrowrL     His  course  was  done. 

Within  that  upper  chamber  all  was  peace ; 
God's  minister  had  blessed  the  dying  diild. 
As  he  lay  gently  waiting  for  his  change. 
The  purity  of  infant  innocence 
Was  on  his  brow ;  his  Saviour's  patient  cross. 
Hid  from  our  eyes,  was  recognised  by  angeb  I 
Well  knew  we,  as  the  rapid  breathings  fell 
Upon  our  ear,  the  end  was  drawing  nigh, 
And  his  regenerate  spiiit  soon  would  be 
Where  harm  could  reach  not,  and  no  sorrow  blight. 

Go  to  thy  rest  awhile,  my  little  one  ! 
A  mother's  heart  of  solemn  gratitude 
Lingered,  and  watched  thy  slowly-ebbing  life. 
As  softer,  and  more  softly,  it  went  forth. 
Then  the  long  drooping  eye-lashes  were  raised ; 
The  deep-blue,  melting  eyes  were  opened  quite; 
All  breathing  ceased  :  the  spirit  was  with  God  ! 

Beneath  our  churchyard  chestnut-trees  we  laid 
Our  child  next  Sunday  mom.     Much  had  I  loved 
That  sacred  spot,  and  hoped  that  I  might  there 
Await  my  summons,  till  the  last  great  day. 
So,  till  the  resurrection,  sleep,  my  child  I 
While  now,  henceforth,  I  miss  at  home  the  thrill 
Which  thy  sweet  note  of  welcome  brought  to  me, 
And  in  my  nursery  is  the  echo  gone 
Of  merriment  at  harmless  frolic  played, 
And  only  vacant  silence  greets  me  there, 
I  well  believe  my  child's  unfettered  tongue 
Is  hymning,  with  pure  choirs,  his  Maker's  praise. 
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NEW  FINDINGS  IN  SYRIA. 


By  C.  RUSSELL. 


THERE  are  few  things  more  astonishing 
in  the  present  day  than  the  researches 
that  have  been  carried  on  among  the  ruins  of 
ancient  cities.  Jerusalem,  Babylon,  Nineveh, 
Ephesus,  and  many  othets  have  been  opened 
out  to  us.  The  imagination  revels  in  such 
scenes.  Where  all  is  now  so  calm,  as  if 
struck  by  the  hand  of  death,  we  look  back  to 
ages  ago  when  life  and  activity  animated 
each  place.  This  solitude  once  contained 
the  largest  city  in  the  world,  or  fertile  mea- 
dows occupied  the  desert  of  to-day  given  up 
to  the  wandering  Arab  and  his  flock.  Shady 
groves  and  gardens,  producing  the  exquisite 
fruits  of  the  East,  grew  where  now  the  eye 
only  rests  on  arid  sands ;  where  palaces  lie 
in  ruins  a  miserable  hut  or  tent  here  and 
there  breaks  the  monotony  of  the  plain. 

On  examination  of  these  fallen  remains 
the  diligent  hand  of  the  explorer  uncovers  rich 
houses,  whose  walls  are  ornamented  with  ele- 
gant frescoes  and  precious  marbles  arranged 
in  Roman  or  Byzantine  mosaics.  Or  he 
gains  a  complete  idea  of  ancient  life  in  the 
narrow  streets,  poor  dwellings,  and  humble 
shops.  The  special  interest  in  these  works 
is  the  light  thrown  upon  early  Christianity, 
As  a  rule,  it  may  be  said  that  wherever  a 
country  was  most  given  to  religion  there  was 
the  best  preparation  for  the  reception  of 
Christ's  doctrine,  and  in  such  places  it  esta- 
blished itself  with  the  greatest  rapidity.  Cities 
devoted  to  commerce,  whose  inhabitants 
had  built  temples  for  the  worship  of  every 


god,  where  Eastern  faiths  counted  the  largest 
number  of  votaries,  there  the  progress  was 
most  marked.  We  can  trace  the  change 
from  one  religion  to  the  other  by  the  works 
of  art  that  still  remain.  Very  frequently 
Christ  is  represented  under  the  form  of  Or- 
pheus, dressed  in  a  Greek  chlamys  and  play- 
ing on  Che  seven -stringed  lyre;  rocks  and 
trees  are  around  him,  and  a  stream  suspends 
its  rushing  waters  to  listen  to  the  charmed 
voice.  Or  we  find  the  oft-repeated  image  of 
Christ,  in  the  early  Church,  as  the  Good 
Shepherd,  and  instead  of  the  animals  usually 
depicted  around  the  pagan  Orpheus,  there 
are  two  fair  lambs  lying  at  his  feet. 

These  genera!  remarks  lead  to  the  descrip- 
tion of  a  country  which  has  only  lately  been 
explored.  Far  away  in  the  great  Syrian 
desert  lies  a  tract  rarely  traversed  by  EurO' 
peans.  When  Zenobia  ruled  as  the  proud 
Princess  of  Palmyra  and  built  those  gorgeous 
avenues  of  temples  which  now  excite  the 
wonder  and  admiration  of  travellers,  the  land 
denominated  Central  Syria  was  a  well-ci 
vated  kingdom  containing  large  towns  and  an 
industrious  population.  Long  ere  the  Ro- 
mans rescued  it  from  barbarism  does  it  ap- 
pear in  ancient  records.  Those  old  monar- 
chies, Nineveh,  Babylon,  Egypt,  and  Judaa 
alike  struggled  for  its  possession,  Thearmies 
of  Sesostris  and  Nebuchadnezzar  laid  it  | 
waste,  and  here  the  Father  of  the  Faithful  at 
one  period  of  his  life  pastured  his  flocks. 
Beyond  the  classic, stce^ins^o^.  tbe  Orontes 
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and  the  Jordan,  stretching  down  to  the 
measureless  plains  near  the  Euphrates,  lies 
this  ODCC  rich,  happy  land.  Now  the  better 
dass  of  inhabitants,  if  they  try  to  farm,  arc  a 
prey  H>  the  wandering  Arabs,  under  the  rule 
of  pashas  who  are  too  weak  and  indolent  to 
eniorce  law  and  order. 

This  is  the  district  which  attracted  the 
attention  of  M.  Waddington,  the  French 
statesman,  so  well  known  for  his  liberality, 
and  by  birth  half  an  Englishman.  He  was 
accompanied  by  the  Count  de  Vogud,  and 
together  they  have  published  drawings  of  the 
wonders  they  found  and  the  inscriptions 
upon  the  statues  and  houses.  All  remains 
dating  before  the  Christiaa  era  have  disap- 
peared ;  the  interest  centres  altogether  in  the 
Gist  six  centuries  after  Christ,  when  His  faith 
made  rapid  pr<^ess  in  a  country  already 
prepared  to  receive  it.  Few  Christian  monu- 
DMnts  in  other  countries  belong  to  these  dis- 
tant epochs ;  the  greater  part  perished  in 
tbe  frightful  invasions  of  the  barbarians.  In 
Syria,  on  the  contrary,  nearly  all  the  churches 
may  be  found  which  have  been  erected 
from  the  fourth  century  to  the  reign  of 
Justinian,  and  we  can  discern  with  clear, 
less  the  advance  from  paganism  to  the  new 
iailh. 

Here,  in  the  once -flourishing  cities  of  Phi- 
iippopolis,  Bostra,  and  others,  stand  rows  of 
mined  streets,  temples,  theatres.  At  Chagga 
the  halls  of  the  palace  are  still  intact ;  at 
Ptaceoa,  now  Mousmieh,  is  a  very  5ne  build- 
ing, constructed  in  honour  of  Marcus  Aurelius 
under  the  direction  of  Egnatius  Fuscus,  a 
centurion  of  the  third  legion.  From  the  in- 
scriptions, which  are  very  numerous,  the 
earliest  ones  show  that  though  they  adored 
many  gods,  yet  their  personality  became  vague. 


their  forms  more  indecisive.  It  was  rather 
the  attributes  of  the  Divinity  they  worshipped, 
and  many  invoked  the  help  of  the  god  whom 
they  call  "  the  Good  "  or  "  the  Just,"  Here 
may  be  seen  a  small  altar  inscribed  with  a 
prayer  beginning  with  the  words,  "  May  he 
be  blessed  through  all  eternity,  the  Good, 
the  Merciful."  A  Pagan  thus  expressing 
himself  might  be  supposed  to  be  praying  to 
his  ordinary  divinity,  such  as  the  sun-god, 
Malakbel,  the  Roman  to  Jupiter,  often  styled 
Optimus ;  whilst,  on  his  side,  the  Jew  could 
shelter  himself  under  this  general  phrase  when 
invoking  the  one  God  of  Israel,  .\nothcr 
altar,  built  in  the  year  135,  bears  a.  dedica- 
tion, "  From  Salmon,  son  of  Nesa,  for  the 
salvation  of  himself  and  his  children,  to  Him 
who  is  blest  throughout  eternity."  On  both 
sides  are  symbols  resembling  the  monogram 
of  Christ. 

The  sad  period  of  persecution  is  recalled 
by  one  who  had  lost  her  support  during  those 
terrible  times ;  it  runs  thus  :  "  Ghosts,  the 
wife  of  Inus  the  Martyr,  has  brought  these 
presents  to  the  house  of  prayer."  Again,  the 
numerous  divisions  which  took  place  during 
the  early  a^es  of  the  Church  may  be  traced 
by  an  inscription  on  the  lintel  of  the  door  of 
a  chapel  now  lying  in  ruins.  Upon  it  we 
read  these  words,  "  Synagogue  of  the  Mai- 
cionists  of  the  city  of  Lebada,  built  in  honour 
of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  by  the  priest 
Paul."  There  is  a  memory  of  a  different 
kind  awakened  by  a  stone  coping  which  pro- 
bably surmounted  a  temple.  It  states  that 
the  faithful  Pagans  built  it  by  the  divine 
order  of  their  master,  the  Emperor  Julian. 
Both  the  building  and  the  inscription  are 
alike  unfinished,  as  were  many  other  similar 
ones  ordered   by  the  well-knowD  apostate. 
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His  early  death  cut  short  his  determination 

to  destroy  the  religion  of  Jesus,  and  after 
that  occurred  it  encountered  no  further  oppo- 
sition. 

Churches  and  chapels  are  very  numerous, 
and  generally  bear  an  inscription  over  the 
door  that  those  who  built  them  offer  them  to 
God  for  the  salvation  of  their  souls.  Some, 
from  a  sense  of  unworthiness,  refuse  to  give 
their  names.  One  says,  with  great  simplicity, 
"Remember,  Lord,  the  Christian  who  built 
this  monument,  and  whose  name  thou  know- 
est."  An  architect,  not  willing  that  his  work 
should  perish,  reconciles  his  Christian  devo- 
tion with  his  artistic  ideas,  and  writes  these 
words  on  his  house,  "  The  power  of  God  and 


of  Christ  have  built  this. 
Domnos,  the  architect."  In 
the  interior  of  many  churches; 
are  the  prayers  of  those  who 
address  diemselves  to  the  well- 
beloved  George  or  Michael,  or 
to  "the  holy  and  miserable 
Job,"  so  popular  a  saint  in 
the  East.  They  ask  for  their 
protection  to  preserve  them, 
and  to  obtain  eternal  rest  for 
the  friends  they  have  lost 

In  many  houses  that  have 
been  examined  the  owner  evi- 
dently desired  to  show  his 
sincere  belief  by  inscribing 
Christian  symbols,  Christ's 
voonogi!Lm  and  the  cross, 
which  are  found  everywhere 
traced  with  prodigality  on  the 
walls,  in  the  apartments,  above 
the  columns,  and  mingled  with 
the  sculpture  of  the  friezes. 
Notwithstanding  persecutioD 
and  contempt,  they  Celt  the 
absolute  necessity  of  attesting 
the  sincerity  of  their  creed. 
TTiey  bespeak  the  joy  with 
which  they  engraved  them,  as 
if  they  were  both  proud  and 
happy  to  make  so  public  a 
profession.  It  is  thus  that 
some  unknown  painter,  after 
he  had  traced  the  sign  of  the 
cross,  seized  with  enthusiasm, 
paraphrasing  the  device  <A 
Constantine,  adds,  "This 
triumphs."  Over  the  entrance 
gate  a  favourite  sentence  is, 
"This  is  the  gate  of  the  I>3rd ; 
let  the  righteous  enter."  With- 
in we  read,  "  Lord,  help  this 
house,  and  those  who  inhabit 
it;"  or,  "If  God  be  for  us,  who  can  be 
against  us?  Glory  to  Him  through  all 
eternity." 

Perhaps  the  finest  edifice  among  these 
ruins  is  the  celebrated  church  of  St.  Simeon 
Stylites,  situated  between  Aleppo  and  An- 
tioch.  Its  resemblance  to  our  cathedrals  of 
the  Middle  Ages  is  manifest,  and  the  sou- 
venirs it  recalls  are  interesting.  Eveiy  one 
has  heard  of  the  strange  penance  which  this 
saint  imposed  on  himself,  and  the  spectacle 
he  afforded  to  crowds  of  pilgrims  for  more 
than  thirty-seven  years.  After  entering  a 
convent  in  Syria,  the  ordinary  austerities 
proved  unsatisfactory,  and  he  requested  per- 
mission of  bis  superior  t9ositb(J^yi?'i''rely 
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torn  the  world  by  living  on  the  top  of  a 
xlumc.  His  disciples  cut  one  from  the 
rock,  and  raised  it  on  a  neighbouriDg  moun- 
tain, building  a  small  cell  at  the  summit. 
From  this  he  never  descended.  Around  it 
crowds  pressed  to  hear  the  words  of  the  holj 
man,  and  to  ask  his  advice.  When  he  died, 
in  A.D.  459,  his  body  was  carried,  with  a 
iaagM&<xata>rtige,  to  Antioch,  and  buried  in 
the  church  which  Coostantinc  built.  But 
the  pilgrims  refused  to  desert  the  place,  and 
came  to  consult  those  hermits  who  followed 
their  master's  example.  One  of  the  houses 
destined  to  receive  them  still  preserves  the 
ioscriptioa  over  the  door.  The  owner,  after 
placing  his  house  under  the  protection  of 
Guist,  informs  us  that  it  was  built  twenty 
jeais  after  the  death  of  the  saint.  At  the 
same  time  a  magnificent  church  was  erected 
round  the  column. 

It  is  this  which  M.  Vogai  has  thoroughly 
explored.  Standing  on  a  hiil  near  the  chain 
of  the  Amaaus,  the  approach  is  under  a  well- 
preserved  triumphal  arch,  and  the  hill  is 
guarded  by  a  wall  and  towers.  Within  the 
enclosure  one  side  was  occupied  by  a  large 
monastery  containing  the  monks'  cells,  a 
chapel,  and  a  house  ornamented  with  a  por- 
tico, no  doubt  the  home  of  the  superior.  On 
die  other  side  is  the  chtirch,  the  principal 
ia9ade  being  one  of  the  finest  in  the  country, 
with  its  three  gates  surmounted  by  triangular 
toutals.  The  interior  is  in  the  form  of  a 
lAtin  cross,  the  centre  forming  an  open  oct- 
angular court,  iu  the  middle  of  which  rose 
ibc  celebrated  column,  carefully  preserved, 
and  visible  from  the  nave  and  transepts. 
This  portion  has  unfortuiuitely  suffered  more 
than  the  rest ;  it  is  encumbered  with  immense 
stones  and  fallen  masoniy.  The  column  has 
fallen,  probably  owing  to  the  many  earth- 
quakes which  desolate  the  country;  yet  the 
t)ase  can  be  seen  cut  in  the  rock,  an  unformed 
block  from  which  the  pilgrims  have  chipped 
inorsels  to  carry  home.  It  may  be  calculated 
that  the  diameter  of  the  column  was  about 
eighteen  feet,  where  with  such  mistaken  de- 
votion St.  Simeon  confrned  himself  for  such 
a  long  period.  We  may  imagine  the  surprise 
of  the  worshippers  coming  from  all  parts  of 
.\sia  when  they  saw  the  rich  mosaics,  the 
tl^acce  of  the  pillars,  and  the  splendid 
arches  thrown  over  this  poor  rock.  To  ex- 
<Hte  still  more  their  devotion,  the  monks 
showed  them  a  miraculous  star  through  one 
of  the  highest  windows,  the  brightness  of 
which  was  never  dimmed,  and  seemed  to  have 
been  placed  there  by  Heaven  to  honour  the 
memoiy  of  the  saint.     This  daily  concourse 


of  persons  lasted  until  the  end  of  the  sixth 
century,  when  it  seems  to  have  suddenly 
ceased  in  an  unaccountable  manner. 

As  this  part  of  Syria  belonged  to  the 
dynasty  of  Herod,  it  is  not  surprising  that 
relics  have  been  discovered  belonging  to  that 
era.  The  explorers  were  fortunate  enough 
to  find  a  temple  of  tliat  period  dedicated  to 
a  Syrian  divinity,  Baalsamin.  It  is  not  ex- 
actly in  the  style  of  other  monuments,  as  it 
belongs  more  to  Greek  than  Syrian  art, 
and  is  loaded  with  ornamentation,  Wlien 
digging  out  the  fa^adea  curious  incident  came 
to  light.  The  pedestals  standing  before  the 
portico  were  covered  with  inscriptions,  and 
had  been  used  for  the  statues  of  persons  of 
distinction.  On  one  of  these  once  stood  that 
of  Heiod,  the  king ;  his  name  could  still  be 
read  engraved  in  the  marble.  The  hope  was 
entertained  of  recovering  from  the  debris  the 
statue  itself;  nothing  remained,  however,  but 
broken  fragments.  It  had  evidently  been 
torn  violently  from  its  base,  one  of  the  feet 
being  still  attached  to  it.  The  earliest  epi- 
graphic  text  discovered  is  an  edict  of  King 
Herod  Agrippa,  unfortunately  very  short, 
containing  an  exhortation  to  his  subjects  to 
build  for  themselves  more  suitable  dwellings, 
and  "give  up  the  dens  where  they  dwelt  like 
wild  beasts." 

Very  interestit^  are  the  pictures  which 
faithfully  reproduce  the  private  houses  in 
these  decayed  cities.  The  homes  belonging 
to  all  ranks,  with  their  gorgeous  accessories 
or  humble  arrangements,  are  standing  in  the 
desert,  showing  their  relations  with  public  or 
religions  life,  and  with  death  itself.  In  the 
plams  of  the  Hauran,  as  at  the  foot  of  Mount 
Vesuvius,  where  Pompeii  is  entombed,  these 
witnesses  of  ancient  life  arc  preserved.  Yet 
there  is  a  difference ;  just  as  the  houses  of 
the  latter  place  are  graceful  and  elegant,  so 
those  of  Syria  are  severe.  The  desert,  with- 
out shade,  water,  or  verdure,  cannot  be  com- 
pared to  the  sunny  scenes  of  the  Bay  of 
Naples.  Wood  is  scarcely  to  be  had  in  Cen- 
tral Syria,  hence  the  architect  had  to  replace 
it  by  stone.  Even  the  doors  and  window- 
shutters  are  of  tliis  hard  material.  The  walls 
are  in  general  standing,  but  the  roofs  have 
altogether  disappeared;  they  are  of  three 
stories,  in  many  cases  ornamented  with  a 
double  portico  supporting  columns  or  mono- 
lythic  pillars,  whilst  the  apartments  commu- 
nicate with  each  other  by  means  of  exterior 
galleries.  In  some  parts  these  features  alto- 
gether disappear,  and  are  replaced  by  high 
walls  without  windows,  like  the  East  of  to- 
day, where  domestic  life    is  so  rigorously 
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concentrated  in  the  interior  of  the  house. 
Deep  recesses  in  the  walls  mark  the  places 
for  .cupboards  and  alcoves.  Some  of  t4ie 
ruins  are  inhabited  by  the  sheiks,  and  in  a 
large  hall  or  atrium  the  e;iplorers  were  re- 
ceived in  a  little  village  of  the  Hauran.  The 
evening  repast  was  served  on  a  tray  placed 
on  the  ground  by  the  smoky  light  of  a  clay 
lamp  fed  with  butter,  where  a  party  had 
assembled  to  see  the  strangers.  Carpets  and 
cushions  were  spread  around  the  walls  for 
the  night's  repose,  and  they  lay  down  think- 
ing of  those  who  had  lived  there  during  the 
third  century.  Imagine  the  difference  when 
these  walls  were  standing  instead  of  being 
ruined,  when  the  arches  had  not  lost  their 
keystone,  when  the  animation  and  prosperity 
of  these  towns,  fifteen  centuries  ago,  surprised 
the  Arabs  even  into  wishing  that  they  also 
could  share  in  the  Roman  rule  of  civilisa- 
tion. 

That  there  was  much  difficulty  in  prevent- 
ing the  nomads  from  ravaging  the  country 
is  apparent  from  the  camp  which  was  found 
at  the  eastern  extremity  of  the  Hauran.  The 
Romans  suffered  no  nation  which  sheltered 
itself  under  their  authority  to  be  insulted 
by  its  neighbours.  Thus  they  organized  a 
police  for  the  desert,  which  has  not  existed 
since  then.  A  complete  hne  of  posts  was 
established  on  the  frontier;  some  were  com- 
posed of  a  single  tower,  where  the  soldiers 
have  written  their  nanaes  and  their  country 
on  the  walls,  still  quite  legible ;  but  the 
camp  itself  ia  much  more  considerable  than 
these,  where  within  entrenchments  a  cohort 
could  establish  itself,  a  wing  of  cavalry,  or 
soldiers  mounted  on  dromedaries.     It  stands 


in  a  wild  country  where  the  ground  is  covered 
with  black,  rounded  stones  projected  from  a 
volcano,  or  traversed  by  streams  of  lava. 
The  crater  rises  in  the  centre  of  this  desolate 
plain ;  at  its  foot  lies  a  lake,  formed  by  a 
deep  depression  in  the  land  filled  with  water 
during  the  winter  rains.  The  camp  is  a 
square  enclosure  surrounded  by  walls  seven 
feet  thick,  flanked  with  towers  and  a  moat. 
At  a  short  distance  are  the  well-preserved 
remains  of  baths  and  some  relics  of  houses, 
which  were  grouped  for  safety  round  the  Ro- 
man garrison.  An  advanced  post  on  the  top 
of  the  crater  allowed  of  a  wide  view  over  the 
plain,  so  that  the  approach  of  an  enemy 
could  be  easily  perceived.  This  was  the  ex- 
treme limit  which  the  explorers  reached  in 
the  desert ;  no  other  European  had  for  cen- 
turies invaded  its  solitude. 

Central  Syria  owed  its  prosperity  to  Rome ; 
under  the  guard  of  its  legions  the  desert  was 
covered  with  corn  and  peopled  with  towns. 
At  the  end  of  the  sixth  century  its  prosperity 
seems  to  have  been  suddenly  arrested — itt 
name  disappears  from  history.  In  637  the 
Arabs  became  definitely  the  masters  of  the 
country.  Some  houses  seem  to  have  been 
repaired  or  built  about  that  period,  and  on 
one  the  owner,  who  hoped  that  the  rule  of 
the  infidels  would  be  of  short  duration,  and 
dared  not  acknowledge  himself  a  subject  of 
the  Greek  empire,  wrote  these  words,  "The 
Lord  Jesus  being  King."  But  soon  inha- 
bitants failed  to  occupy  the  towns,  Islamism 
plunged  them  into  barbarism,  and  the  entire 
country,  being  uncultivated,  relapsed  into 
the  desert.  Such  were  the  sad  results  of  this 
dreadful  invasion. 
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THE  gale  which  tore  around  our  i^and  on 
the  z6th  and  27th  of  October  last,  and 
Slewed  our  shores  with  fragments  of  inuu- 
metable  wrecks,  is  still  fresh  in  the  memory 
of  the  most  thoughtless. 

Persons  living  in  quiet  inland  homes  heard 
that  evening  the  sleet  striking  on  the  window 
panes  as  it  fell,  and  looked  out  on  gardens 
smilii^  with  autumn  flowers  a  few  days  be- 
fore, to  see  a  thick  carpet  of  snow  and  the 
trees  rocking  and  groaning  before  the  wind ; 
and  many  a  prayer  went  silently  upwards,  as 
with  a.  shudder  they  turned  back  to  the  fire-lit 
room  and  let  fall  the  thick  curtains  with  the 
words,  "  It  must  be  an  awful  night  at  sea  1 " 
Yes,  so  it  was ! 

We  were  staying  at  the  sea-side  village  of 
Redcar,  on  the  Yorkshire  coast,  and  shall 
never  forget  that  awfiil  gale. 

Redcar  is  an  oldfashioned  little  place,  with 
houses  bnilt  of  brick  standing  at  either  side 
of  a  long  straggling  street.  All  the  best 
lodgings  are  on  the  second  floors  of  the 
houses  at  the  left-hand  side,  and  look  sea- 
wards. The  long  old  street  having  drawn  it- 
sdf  to  its  utmost  length,  changes  its  character, 
and  here  we  find  rows  of  modem  lodging- 
houses,  an  Esplanade,  a  tall  pretentious 
hotel,  a  sea  wall  with  a  broad  asphalted 
walk,  and  a  very  High  Church.  These  spick- 
and-span  white  brick  buildings  discard,  with 
the  wano-tinted  walls  and  ancient  bay- 
windows  of  Redcar,  its  very  name  and  call 
themselves  Coatham. 

Straight  out  to  sea  from  the  farther  end 
of  Redcar  runs  a  long  pier,  supported  on 
iron  girders.  And  Coatham  has  one  too, 
"ith  another  band-stand  and  other  wooden 
seats,  there  being  a  distance  of  perhaps 
lalf  a  mile  between  the  two.  In  a  line 
parallel  with  the  shore,  a  short  distance 
beyond  the  end  of  Redcar  pier,  a  dangerous 
belt  of  rocks  rests,  black  and  sullen,  under 
the  waters  at  high  tide,  showing  itself  clearly, 
and  sometimes  being  in  most  part  bare,  when 
the  tide  recedes. 

Our  lodgings  were  on  the  Coatham  Espla- 
nade, and  as  we  walked  along  the  firm  sands 
on  the  morning  of  the  afith  (at  Redcar  the 
sands  are  very  firm  and  hard)  we  saw  the 
sionn  signal  was  hoisted,  and  the  coast- 
guardsman,  who  stood  near  with  his  hands 
m  the  pockets  of  his  pea-jacket,  told  us  that 
tlK  expected  gale  was  coming  northwards, 
nd  a.  telegram  had  been  received  ordering 
Ibe  guard  to  have  all  things  In  readiness, 
for  lives  would  surely  be  in  danger  and  good 


ships  would  grind  upon  the  rocks  or  be  cast 
helpless  wrecks  upon  the  beach  within  a  few 
hours.  A  sharp  east  wind  nearly  cut  us  in 
half  as  we  gossiped  with  him. 

By  noou-time  a  "  capful "  of  wind,  and  a 
large  "captul  "  too,  was  down  upon  us,  bciog- 
ing  with  it  a  heavy  fall  of  rain. 

From  our  sitting-room  window  we  looked 
out  to  sea,  about  midway  between  the  two 
piers,  and  therefore  across  the  centre  of  the 
bay,  if  such  it  can  be  called.  With  the  fading 
daylight  the  gale  increased  in  violence,  and 
the  heavy  lashing  of  the  ocean  became 
changedintoacontinuous  angry  roar.  Louder 
and  louder  it  grew,  and  seemed  to  reach  a 
climax  about  two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
As  we  lay  awake,  listening  and  fearing,  we 
became  aware  of  a  fumbling  noise  below, 
and  found  next  morning  that  our  landlady 
had  spent  the  night  in  taking  up  her  carpets. 
Prudent  woman  I  She  did  well,  for  in  the 
morning  a  desolate  sight  presented  itself: 
the  rain  bad  penetrated  through  the  cracks 
of  the  window  frames,  and  was  trickling  into 
pans  of  all  shapes  and  sizes,  and  the  walls, 
looked  like  the  inside  of  a  soaked  umbrella. 
There  was  a  strange  cloud  driving  past ;  we- 
thoi^ht  a  snow-storm  was  on  us,  for  through^, 
the  thick  whiteness  we  could  only  see  at 
intervals,  but  soon  we  found  out  our  mistake;., 
it  was  not  a  snow  but  a  foam  cloud  which., 
the  waves  were  throwing  off  the  sea  and. 
which  was  flying  over  the  land. 

We  now  b^an  to  see  the  effects  of  the 
hurricane.  The  coastguard  had  been  on 
the  look  out,  it  appeared,  all  night;  and  in 
the  early  morning  a  ship  had  run  ashore  upon 
the  other  side  of  the  Redcar  pier,  near  a  little 
village  called  Marske  ;  but  all  the  crew  had 
been  rescued.  Redcar  possesses  three  life- 
boats, and  one  was  in  readiness  and  (he  crew 
of  the  vessel  were  all  safely  brought  ashore. 
It  is  so  diflerent  hearing  of  a  wreck  and 
seeing  one  that  it  was  with  a  thrill  of  terror 
that  we  heard  our  landlady  cry  out,  between  , 
nine  and  ten  o'clock,  that  a  ship  fighting  with . 
the  Btonn  was  nearing  land. 

We  rushed  to  the  window,  and  there  before 
us,  on  the  "  boiling,  seething  sea,"  we  saw  a 
vessel  driving  helplessly  along.  All  her  sails 
were  torn  to  ribbons  and  tatters  and  every  now 
and  then  flew  off  and  fell  into  the  waves.. 
The  ship  was  so  near  that  even  through  tlie- 
misty  rain  and  spray  we  could  see  the  men. 
clinging  together  as  the  heavy  seas  swept, 
over  the  decks. 

Again  and   agam  we  thought  they  were 
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gone,  but  as  each  overwhelming  rush  of 
water  passed  we  saw  them  still  there.  She  was 
being  borne  southwards  and  seemed  to  be 
running  athwart  the  end  of  Coacham  pier ; 
howe%'er,  she  cleared  that  danger,  and  went 
driving  onwards  and  inwards,  constantly 
getting  a  little  nearer  to  the  Coathatn  shore. 

Througli  the  roar  of  the  waters  we  heard 
the  shouts  of  many  voices  come  up  faint  and 
dulled,  and  looking  downwards  we  forgot  to 
watch  the  ship,  for  two  long  strings  of  men 
were  pulling  onwards  past  our  house  the  life- 
boat ;  some  of  her  crew  ran  along  buckling 
on  tlieir  life-belts,  whiJe  a  crowd  followed  ; 
others  rushed  along  the  sea-wall  or  the  beach, 
following  the  course  of  the  drifUng  vessel. 
It  was  impossible  to  be  an  indoor  witness  of 
such  a  scene  and  we  were  soon  amidst  the 
crowd.  The  wind  was  so  fierce  that  we  saw 
strong  men  blown  completely  over  and  it 
was  hard  work  to  keep  one's  feet  at  all.  The 
spray  cut  our  faces  as  it  struck  them. 

The  ship  meanwhile,  ever  tossed  landwards, 
had  come  aground  and  stuck  in  the  sand, 
the  waves  dashed  against  her  hull  and  a  foun- 
tain of  spray  and  foam  rose  constantly  to 
many  yards  above  her. 

We  found  the  coastguard  men  already  on 
the  beach,  and  they  were  fixicjg  the  rocket 
apparatus.  Another  five  minutes  and  the 
gun  was  fired ;  the  ball  flew  straight  as  an 
arrow  for  the  ^vreck,  but  so  violent  was  the 
wind  that  the  rope  was  blown  on  one  side 
and  fell  short.  The  life-boat  had  been 
launched,  and  the  men  grasping  their  oars 
went  bravely  to  work.  The  boat  was  buffeted 
back.  We  watched  with  the  most  intense 
anxiety,  sometimes  thinking  she  neared  the 
vessel,  and  then  a  disappointed  exclamation 
burst  from  each  of  the  watching  crowd  as 
again  the  boat  was  driven  shore  wards. 
Bravely  the  men  stuck  to  their  work,  how- 
ever, and  at  length  we  saw  her  near  the 
wreck,  and  a  cheer  broke  forth  as  they 
succeeded  in  ihromng  a  rope  on  board. 
Ten  minutes  more  and  the  saved  and 
saviours  stood  together  on  the  shore. 

Would  that  our  account  could  end  here. 
Would  that  we  could  tell  that  those  so 
bravely  rescued  from  the  very  jaws  of  death 
were  kindly  entertained  in  Christian  homes ; 
that  they  were  seated  by  hospitable  hearths ; 
that  warm  food  and  dry  clothes  were  ready 
foi  them ;  and  that  God  was  thanked  that 
day  for  His  great  mercy  in  regiving  life. 

But  tliis  was  not  the  case. 

Almost  before  we,  strangers  in  the  place, 
understood  what  was  being  done,  the  life- 
boat men  and  the  rescued  ciew,  surrounded 


by  the  crowd,  were  rushing  off  towards  Red- 
car,  as  we  afterwards  found,  to  press  into 
the  public-houses,  where,  treated  by  the  men 
they  had  saved,  the  life-boat  crew  speedily 
got  a  good  deal  more  drink  than  was  good 
for  them. 

The  beautiful  boat  was  left  sticking  in  the 
sand,  just  where  ^e  had  run  in.  Surdy,  we 
asked,  it  was  at  least  somt  on^s  dut>-  to  see 
she  was  ready  for  further  passible  need  ? 
Perhaps  it  was  too  much  to  expect  that  the 
same  men,  who  bad  battled  with  the  sea,  im- 
perilling their  own  to  save  other  lives,  should 
do  the  shore  work  of  placing  her  on  her  car- 
riage, and  running  hei  back  to  the  shelter  of 
the  boat-house.  Anyhow,  if  it  was  die  duty  of 
any  individual  to  see  this  work  was  done — 
this  sorely  needed  work — he  did  not  do  it.  The 
boat  was  left  on  one  spot,  and  the  wheels  on 
another,  by  the  water's  edge ;  both  gradoally 
sank  to  some  depth  in  the  wet  sand  and  be- 
came embedded,  and  they  were  not  dug  out 
until  Saturday  morning.  And  yet  at  three 
o'clock  that  very  afternoon  that  boat  was 
wanted,  and  lay  a  useless  thing  upon  the 
shore,  while  the  cries  of  other  perishing  men 
went  up  to  God  from  another  wreck.  Surely 
things  arc  shamethlly  mismanaged  when  such 
an  occurrence  is  possible ! 

We  would  earnestly  and  strongly  utge  on 
the  Royal  Lifle-boat  Association,  and  on  the 
Christians  living  in  sea-side  harbours  on  our 
coasts,  to  have  some  warm  and  comfortable 
room  ready  during  storms,  where  the  life-boat 
men  can  find  hot,  strong  soup — a  sailor's 
favourite  viand — awaiting  them,  and  where 
they  can  rest  and  be  found  when  th^  are 
wanted  all  through  the  hours  of  a  storm  at 
sea. 

About  three  o'clock  that  afternoon  we  saw 
another  vessel,  a  steamer,  tumbling  and  roll- 
ing on  the  waves  ',  it  was  at  once  plain  that 
she  was  unmanageable.  Sometimes  we  saw 
her  black  hull,  then  again  entirely  lost  sight 
of  her.  The  tide  was  high,  and  she  there- 
fore cleared  the  rocky  belt  across  the  mouth 
of  the  bay.  She  came  rolUng  and  plunging 
onwards.  We  saw,  just  as  -kg  had  done 
before,  the  vessel  clear  the  Coatham  pier, 
and  then  be  driven  shorewards;  and  just  35 
before,  we  saw  the  poor  sailors  clinging  for 
their  lives  to  anything  within  their  reach. 
At  length  she  Struck. 

As  there  was  no  life-boat  'vi.  readiness. 
rockets  were  tried,  but  the  force  of  the  wind 
was  so  tremendous  that  time  after  time  they^ 
were  uselessly  fired. 

Oh>  how  eagerly  we  watched  them,  and 
yet  our  anxiety  musthav^.t^Q^Q-Uoiothing 
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compared  to  that  of  the  men  whose  lives 
huug  as  it  wete  upon  that  one  rope  I  How 
they  must  have  wondered  why  no  life-boat 
cam?  to  save  them  ! 

At  length,  by  God's  mercy,  in  S  slight  lull 
the  ball  fell  true,  and  the  tine  was  seized  by 
the  crew.  One  by  one  they  were  broi^ht 
off  in  the  saving  apparatus ;  some  of  the 
Redcar  fishennen  dashed  into  the  shallow 
water,  and  kind  hands  received  and  guided 
the  men  ashore.  And  much  need  there 
was,  for  they  were  benumbed  and  exhausted. 
A^in  a  crowd  accompanied  the  poor  fel- 
lows to  the  town — we  fear,  although  of  this 
we  axe  not  certain,  to  the  pubhc-house. 

The  rest  of  the  afternoon  passed  without 
any  other  vessel  coming  in  sight,  and  we 
began  to  hope  that  the  last  of  the  wrecks 
hod  been  seen,  though  the  storm  still  raged  ; 
and  through  the  clouds  of  spray  and  the 
roar  of  the  wind  the  crash  of  the  waves  as 
they  iell  on  the  shore  sounded  horrible. 

The  darkness  of  night  settled  down  over 
the  ocean ;  very  dark  it  was,  and  yet  the  sea 
was  boiling  so  that  it  showed  as  a  long  wAiie 
line  against  the  black  sky.  As  we  looked 
OQt,  the  clock  struck  half-past  eight.  And 
suddenly,  against  that  black  background  be- 
yond that  awful  white  line,  we  saw  a  light ! 
It  burnt  for  a  few  minutes ;  suddenly  it  vent 
out !  We  watted.  A  ship  showing  a  distress 
signal  had  been  in  the  ofhng;  but  where  was 
she  now  ?  Had  the  light  disappeared  because 
she  had  lurched  ?  Had  thewindblownitout? 
Or — and  we  hardly  dare  whisper  this — had 
the  ship  gone  down,  and  were  ail  hands  lost  f 

The  darkness  was  awful— like  that  of  old, 
"  it  might  be  fell."  Now  an  answering  green 
light  was  shown  on  shore. 

"Hold  Thou  these  het|de&s  ones  in  the 
hoUow  of  Thy  hand.  Yea,  arper  them  there," 
was  all  we  could  pray. 

The  supply  of  rockets  had  run  short. 
Why,  when  only  three  were  left  at  four  o'clock, 
more  were  not  telegraphed  for  to  catne  by 
the  afternoon  train,  we  could  not  understand ; 
but  so  it  was.  Those  which  were  left  were 
brought  out  and  used,  but  all  fell  far  too 
short  of  the  wreck.  And  with  them  went 
the  greater  part  of  our  hope,  for  the  life-boat, 
which  was  embedded  in  the  sand,  was  useless, 
and  the  old  life-boat  which  some  sailors  tried 
to  launch  was  too  large  for  the  water  there. 

We  could  hear  piteous  cries  from  the  ship- 
wrecked men.  The  Jlfuia — that  was  the 
wssel's  name — had  split  upon  die  rocky  belt, 
«d  only  one-third  of  her  remained  unbroken. 
The  wheel  still  stood  on  the  unbroken  part, 
^Qd  to  a  rope  fastened  to  it  the  twelve  men 


clung,  driven  on  this  piece  of  wreck  before 
the  awful  hurricane.  The  pilot  told  us  after- 
wards, when  a  great  sea  came  rushing  towards 
them,  they  cried  to  each  other,  "  Hold  on 
for  diar  life ! "  Each  time  they  expected  the 
rope  to  give  way,  and  they  themselves  to  go 
down. 

"I  never  saw  such  a  gale,"  he  said.  "I 
was  shipwrecked  once  before,  and  we  then 
took  to  the  boats  in  the  £ay  of  Biscay,  and 
I  kept  the  boat  up  by  hanging  baskets  all 
round  her,  so  that  the  sea  did  not  swamp  us. 
We  expected  every  minute  off  Redcar  last 
night  to  go  down.  I  knew  there  were  rocks, 
and  when  I  saw  the  lights  I  knew  it  was 
Redcar.  I  tried  to  keep  her  head  out  to  sea, 
but  it  was  no  use,  the  wind  dashed  us  on. 
I've  been  at  sea  all  my  life,  and  I've  a  wife 
and  nine  children.  You  see  a  wind  sprang 
up  after  we  left  Flambro'  Head ;  if  I  had 
known  I  would  have  put  back,  but  I  thought 
it  was  only  a  fresh  breeie ;  we  were  out  in  the 
gale  thirty-six  hours.  No,  ma'am,  nothing  to 
eat ;  only  a  bit  of  a  brown  crust.  And  then 
when  she  broke  upon  the  rocks,  we  all  held 
on  as  well  as  we  could.  We  saw  we  were 
driving  across  on  to  the  Coathara  rocks,  and 
we  could  hear  the  folks  talking  and  shouting 
and  quarrelling  on  the  sands,  and  it  did  seem 
hard  to  think  of  going  down  there  !  If  we'd 
been  at  Yarmouth,  we  should  have  been 
fetched  off  in  ten  minutes ;  but  no  rockets 
nor  no  boat  to  come  to  us,  and  us  a-clttiging 
there  for  six  hours  in  that  storm,  with  only  a 
bit  of  rope  between  us  and  eternity  I  And 
yet,  ma'am,  I  wish  heartily  I  had  never  left 
the  ship  when  I  did,  for  the  life-boat  came  to 
us  at  two  in  the  morning,  and  in  another 
hour  I  could  have  waded  off  ashore  over  the 
sands ;  but  we  were  so  cold  and  hungry  and 
longed  to  get  off,  and  we  little  thought  when 
we  returned  to  the  wreck  our  bits  of  things 
would  be  stolen  !  Yes,  ma'am,  it's  true,  some 
one  pillaged  the  bit  of  the  JVitia.  I've  only 
that  small  bundle  left,  and  I've  lost  ^5 
worth,  fiofie  I  may  fall  into  belttr  hands 
when  I'm  wrecked  next  time." 

So  the  pilot  the  next  day  told  us  the  story 
of  the  wreck  of  the  Nina.  How  well  we 
knew  the  truth  of  what  he  was  saying  !  Had 
we  not  helplessly  stood  watching  through 
that  never-to-be-foigottcn  night,  praying  Gott 
to  save  those  whom  their  fellow-creatures 
were  letting  perish  P  Had  we  not  heard 
their  stupid  quarrelling  about  the  merits  of 
the  different  life-boats,  about  what  ougfH  to 
be  done,  and  watched  them  do  nothing, 
wondering  through  all  those  terrible  hours 
at  the  utter  want  of  any  directmg  authoriQ'? 
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And  did  we  not  well  know  that  many  in  that 
noisy  crowd  were  far  from  sober  that  night? 

Three  hours  after  we  had  first  seen  the 
distress  light  of  the  Nina,  and  while  that 
wretched  ship  was  being  broken  to  pieces  in 
the  storm,  we  saw  for  a  short  time,  out  at 
sea,  another  distress  signal  burning.  This 
ship  proved  afterwards  to  be  the  Luna,  a 
fine  vessel,  forty  years  old,  and  entirely  re- 
fitted and  set  to  rights  only  a  fortnight  pre- 
viously at  a  cost  of  ;:^5oo. 

Tossed  and  torn  in  the  gale  thirty  miles  off 
from  the  fatal  rocks,  the  crew  cut  the  masts 
away,  and  tried  to  anchor ;  but  all  was  of  no 
use.  In  VEun  the  captain  did  everything  in 
his  power  to  keep  his  ship  out  at  sea,  she 
was  blown  onwards  to  destniction.  Suddenly 
in  the  darkness  of  the  night  the  sailors  saw 
the  Redcar  pier  close  before  them.  They 
did  not  know  what  it  was,  and  the  captain 
cried,  "  Boys,  prepare  for  another  world,  we 
are  going  now."  The  crew  crowded  down  into 
the  cabin,  only  the  captain  remained  on  deck. 

The  sea  seemed  to  clutch  the  ship  in  its 
grasp,  and  dashed  it  straight  through  the 
centre  of  the  pier.  The  iron  pillars  upon 
which  the  pier  rested  were  torn  down,  the 
upper  structure  fell  with  a  thundering  crash 
on  th^  vessel's  deck,  striking  the  captain  down. 
The  sailors  had  one  bit  of  tarred  rope  left. 
They  soaked  it  in  some  paraffin,  and  so  con* 
trived  to  bum  the  light  we  saw.  One  poor 
boy,  who  had  never  been  a  voyage  before, 
and  another  man  were  helpless  all  through 
the  storm. 

On  rushed  the  ship,  and  spiked  upon  the 
rocks,  and  lay  there  within  our  sight  from 
twelve  o'clock  till  four  in  the  morning. 

And  then  listen  what  was  done  to  save 
them. 

Let  one  of  the  men  tell  this  true  and 
shameful  tale  in  his  own  words,  as  he  did  to 
us  next  day,  and  let  those  with  whom  the 
mismanagement  rests  take  it  to  heart ;  and 
let  them  remember  there  are  such  words  in 
the  Bible  as  "this  poor  man  cried,  and  the 


Lord  heard  him."  Could  not  the  Royal  Life- 
boat Association,  w'.iich  justly  boasts  of  doing 
so  much  to  save  life,  see  that  these  affairs 
were  better  seen  to  ?  Could  not  the  clergy  and 
gentry  of  seaport  towns  and  fishing  villages 
provide  at  every  such  life-boat  station  a 
refuge  &t  to  welcome  half-drowned  men,  with 
a  coffee-room  attached  where  life-boat  crews 
can  be  kept  sober,  and  strengthened  to  go  on 
their  noble  work  again  and  again  if  need  be } 

Through  these  pages  let  the  poor  saitot 
speak,  and  so  claim  a  just  hearing. 

"  We  expected  every  minute  would  be  out 
last;  not  a  man  on  board  but  what  was 
praying;  and  then  cold,  wet  through,  to  be 
on  them  rocks  from  twelve  to  four  with  no 
rockets  or  life-boat  coming  to  our  aid,  and 
us  bearing  the  shouts  on  shore,  and  us 
hallooing  out  all  night  1  and  when  they 
brought  the  life-boat  out  to  us  in  the  raorning 
they  were  about  two  hours  getting  the  men 
off.  When  they  came  they  w^re  mostly  fresh. 
Then,  too,  our  ship  was  plundered.  I  saved 
a  jacket ;  yes  1  lost  my  shirts— /Ao/  was  what 

they  did At  Yarmouth  it  would  have 

been  different;  they  would  have  taken  us 
off  soon.  The  whole  gale  our  ship  never 
took  a  drop  of  water.  We  were  bound  for 
Southampton  and  then  home.  Good-bye !" 
and  with  a  sob  and  averted  face,  "Thank 
you  for  having  prayed  (or  us." 

The  next  day  the  ocean,  restless  still  iHlb 
the  remains  of  its  fierce  passion,  was  heaving 
up  and  down,  and  the  shore  was  strewed 
with  timber,  and  this  harvest  of  the  sea. 
The  coastguard  protect  the  ship's  timbers; 
but  the  bits  of  casks  and  cases  come  in  use- 
fully for  driftwood  fires,  and  these  the  canny 
Redcar  folks  were  cheerfully  gathering.  As 
they  sit  warm  and  cosy  this  \vintcr,  I 
wonder  if  when  the  wood  gives  a  sudden 
crack  it  will  bring  to  their  ears,  as  I  am  sure 
it  would  to  ours,  an  echo  of  the  screams  and 
cries  for  help  we  heard  from  those  tiro 
doomed  ships  all  through  that  fearful  night. 
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who  "  causea  tneir  terror  m  tne  lana  oi  tne 
wd  whose  spectre  hands  still  seem  to  grasp 
the  keys  with  a  regal  air,  as  though  vindicat- 
ing their  right  to  "  lie  in  glory  "  amongst  the 
tings  and  rulers  of  the  earth, 

-€neas  Sylvius  Piccolomini  was  neither  a 
Sixtus  IV.  nor  a  Juhus  II.,  yet  he  stands  out 
'n  somewhat  interesting  individuality  from 
ihe  long  and  wearisome  line  of  tiarad 
shadows.  We  can  afford  to  remember  that 
he  was  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman  ;  and,  still 
liigiier  praise,  that  he  laid  aside,  in  his  old 
age,  every  meaner  ambition  for  the  endea- 
vour to  unite  all  Christendom  against  the  com- 
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ilVing," 

mon  foe  of  all,  the  conquering  Turk.  Better 
far  Pius  II.  than  Alexander  VI. ;  but  better 
far  than  Pius  II.  any  faithful  servant,  how- 
ever humble  and  obscure,  of  that  Divine 
Master  whose  earthly  vicegerents  wretches 
that  would  have  disgraced  the  throne  of  the 
vilest  Eastern  despot  blasphemously  dared 
to  call  themselves. 

No  doubt  Pius  II.  was  sincerely  mourned 
in  Rome,  and  by  few  more  sincerely  than  by 
the  Humanists  of  the  Academy.  Nor  was  it 
likely  that  the  memory  of  his  good  deeds 
towards  them  would  be  "interred  with  his 
bones,"  when  a  successor  of  the  type  and 
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temper  of  Paul  II.  had  to  be  contrasted  with 
him. 

A  selfish,  nanow-minded  bigot  was  now 
to  occupy  the  Fapai  throne.  It  may  seem 
incongruous  to  us  moderns,  who  usually  pic- 
ture to  ourselves  the  ecclesiastical  tyrants  of 
the  Middle  Ages  as  lean,  cadaverous  monks, 
worn  with  fasting  and  self-torture,  that  one  of 
Paul's  first  acts  was  to  increase  the  splen- 
dours and  gaieties  of  the  Roman  Carnival. 
But  there  was  really  no  incongruity.  The 
langu!^  of  tbe  bigot  to  the  populace  has 
ever  dose^  resembled  that  of  the  Epicurean 
to  himself*— "Batcnd  drink,  for  to-morrow 
you  die— only 'be  sore  you  leave  me  to 
take  OMtol  what  happenS'^to  yottftfbnvardB." 
One  stem  prohibition  ahrays  looms,  in  the 
background  of  song  and  jest  and  festival, 
"  Whatever  you  do,  be  sure  you  do  not  dare 
to  /Aini.  That  is  flie  crime  for  which  thwe 
is  no  pardon." 

Rome  has  always  been  ivise  enough  in  her 
generation  to  >r«e»gnise  the  danger  of  an 
open  volume  of  St.  -Matthew's  Gospel  or 
St.  Paul's  Epistles  ;  but  not  always  have  her 
pontiSs  been  sufRciently  astute  to  discern 
the  same  peril  lurking  between  the  leaves  of 
Homer,  Virgil,  and  Plato.  But  if  Paul  II. 
really  did  so,  his  penetration  was  scarcely  at 
fault;  it  was  quite  true  that  the  fructifying 
germs  of  independent  thought  were  being 
wafted  silently  and  secretly  from  soul  to  soul, 
from  old  dead  Greeks  and  Romans  to  young, 
living,  passionate  Italians,  in  whom  the 
modem  world  was  finding  its  banning. 

It  was  now  the  season  of  the  Carnival.* 
"  The  Master "  had  been  absent  for  a  consider- 
able time  in  Venice,  but  his  return  was  now 
shortly  expected,  and  Raymond  hoped  that 
his  mother  might  be  induced  to  come  to 
Rome  under  his  escort,  and  that  of  the 
friends  sure  to  accompany  him  from  the  City 
of  the  Sea.  Perhaps,  however,  the  young 
Academicians  enjoyed  the  festival  all  the 
more  freely  without  him,  since  he  would 
have  insisted  upon  their  taJting  their  pleasure 
precisely  as  did  the  old  Romans,  or  not  at 
all.  After  a  forenoon  of  fun  and  frolic, 
Raymond  and  some  of  his  chosen  intimates 
entered  a  cook-shop  on  the  Corso  to  take  re- 
freshment. Divesting  themselves  for  the  time 
of  masks  and  dominoes,  they  chatted  gaily 
over  their  plates  of  brown  and  golden  fritters, 
and  their  cups  of  red  wine.  It  was  soon 
decided  that  they  should  stay  and  see  the 
races  on  the  Corso;  and  Raymond  and  his 
chief  friend,  a  young  nobleman  named  Cam- 
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pano,  discovered  that  both  were  to  spend  the 
evening  at  a  banquet  given  by  Cardinal 
Bessarion.  The  tolerant  Greek  had  long 
ago  forgiven  Raymond's  boyish  petulance, 
and  regarded  him  with  kindly  interest  as  a 
fellow-countryman  and  a  promising  scholar. 

"  Call  for  me,  my  dearest  Glaucus,"  said 
Campano,  "and  we  will  go  gaily  together." 

Nearly  all  these  young  dreamecs  discarded 
their  baptismal  names,  and  called  each  other 
by  fanciful  classical  appellations.  Canpano's 
was  Callimach\is  Expericns,  Raymond's  was 
Glaucus. 

"  Gladly,  my  Caltiraachus.  But,  I  pray 
you,  let  your  servant  attend  us  ;  for  Manuel, 
though  (he  best  fellow  in  the  world,  is  no 
philosopher,  and  when  his  blood  is  warmed 
with  the  Cardinal's  good  wine,- he  is  sure  to 
favour  the  '  scidlions  and  aerving-men  with 
some  of  his  sidusmatical  nonsense." 

"  I  hear  the  incomparable  Pktina  is  not 
to  be  of  onrpaity." 

— "Has 'another  engagement  Hark — 
listen  to  that  fool  of  a  friar," 

The  young  men  paused  in  their  talk,  and 
listened  to  what  was  going  on  at  another 
table. 

A  sturdy,  bare-footed  friar,  robed  in  dirty 
grey,  was  leaning  forward  on  his  elbow  in 
the  eagerness  of  his  conversation  with  a  com- 
panion simijarly  clad.  A  dish  heaped  with 
savoury  venison  steaks  was  before  them, 
and  stronger  wine  than  the  temperate  Acade- 
micians cared  to  drink  sparkled  in  their  cups. 

"  So  I  took  the  bones,  having  paid  down 
the  price,"  the  friar  was  saying.  "  My  heart 
misgave  me  as  I  counted  out  the  good  broad 
scudi;  but  I  have  turned  the  money  over 
more  than  once  since  then — all  for  the  good 
of  our  honourable  house,  of  course.  Thanks 
to  all  the  holy  saints,  and  especially  to  St. 
Cosmo,    the   second   joint  of  whose  little 

finger Ch^,ch^  my  brother,  what  would 

you  have  ?  Tiie  good  saint  is  popular. 
Every  one  does  not  go  to  sea,  make  jour- 
neys, gaze  at  the  stars,  but  every  one  gets  sick 
sometimes,  or  thinks  he  does.  St.  Cosmo 
sends  in  no  doctor's  bills  to  poor  men, 
heavy  as  St.  Christopher's  burden,  and  long 

Long  as  a  fool's  tongue.  Hush  !  "  said 
the  other  friar,  with  a  warning  glance  directed 
towards  a  very  different  pair,  who  were  seated 
at  a  third  table,  farther  off  from  the  Acade- 
micians. A  gold-headed  cane,  and  an  ample 
and  handsome  robe,  trimmed  with  costly 
fur,  proclaimed  one  of  these  a  physician, 
and  a  prosperous  one.  After  the  habit  ot 
physicians,  he  sat  w^  head   beat  down 
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**sinellirg  his  cane,"  its  golden  head  being 
in  fact  a  snuff-box  filled  with  costly  spices, 
reputed  preventives  against  infection.  Op- 
posite to  him,  and  full  in  view  both  of 
friars  and  scholars,  sat  a  tall,  grave-looking 
roan,  with  grey  hair,  ample  forehead,  and 
eyes  whose  far-away  expression  contrasted 
strangely  with  the  hard,  firm  lines  of  a  well- 
cut  mouth  and  chin.  His  garb,  though  de- 
cent, was  that  of  the  lower  class ;  and  Ray- 
mond looked  at  him  with  interest — "  A  poor 
scholar,  doubtless,"  he  thought.  But  while 
lie  looked  the  face  changed  suddenly ;  the 
calm  brow  contracted,  the  pale  cheek  glowed, 
the  lips  unclosed  and  curled,  and  the  dreamy 
expression  passed  from  the  eyes  as  they 
ttjnied  upon  the  friar  a  look  of  infinite,  scorn 
and  indignation.  Some  caprice  of  memory 
recalled  to  Raymond  the  amazement  he  felt 
one  day  at  seeing  Giacomo,  the  meekest  of 
tnen,  blaze  out  into  sudden  passion  with  a 
boy  who  was  tonnenting  a  dog.  And  thus 
he  lost  a  good  part  of  the  friar's  story,  to 
which  his  companions  were  listening  with 
ill-suppressed  merriment. 

"  What  are  you  all  laughing  at,  mio  caro  ?  " 
he  asked  bis  friend  Campano. 

"  How  they  took  him  in  at  a  rival  house, 
drugged  his  wine  well  for  him,  and  sent  him 
<jfr  in  the  morning  with  a  relic  box  tilled 
with  stones  and  rubbish,  and  no  blessed  bone 
of  St.  Cosmo  to  conjure  with  any  more. 
PerBaccol  diamond  cut  diamond  then,  and 
no  mistake.     Just  listen." 

"Worst  of  ail,"  the  friar  was  saying,  "at 
my  next  station,  away  there  in  the  marshes 
beyond  Velletri,  there  comes  to  me  a  grand 
lady,  a  marchesa,  from  the  castle  hard  by. 
She  leaves  her  page  and  serving-woman  with- 
out, and  asks  to  speak  with  me  alone.  Then 
she  begins  to  weep — and  never  in  my  life 
could  I  bear  a  woman's  tears,  were  she  but  a 
coDtadina — not  to  speak  of  fair  ladies  here. 
Her  only  son  lies  shivering  with  the  marsh 
fever,  one  touch  of  the  blessed  St.  Cosmo's 
finger  would  heal  him,  she  was  convinced  of 
it,  for  she  had  had  a  dream  about  it ;  and  she 
■would  give  the  Saint  a  double  handful  of 
gold  pieces,  her  diamond  ring — anything  I 
chose  to  a^.  Here  was  a  strait  for  an  un- 
worthy son  of  St.  Francis  !  Only  to  think 
of  losing  all  that  for  our  honourable  house  ! 
Surely  the  blessed  Saint  himself  inspired  me. 
'  Signora,'  said  I,  after  only  so  long  a  pause 
as  you  might  say  an  Ave  Maria  in — 'signora, 
this  matter  is  important;  I  too  have  had  a 
dream  about  it.  It  is  revealed  to  me  that  no 
good  can  be  done  until  the  Saint,  whom  your 
ooble  son  bath  hitherto  neglected  to  honour, 


is  propitiated  by  a  night  of  fasting  and 
prayer.  Therefore  go,  my  daughter,  watch 
and  pray ;  I  too  will  do  the  same,  and  ere 
the  sun  has  risen  to-morrow  I  will  stand  at 
the  bed-side  of  the  young  man  with  the 
blessed  Bone  in  my  hand  ! '  She  departed, 
content  and  hopeful.  My  brother,"  con- 
tinued the  friar  impressively — "  my  brother, 
that  night  the  Saint  wrought  a  miracle. 
At  daybreak,  when  I  opened  my  reliquarj-, 
the  bone  -was  there.   Behold  it  now  1  " 

"Glory  be  to  all  the  holy  Saints!"  the 
other  friar  ejaculated,  while  the  Academi- 
cians stilled  their  laughter.  One  of  them, 
whom  his  companions  called  Agathocles, 
whispered,  ptdiing  out  a  piece  of  gold,  "  I'll 
offer  him  this  to  tell  me  how  he  did  it ; 
whether  he  robbed  the  churchyard,  or  bribed 
some  ass  of  a  contadino  to  let  him  take  up 
his  patron's  trade  for  once,  and  perform  a 
surgical  operation  upon  him." 

Calm  and  clear  above  all  rose  the  quiel 
voice  of  the  grey-haired  stranger,  " '  He 
feedeth  on  ashes;  a  deceived  heart  hath 
turned  him  aside,  that  he  cannot  deliver  his 
soul,  nor  say,  Is  there  not  a  lie  in  my  right 
hand  ? ' " 

Every  one  turned  to  him  at  once  with 
looks  of  amazement,  but  no  one  spoke.  In- 
deed there  was  scarcely  time.  Half  a 
minute  afterwards  the  landlord  ran  in  ex- 
citedly, '■Signori,  signori,  you  are  losing  the 
sport;  the  races  are  beginning." 

The  friars  ran  to  the  street,  the  knight  ol 
St.  Cosmo  hastily  putting  up  his  relics,  and 
the  Academicians  followed  them ;  but  the 
physician  and  his  companion  kept  their 
seats,  apparently  unmoved.  The  landlord 
beckonedthe  young  men  apart;  they  were  ex- 
cellent customers,  worthy  of  especial  favour. 
"  Come  to  the  balcony,  signorini,"  he  said. 

They  did  so,  and  saw  a  gleam  of  gold,  a 
blaze  of  scarlet,  and  a  glitter  of  flashing  wea- 
pons, as  the  Pontifical  horsemen,  splendidly 
equipped,  galloped  down  the  crowded  Corso, 
clearing  a  way  for  the  runners. 

The  runners — who  were  they  ?  Of  old  the 
youth  of  Rome,  fleet  of  foot  and  strong  of 
sinew,  would  have  held  it  fair  sport  to  measure 
their  prowess  and  activity ;  while  from  window 
and  balcony  the  bright  eyes  of  mothers, 
sisters,  lovers,  would  have  watched  them  and 
cheered  them  on.  But  oh,  degenerate  days  t 
degenerate  sons  of  sires  who  ruled  the  world  1 
Now  Roman  men  and  women,  Roman  boys 
and  maidens,  thronged  the  Corso,  shouting, 
yelling,  laughing,  jeering,  every  &ce  alight 
with  the  fiendish  joy  of  wimessing  or  inflict- 
ing agony.    Yet,   after  all,   were    they    so 
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degenerate?  With  such  eyes  had  theii 
fathers  gazed  on  the  arena  while  gladiator 
stabbed  gladiator  to  the  heart,  or  lion  from 
the  Lybian  desert  tore  unresisting  Christians 
limb  from  limb. 

Down  the  narrow  path,  kept  dear  with 
difliculty,  shambled  and  staggered  a  file  of 
weary  old  men,  whose  grey  hairs  should  have 
won  them  reverence,  or  at  least  compassion. 
Half  clad,  with  ropes  round  their  necks,  a 
mark  for  the  taunts  and  insults  of  the  popu- 
lace, who  pelted  them  with  mud  and  even 
with  stones,  they  struggled  on.  No  thought 
of  a  prize  to  be  won  animated  their  flag- 
ging powers  j  if  any  gleam  of  hope  kindled 
those  frightened,  despairing  faces,  it  was  only 
the  hope  of  reaching,  somehow,  the  Churcli 
of  San  Marco,  the  goal  of  their  race  of  agony  j 
— and  then  bein);  done  with  it  all,  and  lying 
down  to  die.  "'Tis  a  shame !"  said  Agos- 
tino  Campano,  averting  his  handsome  boyish 
face. 

"  The  Holy  Father  does  not  think  so ;  he 
thoroughly  enjoys  the  sport,"  said  some  one 
else,  pointing  to  a  balcony  almost  opposite, 
decorated  with  costly  tapestry  upon  which 
were  wrought  the  arms  of  the  Holy  See.  "  I 
c:an  see  him  laughing  heartily." 

"Ecco,  what  would  you  have?"  asked  the 
landlord,  "  They  are  Jews.  It  was  his 
Holiness  himself  who  thought  of  forcing  them 
to  run  these  races  along  with  the  buffaloes 
and  the  asses,  for  the  amusement  of  the 
Roman  people."  * 

While  they  spoke  one  of  the  runners  stum- 
bled, fell,  and  lay  on  the  Corso  apparently 
dead.  Perhaps  it  was  the  effect  of  the  after- 
noon sun,  or  of  the  rich  food  and  strong  wine 
with  which,  in  cruel  kindness,  these  unfortu- 
nates were  always  plied;  more  probably  it 
was  shame  and  ignominy  that  broke  the  old 
man's  heart.  There  was  a  confusion  of 
voices.  "  I^t  him  alone  ! "  cried  some  of 
the  crowd.  "  Drag  him  away  !  "  cried  others, 
"  he  stops  the  path." 

Then  those  in  the  balcony  saw  the  crowd 
divide,  making  swift  way  for  one  who  passed 
through  with  an  air  of  authority.  It  was  the 
physician  they  had  noticed  below.  Under 
ihe  eyes  of  all  Rome — Pope,  cardinals, 
princes,  ladies  in  the  windows  and  balconies, 
people  thronging  the  Corso — he  advanced 
with  rapid  stride,  and  tenderly  raising  the 
poor  old  Jew,  took  him  in  his  arms,  covering 
him  with  his  costly  cloak. 

There  were  cries  and  murmurs,  which  he 
did  not  seem  to  hear  until  one  voice  arose 


*  A  fact.    Thii  diirraccfEil  ipcctacle.  bevuD  b 
tutcd  uncU  kbolUbed  ^  Cleaeat  IX.  in  i6tM. 


above  the  rest,  "  Let  him  be,  Signor  Doctor, 
he  is  only  a  Jew." 

Then  the  physician  raised  a  calm,  pale  face, 
and  with  aglance  around  him  half  contemptu- 
ous, half  defiant,  said  distinctly,  "  He  is  my 
brother," 

Raymond  smothered  an  exclamation  of 
surprise,  and  turned  quickly  into  the  house. 

"  Are  you  going  to  help  him  ? "  asked 
Campano,  stopping  him.  "  If  so,  I  am  with 
you.  There  may  be  bloodshed.  The '  Plebs ' 
is  a  surly  beast,  and  likes  to  worry  the  Jewish 
dogs," 

"That  Jewish  physician  is  my  oldest 
friend,"  said  Raymond. 

"  Corpo  di  Bacco !  this  grows  exciting. 
Come,  ^1  of  you — old  Romans,  Humanists, 
friends  of  liberty.     Come  and  help  our  Glau- 

That  however  was  not  necessary.  The 
populace  only  scoffed  and  growled  a.  little, 
then  all  eyes  were  turned  to  the  other  runners, 
and  the  incident  seemed  forgotten. 

la  the  meantime  the  scholar-hke  Strang 
had  contrived  to  procure  a  litter,  upon  which 
the  still  insensible  form  of  the  poor  Jew  was 
laid,  and  the  ragged  bearers  were  induced  by 
the  promise  of  a  large  bribe  to  bring  him  to 
the  Via  Fiuraara,  in  the  quarter  now  called  the 
Ghetto.  The  Jews  were  not  yet  confined  by 
the  law  within  the  narrow  precincts  of  that 
miserable  suburb,  but  it  had  been  from  time 
immemorial  a  dwelling  of  their  rnce,  though 
some  Christians  lived  there,  and  many  Jews 
inhabited  the  Trastevere,  a  district  on  the 
other  bank  of  the  Tiber, 

"  Whither  away,  Glaucus  ? "  cried  his 
friends,  who  during  this  interval  had  de- 
scended to  the  shop,  as  Raymond,  coming  in 
from  the  street,  slipped  on  his  domino. 

"  I  see  my  friend  the  doctor  is  going  with 
his  patient ;  so  I  must  go  too,  if  otUy  to  find 
out  where  he  lodges," 

"  Wait  a  moment.  We  are  making  up  a 
purse  for  your  friend's  poor  relation.  Here, 
my  Agathocles  1" 

The  lads  were  freehanded;  and  Callima- 
chus,  or  Campano,  who  had  set  the  coltectioD 
on  foot,  soon  gave  Raymond  his  own  purse, 
heavy  enough  to  place  the  poor  old  Jew 
above  want  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 

Little  thought  Raymond,  as  he  took  the 
purse  gaily,  laughing  his  thanks,  how  that 
frank  pleasant  face  would  haunt  his  memory, 
that  joyous  voice  ring  in  his  ears  his  whole 
life  long.  He  made  his  way  after  the  littei 
down  the  crowded  Corso,  giving  and  taking 
majiy  a  good-humoured  jest  as  he  went,  for 
it  was  the  mad  and  merry  time  of  the  Carnival^ 
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and  no  man  cared  what  he  did  in  the  streets 
of  Rome. 

"Theodore!  Theodore !— Dr.  Theodore 
Benedetto  !"  he  cried  breathless,  placing  his 
hand  at  last  upon  his  friend's  shoulder. 

The  greetings  that  followed  were  all  that 
tould  be  expected  between  such  friends  after 
snch  a  separation.  Theodore  had  no  difti- 
cully  in  recognising  Raymond,  ivith  whom 
the  change  from  boy  to  man  had  been  only 
a  harmonious  development.  The  Grecian 
palm  had  but  grown  after  its  kind  from  a  grace- 
ful sapling  into  a  stately  tree.  With  Theodore 
Che  change  was  far  greater ;  scarcely  a  trace 
of  youth  remained  in  the  grave,  melancholy 
&ce,  the  face  of  a  man  *ho  had  struggled 
and  suffered,  and  perhaps  despaired,  Aiier 
greetings  came  questions  and  answers, 
braVen,  disjointed,  fragmentary,  as  such  are 
wont  to  be  when  friends  meet  unexpectedly. 

Theodore  had  taken  out  bis  degree  some 
years  ago  j  that  indeed  Raymond  knew  al- 
ready, as  a  few  letters,  though  very  rare  and 
occasional,  had  passed  between  them;  but 
he  was  prospering  so  well  at  Montpellier  as 
»  teacher  of  medicine  and  philosophy  that 
hii  friends  dissuaded  him  from  returning  to 
Venice.  He  had  come  to  Rome  upon  this 
occasion  solely  "  to  visit  his  brethren." 

"And  who    is "  Raymond    pointed, 

with  a  famih'ar  Italian  gesture,  to  Theodore's 
companion,  walking  in  front  of  the  litter  with 
a  Jewish  boy,  a  grandson  of  the  sick  man, 
who  had  appeared  upon  the  scene  mysteri- 
onsly,  and  was  now  showing  them  the  way  to 
his  house. 

"  My  servant." 

Raymond  looked  surprised,  "  He  has  the 
air  of  a  scholar,"  he  said. 

"  He  is  a  scholar,  and  a  good  one.  But 
he  is  poor,  and  he  wished  to  come  to  Rome ; 
so  I  offered  to  take  him  with  me." 

"  A  Jew  ?  " 

"A  Christian — the  best  I  have  ever  seen. 
Where  do  you  live.  Count  Raymond  ?  " 

"  Say  '  thou,'  my  Theodore,  I  pray  thee." 
And  thenceforth,  as  of  old,  the  personal  pro- 
noun that  marks  intimacy  was  always  used 
in  their  musical  Italian. 

Raymond  gave  the  address  of  the  Master's 
house  on  the  Esquiline,  which  he  still  occu- 
pied, though  the  Master  had  long  been  absent, 
as  his  adopted  son  and  the  guardian  of  his 
hooks  and  MSS.  He  mentioned  with  regret 
his  eugagement  that  evening  at  the  Cardinal's 
banquet  "  It  would  be  disrespectful  to  ab- 
sent myself,"  he  said. 

"  True,"  returned  Theodftre,  "  scholars 
should  not  do  these  things." 


Raymond  laughed.  "  Not  ^iiile  scholars," 
he  said ;  "  great  scholars  like  the  Master  may 
be  as  rude  as  they  please,  and  it  makes  them 
greater.  But  I  need  only  show  myself,  and 
make  my  bow  to  his  Eminence.  I  shall  then 
lip  away,  and  thou  and  I  will  have  a  royal 
night  together.  Come  to  me.  I  am  now  in 
sole  charge  of  the  Master's  house,  with 
Manuel,  and  a  servant  whom  he  left  me,  a 
stupid  contadino.  Bring  your  man  ;  Manuel 
shall  take  good  care  of  him." 

They  had  now  passed  by  the  stately  ruins 
of  the  theatre  of  Marcellus,  and  entered  the 
Piazza  del  Fianto — the  "  place  of  weeping," 
most  appropriately  so  called.  The  little  car- 
tfge  was  about  to  turn  into  a  narrow  filthy 
street,  crowded  to  suffocation,  and  reeking 
with  all  sorts  of  offensive  odours. 

Do  not  come  farther,"  said  Theodore 
sadly,  for  he  was  ashamed  of  the  dwelling- 
places  of  his  brethren.  "  I  must  now  attend 
to  ray  patient." 

"  As  you  will,"  Rajmiond  answered. 
"  Here  is  some  medicine  as  likely  to  promote 
his  cure  as  any  you  can  prescribe,"  and  he 
put  the  purse,  with  a  brief  explanation,  into 
Theodore's  hand. 

The  shadow  deepened  on  his  face  as  he 
took  it.  "  I  have  no  doubt  of  my  patient's 
gratitude,"  he  said.  "  At  least  here  the  Jew 
is  learning  his  lesson — to  take  the  Chris- 
tian's insults  with  meekness,  his  favours  with 
humble  gratitude.  Now  farewell.  We  meet 
to-night." 

CHAPTER  Xt. OLD   FKIEMDS  ARE  PARTED. 

It  chanced  that  Raymond  through  some 
misadventure  failed  to  keep  his  appointment 
with  his  friend  Campano,  and  went  alone  to 
the  Cardinal's  palace.  He  stayed  a  short 
time,  and  then,  according  to  his  promise,  re- 
turned home  to  await  the  visit  of  Theodore, 
who  soon  afterwards  made  his  appearance. 

Manuel  had  prepared  for  them  an  elegant 
though  simple  repast  of  fruit,  wine,  and 
confectionery.  The  tiny  "atrium"  where 
they  sat  resembled,  as  closely  as  anti- 
quarian research  could  make  it,  the  room 
where  a  Fabian  or  a  Cincinmitus  might  have 
received  his  guests ;  the  amphora  that  held 
the  wine,  the  cups  from  which  they  drank  it, 
the  graceful  lamp  filled  with  olive  oil  in 
which  a  lighted  wick  was  floating,  were  all 
strictly  "after  the  antique,"  and  wore  the 
forms  with  which  the  remains  of  Pompeii 
have  made  us  so  familiar. 

But  the  two  young  men  who  were  wearing 
out  the  night  in  eager,  passionate  talk  were 
not  after  the  antique  at  all;  t^eir,g;uiqtmil: 
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ings,  contruted  with  themselves,  looked  a 
paie  and  faded  anachronism.  They  were 
not  old  Greeks  or  Romans ;  they  were  men 
of  the  fifteenth  century,  men  of  the  Renais- 
sance, with  the  warm  blood  of  a  world's  new 
spring-time  flowing  in  their  veins  and  its 
passions  stirring  their  hearts. 

Each  had  to  hear  and  to  applaud  the 
other's  successes  in  the  schools.  Raymond 
told  of  his  with  modest  and  becoming  satis- 
faction. His  only  serious  disappointment  had 
been  the  death  of  Pope  Fius,  which  had  not 
only  deprived  him,  in  common  with  others, 
of  a  kind  patron,  but  rendered  useless  his 
ode  upon  the  Crusade.  Theodore  spoke 
of  his  own  achievements  with  something  of 
the  old  cynicism ;  and  yet  even  Theodore 
kindled  into  enthusiasm  as  he  tallced  of  his 
pupils,  showing  plainly  the  joy  every  earnest 
thinker  feels  when  he  finds  he  can  transfuse 
his  thought  into  the  souls  of  others.  Ray- 
mond, accustomed  Co  see  this  passion  strongly 
exemplified  in  him  whom  he  reverently  called 
"  the  Master,"  entered  into  it  with  sympathy 
and  interest  "  I  wonder  you  could  leave 
such  scholars,"  he  said. 

"Life  is  not  all  thought,  it  is  action  too," 
replied  Theodore.  "  Needs  must  that  I 
visit  my  brethren  and  look  upon  their 
burdens." 

"  Is  the  philosopher  still  so  much  the 
Jew?" 

"Sti/iJ"  Theodore  repeated  indignantly. 
"  Know  you  not  that  for  long  ages  the  Jew 
has  been  the  philosopher  of  the  land  of  his 
exile  ?  What  hand  but  his  has  cherished  and 
fed  the  lamp  lit  by  the  sages  of  the  East, 
else  would  it  long  ago  have  gone  out  in  the 
thick  darkness  of  modem  superstition?  Who 
translated  Averroes,*  annotated  his  immortal 
text,  earned  forward  his  sublime  and  daring 
speculations?  While  the  Goim  have  been 
worshipping  stocks  and  stones,  and  feeding 
the  sluggish  spark  of  intellect  that  remained 
to  them  on  garbage  like  the  tales  of  chat  friar 
we  heard  to-day,  the  sons  of  the  grand  old 
Sheik  Abraham  have  been  looking  deep  into 
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the  heart  of  nature  and  of  man,  and  nourish- 
ing Che  life  of  the  spirit  in  the  darkness  of 
their  long  night  of  adversity,  as  he  nourished 
his  beneath  the  stars  of  the  Eastern  sky," 

"  I  have  only  heard  Averroes  and  his 
school  spoken  of  with  hatred  and  aversion," 
Raymondsaid.  "The  Humanists — weareall 
Humanists  here — have  been  always  at  war 
with  Che  physicians  and  the  rationalists." 

"  Especially  when  the  Humanists  are  gen- 
Clemen,  like  PeCrarch,  and  Che  physicians 
boors,  like  the  rationalist  doctor  who  offended 
his  refined  ear  by  the  old  vulgar  jest,  falsely 
attributed  to  Averroes,  about  the  'Three 

Impostors,'  Moses,  Mahomet,  and that 

Other  whom  I  will  not  name,  for  never  yet 
have  I  spoken  irreverently  of  the  greatest  Jew 
that  ever  lived.  Yet  at  bottom  we  are  allies, 
fighting  the  same  battles  agamst  the  same 
foes.  You  yourself,  Count  Raymond  Chal- 
condyles,  Grecian  by  birth,  Latin  by  educa- 
tion, Artist  by  naCure,  Humanist  by  choice — 
tell  me  frankly,  how  do  Jiou  regard  holy 
mother  Church?" 

Raymond  answered  with  all  tJie  freedom 
his  school  allowed  themselves  when  discuss- 
ing such  subjects, "  Well,  we  laugh  at  her, 
but  we  like  her  on  the  whole.  She  is  a  fond, 
indulgent  sort  of  mother,  who  gives  us  cakes 
and  comfits,  and  shuts  her  eyes  to  our  little 
peccadilloes,  letting  us  fool  her  with  a  few  set 
forms  and  soft  speeches.  We  contrive  to 
pay  and  Co  please,  and  so  we  are  let  alone." 

"  What  if  that  fond,  indulgent  mother 
should  some  day  change  suddenly  into  an 
avenging  fury,  a  Medea  bathing  hot  hands  in 
the  blood  of  her  own  children?  What  if 
Giulio's  wild  dream  be  true,  and  there  sits  on 
these  seven  bills,  not  the  Mother  and  Mistress 
of  Churches,  but  a  woman  drunk  with  the 
blood  of  saints  and  martyrs,  arrayed  in  purple 
and  scarlet,  decked  with  gold  and  jewels, 
and  having  a  golden  cup  in  her  hand  full  of 
abominations  and  filchiness  ? " 

"  Gold  and  jewels,  purple  and  scarlet,  are 
here  no  doubt  in  abundance,"  Raymond 
said,  "  but " 

'  But  you  are  happy,  and  therefore  you  are 
tolerant;  you  have  never  suffered,  and  there- 
fore you  have  never  cursed  or  hated.  Go 
to  the  homes  of  my  people ;  go  there  as  a 
Jew,  and  see  their  misery,  their  degradation — 
as  surely  the  fruits  of  long  ages  of  oppression 
as  the  poison  berry  of  the  nightshade  grows 
from  its  bitter  root — and  you  would  hold 
other  language,  I  dare  Co  think.  Measure 
the  distance  between  David,  Nchemiah, 
Daniel,  the  great  Rabbis  who  made  the 
Talmud,  Moses    Maimonides  and   his  dis- 
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dples,  and  that  poor  wretch  I  took  yestoday 
from  the  dust  of  the  Corso,  who  fawns  on 
the  hand  that  strikes  him,  and  blesses  and 
thanks  the  giver  for  the  alms  they  fling  him 
IS  they  would  a  bone  to  a  dog — and  ^t  he 
is  an  elder,  a  man  of  respectable  family,  of 
blameless  life." 

"  But,  Theodore,  it  is  not  fail  to  take  the 
fev,  the  heroes  and  philosophers  of  any  race, 
and  contrast  them  with  the  vulgar.  Circum- 
stances do  not  make  all  the  difierence 
between  a  King  David  and  a  vendor  of  old 
dothes." 

"  Fire  does  not  make  all  the  difference 
between  gold  and  dross,  but  it  shows  it ;  for 
each  behaves  in  it  after  its  kind.  We  have 
walked  for  generations  in  the  fiimace  heated 
seven  times.  It  has  made  of  us  heroes, 
philosophers,  martyrs — or  at  the  other  pole, 
dieats,  pedlais,  liars,  usurers.  For  mark,  you 
hare  forbidden  us  honour,  arms,  renown ; 
yon  have  barred  our  every  path  to  glory  and 
greatness,  branded  us  with  the  brand  of  Cain, 
treated  us  as  the  offscouring  of  the  earth- 
Had  we  been  a  poor  weak  race  we  should 
long  ago  have  perished  utterly  off  the  face  of 
ihe  earth.  But  because  we  are  strong  to  do 
and  to  suffer,  because  the  life  in  us  is 
vigorous  and  tenacious  as  that  of  the  cedar 
OD  our  native  hills,  against  which  the  storms 
bave  beat  in  vain  since  Solomon  planted  it 
«ifli  the  aid  of  the  genii,*  ttie  are  htrt.  We 
learned  long  ago  that  there  are  two  things 
yoD  cannot  keep  from  us,  gold  and  know- 
ledge. The  nobler  spirits  of  our  race  have 
sought  the  one,  the  baser  pursued  the  other. 
Widi  what  result  ?  Oppressed,  robbed,  plun- 
ilered  a  thousand  times  over,  yet  still,  by 
fair  means  or  by  foul,  the  Jewish  merchant 
and  usurer  spoils  the  souls  of  them  that 
spoiled  him,  and  grows  rich  at  the  gates  of 
the  impoverished  Goim.  MeanwhUe,  the 
Jewish  thinker  teaches  philosophy  to  the  few 
(iantig  spirits  amongst  the  Goim  who  care 
for  p^osophy  at  all ;  the  Jewish  physician 
takes  charge  of  the  health  of  his  Holiness ;  f 
the  Jewish  astrologer  sells  his  secrets  to 
cardinals  and  bishops.  No  longer,  as  in 
earlier  and  perhaps  happier  days,  do  I  quote 
the  grand  poetry  of  Isaiah  and  Ezekiel  to 
prove  the  glorious  future  that  awaits  my 
people,  but  I  appeal  to  the  stem  logic  of 
tacts,  and  I  say  that  metal  which  has  borne 
the  furnace  and  the  hammer  as  this  has  is 
worthy  to  be  forged  hereafter  into  the  two- 
tdged  sword  of  the  conqueror." 


Afut.    AiUmu  Ibe  time  of  LcqX  tbtPope'i  pbj- 


"Tbat  supposes," said  Raymond,  "a  hand 
to  forge  and  a  hand  to  wield  tlie  blade."  He 
paused  for  a  moment  or  two,  listening  rather 
anxiously  to  voices  in  the  adjoining  apart- 
ment, which  was  separated  from  theirs  only 
by  a  curtain.     "  I  was  somewhat   afraid," 

he  said,  "  that  Manuel  and what  is  your 

servant's  name  ?  " 

*'  Giulio ;  I  thought  I  had  told  you." 

"  That  Manuel  and  Giulio  might  not  agree, 
as  Manuel,  though  an  excellent  fellow,  has 
some  awkward  peculiarities.  But  I  am  re- 
assured. I  think  he  must  be  favouring  your 
mqn  with  his  whole  history ;  I  hear  him 
talking  of  the  wife  and  child  he  lost  long 
ago  in  Constantinople,  which  he  never  does, 
even  to  me." 

"  Giulio  contrives  to  make  every  one  talk 
without  saying  much  himself." 

"  If  he  is  a  poor  scholar,  could  we  not  get 
him  a  place  here,  and  mend  his  fortunes  ?  " 

Theodore  shook  his  head.  "  No,  no ;  the 
best  kindness  you  can  do  Giolio  is  to  ignore 
his  existence.  Truth  is,  Cotmt  Raymond— 
for  I  know  a  secret  is  safe  with  you — we 
Jews,  being  in  everlasting  revolt  against  the 
world  that  now  is,  which  it  is  the  iashion  to 
call  the  Chiu^h,  feel  a  natural  sympathy  with 
Christians  who  are  rebels  and  outlaws  too, 
Ishmaels,  every  man's  hand  against  them,  and 
theirs  agaiitst  every  man.  You  remember 
Abraham's  tenderness  to  Ishmael?"  (Ray- 
mond remembered  nothing  about  it,  but  that 
was  no  matter.)  "  Ever  since  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church  has  been  mistress  of  the 
world,  Ishmael  has  been  going  up  and  down 
through  the  lands  of  the  Goim.  His  children 
have  many  names — Paulicians,  Cathari,  Ma- 
nichacans,  FraticeUi,  Lollards,  Albigenses, 
Waldenses,  Insabbatid,  Poor  Men  of  Lyons. 
If  they  know  their  real  opinions  themselves, 
certainly  no  one  ebe  does.  I  dare  say  some 
(tf  them  believe  quite  as  little  as  I — or  you — 
others  as  much,  or  more,  than  their  oppressors. 
But  one  thmg  they  have  all  in  common.  Be- 
tween them  and  the  Power  that  sits  on  these 
seven  hills  is  a  hatred  bottomless  as  the  pit 
of  Gehenna.  At  her  hands  they  have  en- 
dured, through  long  ages,  honors  and  agonies 
that  make  them  my  people's  rivals  for  the 
crown  of  sorrow.  Yet  they,  like  my  people, 
survive.  Rooted  out  ftora  one  country  by 
fire  and  sword,  and  strange  forms  of  linger- 
ing death,  straightway  they  spring  up  in 
another." 

"  Do  you  think,  then,  that  they  too  have  a 
future  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  tell  ?  I  may  say,  however, 
thirt  one  of  them  had  alippst  ^nadf  ij^e,? ,W7c_; 
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verl  to  his  sect.  He  was  a  Manichce,  one 
whose  opinions  Giuho  most  devoutly  abhors, 
for  lival  heretics  can  hate  like  philosophers 
and  curse  like  friars.  He  found  me  in  a 
dark  and  bittei  hour,  when  first  I  gave  up 
the  faith  kamed  at  my  mother's  knee — the 
faith  in  Jehovah,  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  the  KiDg 
of  Israel" 

Raymond  looked  surprised,  if  not  dis- 
b'essed. 

"Then  you  have  given  up  that  faith?"  he 
said. 

So  great  is  the  power  of  earnestness  and 
reality,  that  Raymond  had  sometimes  strength- 
ened in  his  own  heart  the  feeble  flickering 
sentiment  he  called  faith  by  a  half-uncon- 
scious reference  to  his  friend's  strong  reliance 
upon  the  living  God,  the  God  of  his  fathers. 

"  Yes,"  Theodore  answered  ;  "  I  have 
looked  deep  into  the  things  that  are,  and  I 
see — noihins  beyond.  No  one  has  ever  seen 
anything.    It  is  all  guessing  and  dreaming." 

"  Well — perhaps — I  dare  say  you  may  be 
right,"  Raymond  admitted,  but  rather  with 
awakened  curiosity  and  interest  than  with 
the  sadness  in  which  he  ought  to  have  spoken 
some  of  the  saddest  words  that  man  can  say. 

"  I  hold  with  the  great  Arab  philosophers, 
and  with  those  of  my  own  race,"  Theodore 
went  on,  "  that  our  senses  tell  us  the  truth, 
and  all  the  truth.  They  show  us  nothing  but 
matter,  and  there  is  nothing  else.  Out  of  its 
latent  force  everything  is  evolved,  and  to  it 
« very  thing  returns." 

"The  Master  would  not  go  so  far  as 
that ;  but  I  think  he  is  a  Stoic,  like  the  old 
Romans,"  Raymond  said,  with  unabated 
cheerfulness. 

"  I  am  at  rest  now,"  continued  Theodore. 
"  Time  was  when  I  felt  like  a  forsaken  child, 
wailing  in  the  dark  for  its  mother.  I  forced 
myself  to  bee  the  terrible  truth.  I  went  forth 
and  looked  upon  the  miseries  of  my  people, 
and  I  said,  'No  cne  cares,  no  one  helps. 
Neither  in  heaven  nor  on  earth  is  there  jus- 
tice, mercy,  or  pity.'  I  saw  this  fitted  the 
facts  <A  the  case,  as  a  key  the  wards  of  the 
lock  it  ia  made  for.  If  there  is  a  God  to  do 
justice,  then  why  is  not  justice  done?  Every 
miser^le  Jew  tortured  for  the  sake  of  his 
liard-won  gold,  every  wretched  heretic 
burned  at  the  stake,  is  an  argument  for 
Averroes." 

"  Not  necessarily.  The  sufiering  may  be 
deserved — or  something  good  may  come  out 
of  it,  we  know  not  .how,"  said  Raymond, 
dimly  guessing  a  flaw  in  his  friend's  reason- 
ing, yet  not  knowing  where  to  touch  it. 

"  It  was  a  relief  to  catch  at  the  Hanichean 


compromise  of  the  Two  Principles,  to  believe 
in  a  good  One,  just,  merciful,  loving,  but  not 
necessarily  omnipotent  —  always  struggling 
with  evil,  destined,  perhaps,  in  the  end  to  be 
overcome  by  it."  A  momentary  light  flashed 
over  the  stem,  sad  face  of  Theodore,  as  he 
added,  "I  dreamed,  and  the  dream  was 
sweet,  that  I  would  fight  for  Him  against 
evil,  wrong,  and  cruelty,  and  at  last  fail  with 
Him,  if  fate  so  willed  it.  Only  a  dream,  the 
shadow  of  a  shade  I  The  '  Two  Principles' 
of  Manes  melt  away  and  vanish  into  air,  with 
all  the  other  follies  and  fancies  of  our  child- 
hood, and  the  world's.  It  is  a  terrible  world, 
moving  on,  like  some  great  resistless  engine, 
without  mind  or  will,  but  impelled  by  an  iron 
necessity,  from  the  genn  out  of  which  it 
sprang  to  the  ruin  I  suppose  it  will  cmnible 
into.  Out  of  that  ruin,  I  suppose,  other  worlds 
will  grow.  What  care  I  ?  A  part  of  it  my- 
self, infinitely  little,  I  must  fulfil  my  destiny. 
When  I  die  '  the  universal  will  be  joined  to 
the  Universe,  and  the  particular  will  return 
to  the  part,'  in  the  words  of  the  great  Joseph 
ben  Juda,  the  pupil  of  Maimonides." 

Both  were  silent,  and  in  the  silence  the 
voice  of  Giulio  fi'om  the  other  room  reached 
their  ears  distinctly. 

"  '  In  my  Father's  house  are  many  man- 
sions :  if  it  were  not  so,  I  would  have  told 
you,  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you.  And 
if  I  go  and  prepare  a  place  for  you,  I  will 
come  again,  and  receive  you  unto  myself; 
that  where  I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also.  And 
whither  I  go  ye  know,  and  the  way  ye 
know.' " 

Each  looked  in  the  face  of  the  other; 
neither  said  a  word,  but  tears  were  gather- 
ing  in  the  eyes  of  Theodore. 

A  loud  luiocking  at  the  door  broke  the 
silence  with  such  startling  suddenness  that 
both  sprang  to  their  ftet.  But  Raymond  re- 
covered bis  self-possession  in  a  moment. 

"  Some  of  my  friends  are  playing  a  car- 
nival trick  upon  me,"  he  said.  "They  know 
you  are  here,  and  that  we  are  almost  alone, 
as  I  gave  Giacopo  a  holiday.  Don't  mind 
them,"  Then,  raising  his  voice,  "Stay, 
Manuel,  I  will  go  to  the  door  myself." 

Which  he  did ;  and  was  immediately  laid 
hold  upon  by  strong  aims,  and  pinioned. 
He  struggled  desperately,  half  laughing,  half 
breathless, 

"Hands  off!  This  is  past  a  joke,"  he 
cried,  "Agathodes,  I  know  the  shape  of 
your  hand." 

"  Let  me  caution  you,  signor,  not  to  name 
any  of  your  acquaintances.     It  may  do  them 
a  serious  injury,"  said  a  person  who  seemed 
^^  ^    '    ■- ly^ 
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to  be  the  captab  of  the  aimed  band,  now 
rapidly  filling  the  room. 

It  was  an  age  of  violence,  and  Rome  was 
often  the  theatre  of  wild  deeds  of  private 
vengeance.  Could  Raymond  have  offended 
some  Colonna  or  Orsini?  No; — for  he  had 
never  made  an  enemy,  so  far  as  he  knew, 
and  the  nobles  of  late  always  respected 
the  scholars.  No; — for  these  men  wore  the 
Papal  arms  and  uniform. 

Theodore,  in  his  doctor's  robe,  advanced 
to  demand  an  explanation,  but  was  rudely 
thrust  aside ;  as  was  Manuel,  in  spite  of  his 
<lesperate  struggles  to  aid  his  master.  But 
Giulio  succeeded  in  making  his  voice  heard 
for  a  moment. 

"  Possibly  there  is  some  mistake,  signori," 
be  said.  "  Whom  does  your  warrant  com- 
mand you  to  arrest?" 

X— 19 


"  Count  Raymond  Chalcondyles,"  was  the 
ready  answer.  "  You  may  go,  you  others. 
The  sooner  the  better." 

Raymond  began  to  comprehend  that  he 
was  a  prisoner — the  prisoner  of  his  Holiness. 
But  what  his  offence  could  be,  he  had  not 
the  faintest  conception. 

"  What  am  I  accused  of?"  he  asked. 

"  Our  business  is  to  be  silent ;  yours  to 
deliver  up  to  us,  without  delay,  all  books, 
letters,  or  other  writings  this  house  may  con- 
tain belonging  to  Messer  Fomponius  Laetus. 
And  see  that  you  conceal  nothing." 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  Raymond  stood 
face  to  face  with  peril,  possibly  with  death. 
It  proved  the  temper  of  his  soul.  Drawing 
himself  up  to  his  full  height,  he  said,  with  a 
flash  of  scorn,  "  Find  the  master's  writings 
as  you  may ;  you  shall  have  no  help  from  me. 
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Nor  shall  you  find  aught  unworthy  of  a  sage 
or  a  scholar." 

"We  shall  sooD  see  that,  young  geatle- 

Kaymond  was  bound,  and  closely  watched 
by  some  of  the  band,  whilst  others  seized 
books  and  broke  open  desks  wd  boxes. 

"  I  am  his  servant,  surely  you  will  let 
me  go  with  him,"  pleaded  Manuel  in 
agony. 

"Go  to  the  evil  one,  with . your  leavened 
wafer,  you  accursed  Greek. schismatic  1 "  was 
the  urbane  reply. 

Theodore,  much  more  adroit,  slipped  some 
gold  into  the  hand  of  the  captain,  a  Cerman 
mercenary,  "  Let  jne  say  two  woids  .to  my 
friend,"  he  whispered. 

"  Do  not  use  violence  with  the  prisoner," 
said  that  gentleman,  a,.gocd  de^  .mollified. 
"Allow  his  friend  to  approach. ^im  and  to 
receive  his  instructions." 

Theodoce  draw  near  iq.  Kaypiond,  who 
said  to  him  hurriedly,  ,in  Greek,  "Send 
Manuel  to.  Venice  at  once — cU  o?ue.  Bid 
him  warn  ^e  Master  not  to  return,  but  to 
conceal  himself.  Some  one  mu«t  have  slan* 
dered  him  to  the  Pope;  thqugji  wher^ore, 
or  in  what  manner,  I  have  notjJie  least  idea. 
I  understand  nothing  about  ttua  af^r.  Let 
Manuel  also  leli  iny,  mother  nh*t  1^^  hap- 
pened; but  with  managfiDent,  .^  ag  notato 
alarm  her.  And  you,  Theodore,  go  you>i 
self  and .  ij^e  everything  tp  QvfHnal  Bes~ 
sarion." 

"That.will  L  ^eiaember,  there^^coim- 
tiymen  of  jiiinejn  the  Eppe's  p^h^^TrrCvery- 
where.  We  will  do  all  we  can.  God  be  with 
thee,  dear  friend." 

Words  that,  from  the  lips  of  Theodore, 
could  have  meant  no  more  than  an  assurance 
of  friendship  and  affection.  But  in  that 
meaning  they  were  utterly  sincere. 

A  few  minutes  mote,  and  Theodore  and 
Giulio  stood  face  to  face  in  gloomy  silence, 
the  floor  around  them  strewn  with  rifled 
chests,  damf^ed  books,  and  broken  furniture. 
A  little  apart,  Manuel  wept  and  wailed, 
wringing  his  hands  in  the  bitterness  of  his 
anguish.  "  How  shall  I  ever  hold  up  my  face 
to  my  lady?  Not  to  speak  of  my  blessed 
master  and  lord,  who  is  with  the  saints  in 
Paradise.  Holy  Bt.  Nicholas  of  Myra  have 
pity  on  the  boy  I  Blessed  St.  John  of  An- 
tioch  deliver  him  out  of  the  hands  of  these 
pitiless  Latins,  who  are  as  bad  as  infidel 
Turks  I  Aiao  !  Aiao  !— I  knew  harm  would 
come  of  it — we  came  to  live  here  on  the 
fifth  day  of  the  month ;  on  the  fifth  day 
also    Sigpor  Pomponio    left   us;   five   let- 


ters we  have  received  from  him,  and  five 
times-—"  * 

"  Cease  thy  useless  lamentations  1 "  cried 
Theodore,  seizing  his  arm  without  ceremony, 
as  he  seemed  inclined  to  tear  his  hair  and 
beard.  "Better  serve  thy  young  lord  like  a 
man  than  ciy  for  him.^Iike  a  girl  Giulio,  my 
friend,  run  to  my  lodging  and  bring  me  the 
casket  thou  knowest  of.  Slip  on  this  dommo 
of  Count  Raymond's,  so  raayest  thou  pass 
for  some  belated  reveller.  Manuel,  find  me 
an  ink-horn, — here  are  paper  and  pens ;  then 
put  on  thy  sword  and  .cloak  ready  for  a 
journey." 

Giulio  .started  00  his  errand,  while  Manuel, 
subdued  by  the  doctor's  w  of  authority, 
found  the  ink-hotn,  and  disappeared  to  obey 
the  rest  of  his  orders. 

Theodore  wrote  a  hurried  letter  to  his 
father,  referring  him  tct  Manuel  for  details  of 
what  had  happened,  and  imploring  him  to 
use  all  his  influence  on  behalf  of  Raymond. 
Might  not  his  financial  dealings  enable  him 
to  put  the  screw  upon  some  personages  very 
near  his  Holiness  }  After  disposing  of  tlie 
affair  that  just  then  fillet^  all  his  thoughts  he 
added  hastily — since  coridential  messengers 
between  Rome  and  Venice  must  be  made  the 
most  of,  being  few  and  costly—"  I  arrived 
here  the  day  before  yesterday,  after  a  prosper- 
ous journey.  I  have  already  fdfiUed  the 
commission  you  gave  me.  I  repaired  to  the 
Palazzo  Porcaro,  and  having  represented 
that  I  came  from  you,  was  fortunate  enough 
to  procure  an  interview  with  the  Signorina 
Viola,  She  is  much  changed  since  I  used  to 
know  her  at  Venice.  I  gave  your  message, 
and  she  answered  that  she  wished  to  have 
the  things  belonging  to  her  grandfather,  which 
you  hold  in  your  keeping,  sent  hither  to  her. 
It  were  well  to  send  them  by  Manuel  when  he 
returns.     They  say  she " 

Here  Thetxlore  paused,  as  if  uncertain, 
and  looking  up  saw  that  Manuel  stood  by 
his  side  ready  equipped  for  the  journey.  So 
he  brought  his  letter  to  a  close,  merely  adding 
those  expressions  of  filial  respect  which  were 
customary  at  the  time,  and  which  he  could 
use  in  all  sincerity. 

The  casket  Gmlio  was  charged  to  bring 
contained  his  stock  of  ready-money,  and  that 
he  gave  to  Manuel,  telling  him  to  make  his 
way  on  foot  for  the  first  stage  to  avoid  suspi- 
cion, and  then  to  hire  horses  for  the  rest  of 
the  journey.  "Go  in  peace,"  he  said,  "and 
be  thy  watchword  'Speed  and  silence.'" 

Meanwhile  Raymond  watched  the  break- 
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jag  of  the  day  io  a  gloomy  ceU  within  the 
massy  walls  of  the  Castle  of  St.  Angclo. 
He  sat  idle,  almost  stupefied,  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  iron  bars  of  his  little  window,  his 
mind  filled  with  aioazement  and  perplexity, 
lather  than  with  alarm  or  distress.  If  he 
felt  fear  it  was  for  his  beloved  and  venerated 
Master,  for  more  than  for  himsel£^ 

CHAPTER  XII. — DARK  DAYS. 

The  great  crises  of  life  usually  come  upon 
us  by  surprise — to-day  Vague  uaeasineSs,  to- 
morrow sharp  anxiety,  the  next  day  ovei- 
vhelraing  sorrow.  Tlwis  Raymond,  who  was 
at  first  disposed  to  regard  his  imprisonment 
as  a  fleeting  doud,  "  like  a  man's  hand,"  soon 
found  that  "  the  heaven  was  dark  with  clouds 
and  wind,  and  there  was  a  great  rain."  He 
was  treated  with  a  degree  A  harshness  that 
nioved  his  indignant  surprise ;  his  narrow  cell 
was  furnished  only  with  the  barest  necessaries, 
his  food  was  coarse  and  scanty,  and  his  feet 
were  fettered.  "  What  have  I  done  to  be 
treated  thus?"  he  asked  his  jailors,  but  only 
received  surly  and  evasive  answers.  When, 
however,  he  rei^uested  pennission  to  com- 
municate with  his  friends,  he  was  vouchsafed 
the  information,  aoything  but  re-assuiing,  that 
they  were,  all  of  them,  in  the  same  position 
as  himself. 

"  What  1 "  he  cried,  "  have  they  uken  the 
Master  ?  " 

"  If  you  mean  that  baptized  heathen  and 
heretic  Fomponio  Laeto,  his  Hohness  has 
not  caught  him  yet ;  but  he  will  have  him 
soon  enough,  and  call  him  to  account  for  his 
Climes,"  said  tbe  warder. 

"  Keep  a  dvil  tongne,  varlet,  when  yon 
talk  of  scholars  and  gentlemen,"  retamed  the 
angry  and  imprudent  prisoner.  "  Corpo  di 
Ba^o!  Had  a  knight  or  noble  dared  to 
call  the  Master  heathen  and  heretic  it  were 
worth  measuring  swords  over. — If  I  had  my 
sword  I  "  he  broke  off  sadly. 

"  Very  well,  toy  fine  young  gentleman,"  the 
warder  retorted  spitefully.  "You  will  sing 
to  another  tune  when  you  are  put  on  the 
pulley,  like  your  learned  and  accomplished 
triend  Signor  Flatina.  See  if  you  do  not  call 
your  master  heathen  and  heretic  yourself,  ay, 


"  The  periecation  of  tbo  mtmbcn  of  Cha  Kamkn  Aci 
l>r  Caal  II.  i>  aiL  hiil<irit:al  fact.  Ths  blow  icemi  tc 
Allien  upon  them  quite  u  luddenT^  and  uncipeirledly 
b«B  rnroKnled  iibovs.    Thiy  sue  ■imtsd  during  tb 

piniQM.  The  Pope  tuipeeled  iKni,  or  pretended  to  jmpce' 
tbflm,  of  K  coDBpincy  a^idrt  hit  lire,  but  ha  tailed  to  eitoi 
anr  eridcnce  of  itl  enatenct.  Ho  then  brought  forward  . 
ofaarge  of  hemr.  which  wai  not  taxy  either  to  eetabli«h  or  t 

— '— .    NDthiiu:  defioite  could  be  prored  atiinit  ■'- *— 

-     -^^     ■    -'-  ^  — 'ied  fo  hi!  co5irictio„  , 
Ileal  Is  ihit  of  the  Chi 


and  conspirator  against  the  life  of  his  Holi' 

ness.", 

"That  will  I  do  never — never!"  cried 
Raymond,  his  cheek,  which  had  paled  at  the 
mention  of  the  torture,  Pushing  with  proud, 
heroic  resolution. 

Vet  as  soon  as  tbe  warder  locked  the  door 
and  left  him  to  his  solitude  he  flung  himseli 
on  the  mat  that  served  him  as  a  bed,  and  wept 
and  sobbed  like  a  child.  "  Mother,  mother," 
he.  murmured  through  his  tears,  "  do  you 
know  of  all  this  ?  " 

Wonder  at  last  came  to  his  aid,  softening 
his  grief,  and  terror,  or  at  least"  serving  to 
divert  his  mind.  .  "What  c^n  it  all  mean?" 
he  said  aloud,  for  in  his  loneliness  he  found 
it  a  kind  of  lelief  ^us  to  utter  his  thoughts. 

We  have  done  nothing  unlawful — nothing. 
The  Master  has  no  thought  beyond  his  Latin 
books,  his  pupils,  his  antiquarian  researches. 
How  he  can  have  offended  his  Holiness  it  is  - 
imppssiUe  to  conceive.  Some  one  must  have 
invented  foul  slanders  against  him  and  us 
all.  Who,  I  marvel,  are  the  victims  of  this 
abominable  malice  beside  the  Master  and 
myselfi*  And  Platina,  that  accomphshed 
scholar,  the  glocy  of  our  academy,  to  whom 
we  all  looked  up  with  such  reverence  ?  Who 
else  ?  Campano  ?  Molia  ?  Sannazaro  ?  ' 
Porcaro  ?  Ah,  Porcaro  ! "  (the  name  sent 
a  sudden  thrill  of  pain  through  every  nerve, 
making  his  lip  quiver  and  his  tears  fiow  once 
more).  "  Well,  thank  God,  nothiog  can  touch 
ha-.  There  beats  not  on  earth  a  heart  so 
base  as  to  injure  such  as  her."  Then,  after 
a  long  shuddering  sigh,  "Better  name  no 
names  in  the.  hearing  of  that  scoundrel  of  a 
turnkey,  it  might  do  harm.  Heaven  help- 
me !  I  know  not  what  to  do,  or  to  leave 
undone." 

This  was  true ;  Raymond  had  passed  his 
young  life  hitherto  in  an  atmosphere  of  free- 
dom and  security.  He  had  yet  to  learn  his 
iirat  lesson  in  the  mournful  science  of  the 
opptesGed,  the  lesson  of  silence.  He  was 
like  a  wild  creature  who  has  never  seen  the- 
face  of  the  hunter ;  frank,  unsuspecting,  fear- 
less, be  would  have  played  with  the  very 
instruments  of  death. 

"  Conipinitor  against  the  life  of  his  Holi- 
ness ? "  he  repeated  the  warder's  words.  "As 
much  as  against  the  life  of  Julius  Csesar^ 
Certainly  the  Master  often  praised  Brutus,, 
talked  of  him  as  the  deliverer  of  his  country, 
wished  such  men  for  Romans  now.  Could 
the  Holy  Father  l«ive  taken  offence  at  such 
words  as  those  ?  Impossible.  '  Heathen  and 
heredc  ? '  What  is  a  heretic  ?— heretics  are 
burned  alive.    But  assuredly  we  are  no  here- 
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tics,  we  scholars.  We  believe — I  am  sure  I 
don't  know  what  we  believe  ! "  Raymond, 
in  utter  perplexity,  rose  from  his  seat  and 
began  to  pace  Uie  narrow  bounds  of  his 
dungeon  as  well  as  bis  fettered  feet  would 
allow  him. 

It  was  quite  true  that  scholars  such  as 
Pomponius  Laetus  and  Platina  were  not 
likely  to  go  beyond  vague  sentimental  praises 
of  freedom  and  antiquity;  and  perhaps 
some  rash  glorification  of  tite  shade  of  Brutus. 
The  Pope  had  little  to  fear  from  them  as 
rebels.  But  was  he,  after  all,  mistaken  in 
treating  them  as  heretics  ?  He  would  have 
sent  Giulio  to  the  stake  for  calling  the  wafer 
a  piece  of  bread  and  refusing  his  reverence 
to  the  finger  bone  of  St.  Cosmo.  Who  could 
tell  whether  Pomponius  Laetus  believed  at 
all  in  the  Godhead  of  Him  whom  the  wafer 
represents,  or  in  the  continued  existence  of 
St.  Cosmo,  or  any  saint,  beyond  the  grave? 
Yet  the  general  tenure  of  the  Church's  prac- 
tice condemns  the  severity  of  Paul  Rome, 
as  a  rule,  wages  war  with  the  living,  not  with 
the  dead.  Mere  scepticism,  Rome  thinks,  is 
death ;  and  death  is  harmless  because  it  is 
powerless.  But  is  it?  Does  not  the  putre- 
faction of  the  grave  engender  poison  gases, 
which  slay  their  tens  of  thousands  ?  Perhaps 
ihe  grim  fanatic  who  filled  the  papal  chair 
had  eyes  to  see  the  true  interests  of  the  Papacy. 
Yet  he  ought  to  have  been  content  widi  the 
banishment,  or  the  imprisonment,  of  the  heads 
of  the  academy.  Nothing  can  remove  the 
stain  left  upon  his  memory  by  atrocious  cruel- 
ties inDicted  on  a  band  of  innocent,  generous 
youths,  whose  only  offence  was  their  zeal 
for  ancient  literature  and  their  attachment  to 
4h«r  teachers. 

When  another  and  rather  m«e  civil  warder 
brought  Raymond  his  evening  meal  of  black 
bread  and  beans,  he  ventured  to  ask,  "  What 
physician  attends  the  prisoners  ?  "  He  had 
been  thinking  in  the  meantime  that  it  might 
■  be  possible  to  communicate  with  Theodore 
through  a  brother  in  the  craft,  not  improbably 
also  a  brother  in  blood. 

"  Are  you  ill  ?  "  the  warder  inquired. 

"  Not  at  all.     I  ask  from  curiosity." 

"  Dr.  LeviVolterra," — the  name  confirmed 
Raymond's  hope  that  he  was  a  Jew.  "But 
you  are  likely  to  make  his  acquaintance  soon 
enough,  poor  lad.  You  are  to  be  examined 
to-moiTow."  With  this  grim  hint  he  took  his 
leave, 

Raymond  pushed  the  food  away  with  a  look 
of  disgust,  and  threw  himself  once  more  on  his 
mat.  "I  will  try  to  sleep  and  forget  my 
miseiy  for  a  little  iriiile,"  he  tboi^ht.    Sleep, 


thus  wooed,  does  not  often  prove  propitious, 
yet  at  last  he  did  &U  into  an  uneasy 
slumber. 

A  sound  awakened  him  suddenly,  a  sound 
that  he  had  heard  before,  but  disregarded,  in 
happy  ignorance  of  its  terrible  import, — a  cry, 
faint  as  if  coming  from  a  distance,  yet  fear- 
fully distinct  and  shrilL  It  was  repeated 
again,  and  yet  again.*  He  started  up.  Cold 
drops  stood  upon  his  forehead.  He  listened, 
spellbound,  almost  holding  his  breath.  Every 
sound  made  him  shiver  from  head  to  foot ; 
yet  with  the  ^sanation  of  horror  he  would 
not  allow  himself  to  miss  one.  "  Hodie  tibi, 
crks  mihi,"  he  thought,  and  shuddered. 
Would  those  cries  never  cease  ? 

At  last  there  was  silence — blessed  silence, 
Raymond  thought  at  first.  Then  he  began  to 
wonder,  was  it  the  silence  of  death  with  the 
victim  ?  "  Oh,  that  I  could  pray,"  he  thought, 
"  for  him  and  for  myself  I "  He  threw  himself 
on  his  knees,  but  no  words  would  come. 
Then  it  occurred  to  him  to  repeat  an  Ave, 
and  he  ran  over  a  dozen  hurriedly,  from  a 
blind  impulse  of  terror. 

But  he  rose  uncomforted,  and  with  a  kind 
of  self-contempt.  "  What  have  I  been  doing  ?  " 
he  asked  himself.  "I  desire  that  God  would 
help  some  poor  friend  of  mine  in  his  misery, 
and  I  have  been  gabbling  over  and  over  again 
'  Hail,  Mary,  full  of  grace,  the  Lord  is  with 
thee.' — Oh,  God,  help  me  I  Help  us  all  in  this 
our  hour  of  bitter  need  1  But  will  He  help? 
Does  He  hear  ?  Is  He  there  at  all  ? — Every 
one  in  trouble  says  prayers,  so  I  suppose  there 
is  some  use  in  them.  Even  Sannazaro,  scoSer 
though  he  is,  crossed  himself  and  said  a  prayer 
when  we  were  caught  in  that  thunderstorm 
in  the  Borghese  Gardens. — Ah,  happy  days ! 
— My  mother  prays  and  so  does  ManueL  But 
what  shall  I  say  ?  '  Pater  Noster,'  that  means 
'  our  Father.'  '  In  my  Father's  house  are 
many  mansions.'  Who  said  those  words? — 
I  ought  to  strengthen  myself  by  thinking  of 
the  ancients,  that  is  what  the  Master  would 
tell  me,  were  he  here.  There  was  Mutius 
ScKvola,  who  thrust  his  hand  into  the  fire  ; 
Regulus,  who  endured  so  many  tortures  for 
the  sake  of  his  country;  Anaxarchus " 

But  it  was  in  vain  that  Raymond  tried  to 
fix  his  thoughts  upon  these  elevating  examples 
of  fortitude.  He  felt  like  a  child  in  an  agony 
of  grief  over  a  dead  mother,  to  whom  some 
one  offers  a  toy  by  way  of  consolation.  These 
were  but  toys  with  which  his  fancy  sported  in 
hours  of  ease,  in  real  and  terrible  anguish  they 


■ambled  tho  bull  of  FhsUdi,  monndiBE  da 
h  tin  erica  ud  bsu*  of  tlUM  iaaowt  i 
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)ai  no  help  to  give  ium.  The  more  he 
endeavoured  to  meditate  upon  them,  the 
Dioie  empty  and  meaningless  they  seemed  to 
grow ;  untU  at  last  they  presented  no  image 
to  his  mind  beyond  that  of  the  letters  that 
composed  their  names,  written  upon  parch* 
ment  by  the  Master's  hand. 

He  was  still  vainly  endeavouring  to  draw 
from  his  stores  of  memory  something  more 
suitable  to  his  need,  when  he  heard  the  key 
grate  once  again  in  his  prison  door.  A  light 
fimhed  in,  and  the  jailor's  voice  summoned 
Iiim  to  arise  and  follow. 

"To-morrow — he  said  to-morrow,"  Ray- 
mond exclaimed  in  an  agitated  voice  as  he 
started  to  his  feet. 

"  It  does  not  signify  what  he  said.  The 
Commissary  of  his  Holiness  desires  your 
Attendance.'' 

Raymond  summoned  all  bis  manliness, 
"Give  me  a  moment,"  he  asked,  "  that  I  may 
arrange  my  dress." 

"That  is  but  due  respect  for  his  Excel- 
Imcy,"  returned  the  jailor.     "  But  hasten." 

Raymond  smoothed  his  lair  hair,  sorely  dis- 
oideied  by  his  night  of  agony,  and  made 
some  trifling  changes  in  bis  apparel;  an 
evidence  of  courage  and  self-respect  not  lost 
upon  the  jailor.  But  he  also  contrived, 
while  standing  with  his  back  to  that  func* 
tionary,  to  take  out  something  unpciceived 
by  him,  and  to  slip  it  under  his  mat.  For  he 
faied  that — if  the  worst  came — rude  hands 
might  meddle  with  his  clothing.  What  he 
concealed  so  carefully  was  only  a  little  silken 
ba^  containing  a  small  gold  reliquary  and 
part  of  a  child's  silver  bracelet. 

CHAPTER  XIII. — TRUE  TO  THE    MASTER. 

"  And  won  oil  niiOB  wuMh  doll ; 
Heawbi^cr,  'Heiidrinc;' 
Ws  cry  BO  mora '  Be  utlAil  i ' 

Wg  hava  no  itnmKHi  (w  OTiiiB:. 
Noitngai    NoB«dl    Thn,  unl of  Biu, 

Lcsk  up  uid  triim^  nUier : 

L01  in  tbe  daptbi  otOod')  TKrinn 

Tk*  Sen  i4 VM  t^o  Father, 

BBpiliful,  OGodI" 

Kayuohd  underwent  a  searching  examina- 
tion, turning  first  upon  the  alleged  conspiracy 
against  the  life  of  the  Pope,  and  then  upon 
his  Master's  opinions,  practices,  and  mode  of 
life.  With  regard  to  the  conspiracy,  his 
answers  were  clear,  unwavering,  and  explicit 
No  clever  cross-questioning  could  entrap  him, 
no  threat  of  torture  could  shake  bis  testimony. 
The  Master  was  innocent 

But  on  the  subject  of  the  opinions  uught 
m  the  academy  he  held  his  ^ound  less  firmly 
perhaps,  because  he  knew  it  less  thoroughly. 
He  owned  that  the  academicians  had  been 
accustomed  to  observe  certain  heathen  festi- 


vals, especially  that  of  the  Palilia,  and  that  of 
the  Foundation  of  Rome ;  but  he  maintained 
that  they  did  so  merely  as  antiquarians,  and 
for  amusement.  In  the  same  manner  he  ex- 
plained their  practice  of  giving  themselves 
heathen  names  borrowed  from  the  ancients  ; 
he  protested  earnestly  that  it  did  not  arise 
from  any  intention  of  renouncing  their  bap- 
tism .  When  pressed  to  admit  that  Fomponius 
in  his  teaching  had  called  in  question  certain 
primary  doctrines  of  the  Faidi,  he  said  that 
these  speculations  were  merely  theses,  put 
forward  in  the  schools  for  the  sake  of  argu- 
ment, and  that  "the  Master"  (as  he  was 
careful  to  style  Fomponius  even  then)  had 
always  denounced  and  detested  Averroesm 
and  Rationalism.  He  said  that  he  himself 
had  been  a  Greek  in  his  childhood,  but  that 
when  he  came  to  Venice  he  had  conformed 

the  Latin  ritual,  and  since  then  had  at- 
tended mass,  confessed  occasionally,  and 
lived  in  all  things  like  a  good  Catholic  But 
he  owned,  though  with  some  hesitation,  that 
be  could  not  think  it  a  mortal  sin  to  com. 
municate  in  the  leavened  wafer,  since  his 
noble  ancestors,  now  with  God,  had  done  so  - 
for  many  generations.  It  is  difficult  for  us 
to  understand  the  condition  of  mind  that 
made  this  seem  a  serious  matter  to  Raymond, 
while  to  have  entertained  speculative  doubts 
upon  the  very  existence  of  God  was  but  a 
trifling  peccadillo. 

He  was  remanded  to  his  cell,  with  impres* 
sive  warnings  to  be  more  explicit  next  time, 
and  appalling  threats  of  what  would  follow 
should  he  fail  to  satisfy  his  examiners. 

Threats  which  were  destined  never  to  be 
fulfilled.  Raymond  was  never  doomed  to 
learn  "  the  diead  mystery  of  piun  "  on  the 
rack  or  the  pulley.  This  exemption  was  the 
more  singular,  because  of  all  the  pupils  of 
Fomponius  he  might  be  supposed  to  know 
him  the  most  intimately,  smce  for  years  he 
had  enjoyed  his  hospitality  and  dwelt  beneath 
his  roof.  But  it  happened,  fortunately  for  him. 
that  the  Papal  Commissary  and  Inquisitor, 
Sanga  of  Chiozza,  was  at  once  a  voluptuary 
and  a  virtuoso,  with  tastes,  both  fashion- 
able and  expensive,  for  "  horses  and  browo 
Greek  MSS.,"  and  Other  delights  "of  the 
flesh  and  of  the  mind."  These  led  to  pe- 
cuniary  embarrassment,  and  tliat  to  Jewish 
usurers.  He  owed  a  large  sum  to  Benedetto, 
the  Jewish  banker  at  Venice,  and  Benedetto's 
son  wasnowat  hand  to  whisper  that  if  hisfriend 
were  too  harshly  dealt  with,  certain  moneys 
would  be  urgently  needed,  and  must  be  forth- 
coming at  once.  Had  his  creditor  been  a 
Roman   Jew  the  Commis^y  mi^t^  have 
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laughed  at  his  threats ;  but  the  Republic 
knew  how  to  raakc  her  citizens  respected 
abroad.  The  Commissary,  like  his  master 
the  Pop«,  was  by  birth  a  citizen  of  the  Vene- 
tian Republic,  and  therefore  anxious  to  stand 
well  Ts-ith  the  Signory;  moreover  he  was 
aware  that  it  was  seldom  safe  or  convenient 
to  defraud  amerchant  of  Venice.  The  Island 
City  might  have  boasted,  Hlce  Nuremberg, 
that  her  "  hand  reached  every  land." 

Had  Raymond  but  known  all  this !  Per- 
haps the  fear  that  every  day,  every  hour 
almoEt,  might  bring  the  dreaded  agony,  was 
even  worse  than  its  actual  infliction,  once  for 
all.  If  it  had  come  it  would  have  passed,  and 
probably  have  been  succeeded  by  the  inspirit- 
ing reaction  that  follows  having  faced  and 
'  borne  the  worst.  But  as  it  was,  spring  melted 
into  summer — the  sultry  Roman  summer — 
and  brought  no  change,  no  relief:  All  day 
the  pitiless  sun  blamed  down  on  the  scorching 
leads  of  the  Castle,  and  directly  beneath  these 
was  the  cell  in  which  Raj-mond  languished. 
Sleep  was  impoesible,  and  the  coarse-  food 
given  him  he  could  scarcely  tOttch.  His  high 
sphit  was  weltnigh  crushed  at  last.  When 
one  day  hewastold  that  "the  Master  "too  was 
in  prison — delivered  up  by  the  Venetian  Senate 
into  the  hands  of  the  pitiless  Pope — he  wept 
long  and  helplessly,  like  a  child.  'But  the 
next  visit  of  the  warder  fbund  him  calm  and 
•  tearless.  "I  wish,"  he  said,  "to' ask  for  a 
confessor.  I  think  my  sorrows-will  soon  be 
over  now," 

The  official,  who-  happened  to  be  the  more 
'humane  of  the  two  that  waited  on  him, 
.answered  kindly  enough,  "It  is  not  a  priest 
ycm  should  ask  for,  iwt  a  physician.  I  will 
get  permission  for  Dr.  Levi  to  visit  you,  and 
4hen  it  will  be  time  enough  to  sM  aboUt  the 
-oonfcssor." 

It  was  true  that  he  needed  a  physician;  he 
Jiad  tossed  all  night  on  his  mat,  burning  and 
gasping  for  air,  but  he  was  shivering  now, 
■even  in  the  scorching  heat  of  his  cell. 

In  a  happy  hour  for  him  the  warder  un- 
locked the  door,  and  admitted,  for  a  first 
visit  out  of  many,  a  brisk  little  Jew,  with 
wrinkled  face  and  bushy  eyebrows,  small 
piercing  black  eyes,  and  black  hair  sprinkled 
with  grey.  Dr.  Levi  VoUerra  was  a  specimen 
of  his  race  very  different  from  Theodore  or 
his  father.  Keen,  shrewd,  covetous,  unscru- 
pulous but  not  unkindly,  cautious  but  deter- 
mined, and  above  all  persevering,  he  was  just 
the  man  to  resolve  upon  success  and  to  achieve 
it.  If,  with  him,  success  meant  nothing  but 
welUhlled  money  bags,  it  was  perhaps  the 
lault  of  those  who  denied  the  Jew  all  else  that 


men  strive  for.  He  was  physician,  astrologer, 
fortune-teller,  and  upon  occasion  a  dozen 
things  besides,  more  or  less  creditable,  but 
always  lucrative.  He  had  embraced  the  Chris- 
tian faith  after  serious  deKberation.  "  I  shall 
lose  the  good-will  of  my  own  people,  but  1 
shall  gain  that  of  the  Goim,  and  they  are  the 
strongest,"  such  were  the  arguments  that 
decided  him.  He  never  for  a  moment  foi^ot 
that  he  had  to  make  the  fortune,  not  of  Dr. 
Levi  Volterra  alone,  but  also  of  a  black-eyed 
Jewish  wife  and  a  goodly  number  of  thriving 
olive-branches. 

To  such  a  man  Theodore's  overtures  were 
as  the  voice  of  the  charmer.  "Charm  he 
never  so  wisely  "  Dr.  Levi  would  not  endanger 
his  place,  not  to  say  his  head ;  but  anything 
that  could  be  done  with  safety  for  Raymond 
and  his  fellow-prisoners  he  would  do.  Already 
be  pitied  the  persecdted  students,  and  had 
shown  them  such  trifling  kindnesses  as  lay  in 
his  power. 

Through  hisagencyTheodorcwas  now  able 
to  send  messages  ofhope  and  encouragement 
to  Raymond,  and  to  provide  belter  food  for 
him.  Thedoctorcontrivedalso  that  he  should 
be  relieved  from  his  fetters,  and  held  out 
promises  of  'sOon  bang  able  to  effect  his 
removal  to  a  more  airy  apartment.  Under 
this  treatment  Raymond's  strength  revived  a 
little,  and  the  low  fever  that  had  prostrated 
him  gradually  passed  away. 

It  was  a  sign  of  returning  life  that  he  began 
to  make  little  requests  of  the  kindly  doctor. 
To  write  to  his  mother,  and  to  send  the  letter 
through  Theodore's  agency,  was  his  first  desire 
This  being  obtained,  he  asked  for  news  of  his 
companions,  then  for  a  few  books,  and  at 
length,  much  to  the  doctor's  surprise,  for  "  a 
bit  of  clay."  "  Sofl  clay,  such  as  they  use  for 
moulding  figures,"  he  expl^ned. 

"  You  shall  have  it,"  said  the  doctor,  smiling. 
"  It  is  a  good  plan  to  occupy  your  hands. 
But  hark  you,  Count  Raymond,  try  no  tricks 
with  it  on  your  own  account,  such  as  hiding 
billets,  for  example.  My  good  friend  and 
brother.  Dr.  Theodore  Benedetto,  manages 
all  that  with  me,  and  any  ill-advised  interfer- 
ence on  your  part  might  bring  us  both  to  the 
pulley." 

Raymond  satisfied  him  on  this  point.  "  I 
only  want  to  amuse  myself  modelling  the 
things  I  think  of  as  I  sit  here  all  day  idle,"  he 
said  ;  and  the  doctor,  on  his  next  visit,  pro- 
duced the  clay  from  beneath  his  robe. 

One  evening  shortly  afterwards  Raymond 
was  employed  upon  it,  when  botti  the  warders 
entered  his  cell  and  ordered  him  to  accompany 
them.  ,,,,  ,  ,  ,    .  ,; ,,  ... ,. 
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"  Yoa  are  to  sb«re  the  apartnitnt  of  one 
of  TOUT  ramipanioDE ;  the  doctorbas  obtained 
this  great  favour  for  you  both,"  he  waa  told  in 
answer  to  his  inquiries. 

RaTmond's'  hebrt  tfaiobbed  quick  and  fast 
as  he  accompanied  the  waideis.  While  the 
door  of  his  new  prison  was  being  unbarred  he 
waited  inipatieutlyi  eiqiectingthe  nextmoment 
to  dasp  some  beloved  feUaw-stadent  in  a' 
brother's  embt'ace,  But  no  arms  were  opened 
to  nctavt  him,  do  Toice  spoke  a  greeting.  At 
firat  he  tboi^ht  the  cell  was  tenantless.  He 
wasmietaken.  There  wasalow,faiiitraunnur 
of  his  name,  and  at  length  through  the  quickly 
tailing  twilight  he  discerned  a  wasted  form,  a 
pallid,  deaOilike  &ce:  In  a  moment  he  was 
kneetmg  beside  the  mat  on  which  his  fellow- 
pnsoner  lay.  "My  Callimachus,  is  it  thon? 
Ah,  carissimo ! " 

"  Call  one  by  the  name  my  mothei  used ;  I 
have  done  with  those  vain  heathen  bncies 
now,"  said  the  dying  youth,  foi  such  he  tndy 
was. 

"  Dearest  Agostino,  is  it  thus  we  meet  ? 
How  you  must  have  steered !"  said  Raymond, 
ahnost  weeping. 

"Yes,  it  has  been  bitter-~Ai!t^.  Bnt  the 
worst  is  over  now.  Yon  will  find  some  wine 
on  the  table;  Etaymond.  Give  it  me,  I  pray 
you.  For  my  Strength  is  going,  and  I  want  to 
talk  to  you  while  I  can.  I  have  so  much  to 
say." 

Raymond  foimd  thewine  and  gave  it.  But 
the  joy  of  seeing  3  friendly  face,  and  grasping 
a  fnen^y:  hand,  did  mote  than  wine  to  revive 
the  btling  powers  of  Campono.  For  a  brief 
seuon  the  flickering  spsric  of  Kfe  flashed 
into  a  flame.  With  Raymond's  arm  aroirad 
iiim  and  his  head  pillowed  on  Raymond's 
slxMilder  he  was  able  to  converse,  in  a  low 
lone  indeed,  but  without  pain  or  discomfort. 

"  Yim  will  be  saved,  Raymond  ;  I  am  sure 
of  it,"  he  said.  "  You  must  tell  my  father 
and  mymother  that  they  have  my  last  thoughts 
aad  prayers.  Tell  them,  too,  that  I  did  not 
(i'sgrace  our  audcnt  name.  I  said  no  word 
that  was  false,  and — all  through — I  was  true 
to  the  Master." 

Raymond  whispered  some  words  of  hope, 
but  C^mpano  shook  his  head.  "  I  have  doue 
with  ail  that,"  he  said.  "  Even  the  wish  to 
hve  is  gone  from  me.  I  used  to  long  for  the 
sunshine,  the  blue  sky,  the  familiar  faces — for 
the  free  boyish  life  in  my  Other's  home,  and, 
vhat  was  better  still,  our  happy  student  days. 
Dost  remember  the  Palilia,  Ra^ond,  and  the 
sport  we  had  then  i*  Ah,  but  it  was  not  well 
done  to  forget  the  good  God  as  we  did  in 
those  days." 


"If  we  ened,  we  have  been  sorely  punished,'' 
said  Raymond  bitterly.  "  What  had  you  done, 
my  Agostino — you  that  were  ever  bhuneless, 
more  than  most  of  us — to  deserve  the  cruel 
ai^ish  they  have  made  you  sufler  ?  " 

"  Do  not  let  us  think  of  our  deservings. 
No  hrfp  comes  that  way.  Let  us  think  of  the 
Cross,  Raymond,  and  of  what  He  suffered 
tharci    That  was  worse- than  the  rack." 

"  I  have  tried  such  thoughts,"  sakl  Ray- 
mond, "and  I  have  found  no  comfort  inthem. 
It  does  not  take  the  bitterness  out  of  my  pain 
to  think  of  the  pain  endured  by  Anaxarchus, 
or  Regulus,  or  Cltfist." 

"Rcgulus — or  Christ!  Mio  caro,  they  are 
quite  dMerent.  Rcgulus  was  an  old  Roman, 
dead'  and  buried-  long  ^0 ;  Christ  is  the 
Saviour."' 

"  "ftwe.    But  what  then  ?  "  '    • 
- "  Can't  you  sec  ?  That  cross  was  borne  /(W- 
ut.  And  He  wbo  bore  it  lives  still  /or  tu — 10 
help  and  save  us."  ■      . 

"  You  have  become  devout,  tn^  Agostino. 
Doubtless  you  have  seen  the-  priest  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  he  has  comforted  me.  To-TOor- 
row  I  am  to  communicate — be  has  promised 
it.  He  assures  me  the  good  God  will  accept 
my  repentance,  late  though  it  is.  Bnt  better 
than  even  his  words  fgood  words  though  they 
were)  was  this  letter,"  and  with  feeble  hand  he 
'drewfrombene^h  hispillowa  closely  written 
sheet  of  paper,  and  showed  it  to  Raymond. 

"I  think  I  know  the  writing,"  said  he, 
looking  at  it  with  interest     "Whose  is  it?" 

"  The  strange  thiflg  is,  I  know  not  There 
is  no  name;  I  knowonly  that -the  writer  is  a 
friend  of  Dr.  Theodore's,  who  has  shown  us 
all  so  much  kindness,  and  that  he  sent  it  to: 
me  through  Dr.  Levi.  Some  good  priest  or 
friar  doubtless.  Bnt  whoevei  he  is,  night  and 
day  I  pray  God  to  bless  htm.  Keep  it,  my 
Raymond,  and  read  it  for  thyself — when  I — 
have  done  with  it. 

"  It  came  to  me  in  the  darkest  hour,  when 
first  I  felt  that  God — for  whom  we  cared 
nothing  in  the  old  days — was  strong  and  ter- 
rible, and  angry  with  me.  Every  nerve  in  my 
body,  quivering  with  intolerable  pain,  told  me 
how  dreadful  the  Pope's  anger  could  be. 
And,  after  all,  he  is  but  a  man.  But  God^s 
anger  I  Christ s,  the  Judge  of  all  men  I 
When  I  tried  to  look  up,  I  could  see  nothing 
but  that  awful  Face  ou  the  cross,  could  hear 
nothing  but  tltat  tenible  voice, '  Depart  from 
me,  ye  cursed,  into  everlasting  fire.' 

"  I  once  heard  a  friar  preach  on  that  text, 
and  I  mocked  him,  Raymond — mocked  him  ! 
I  laughed  at  the  poor  ignorant  people  who 
wept  and  wailed  aloud,  out  Ia3he4  tl}4'?>^(=jY^^ 
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with  scourges  in  the  darkened  church.  Now 
all  came  back  to  me — most  clearly  of  all  the 
mournful  chant  that  rose  above  the  cries  and 
sobbing — "  Dies  irE ;  Dies  illie."  The  priest 
told  me  God  might  forgive — might — if  the 
blessed  Mother  and  all  the  holy  saints  were 
to  intercede  for  me.  But  this  letter  says  that 
He  Himself  is  far  tenderer,  more  full  of  com- 
passion, than  they.  Think  of  it, — the  great 
Son  of  God  more  tender  than  sweet  Mother 
Mary  1  See,  His  own  words  are  here. — How 
He  received  poor  sinners  who  came  to  Him 
while  on  earth ;  how  He  has  promised  to 
cast  out  none  that  come — No,  I  thought,  not 
even  mc ;  if  I  cry  to  Him  out  of  the  depths, 
He  will  hear  and  answer  me.  And  Ife  has. 
That  Face  on  the  cross,  as  I  see  it  now,  is 
not  stern  and  awfuL  It  is  the  Face  of  One 
who  loves  me.  It  shines  on  me  the  long  night 
through  with  infinite  pity  and  teodemess ;  it 
will  shine  on  me  through  the  longer  night  that 
is  gathering  around  me  now. 

"  I  wonder  what  death  will  be  hke  ?  What 
comes  after? — It  does  not  matter.  I  can 
never  lose  the  sight  of  that  Face,  nor  can  I 
ever  feel  afraid  while  He  is  there." 

Again  those  words  occurred  to  Raymond, 
"  In  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions — 
I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you."  He  repeated 
them  aloud.  "  I  think,"  be  said,  "  they  must 
be  Hia  words,  for  He  is  the  Son  of  God. 
'  And  if  I  go  away,  I  will  come  f^ain  and 
receive  you  unto  myself,  that  where  I  am, 
there  ye  may  be  also.' " 

" '  Unto  myidf; "  Agostino  repeated, 
slowly  but  with  deep  feeling.  "  It  is  not 
hard  to  go  to  Him.  No  harder  than  it  would 
be  to  go  home  out  of  this  dungeon.  Nay,  it 
is  going  home." 

This,  which  was  the  first  conversation 
Raymond  had  with  his  dying  Mend,  was  also 


the  last.  His  strength,  which  had  seemed 
for  a  moment  to  return,  ebbed  again  so  quickly 
that  Raymond,  who  spent  the  night  in  minis- 
tering to  him  with  the  tenderness  of  a  brother, 
prayed  the  warder,  when  he  came  in  the 
morning,  to  send  at  once  both  for  the  physi- 
cian and  the  priest. 

The  physician  could  do  but  little ;  and  as 
the  ministrations  of  the  priest  required  that 
he  should  be  left  alone  with  his  penitent, 
Raymond,  to  his  great  sorrow,  was  removed 
to  an  adjoining  cell.  As  he  stooped  down 
to  kiss  the  pale  forehead  of  his  Mend  his  tears 
fell  fast  upon  it. 

Agostino  contrived  to  slip  into  his  band 
the  stranger's  letter.  "Take  it,"  he  whis- 
pered,— "safe  with  you.    Addio,  carissimo." 

Raymond  would  have  lingered  still,  but  the 
doctor  hurried  him  away.  "  Come,  signer," 
he  said,  "you  shall  return  agsun;  I  pledge 
my  word  for  it," 

A  promise  kept  to  the  ear,  but  broken  to 
the  heart  When,  two  hours  afterwards, 
Raymond  was  led  back  to  the  cell,  the  solemn 
presence  of  death  was  there. 

Contrary  to  the  usual  custom,  no  priestly 
watcher  sat  beside  the  bed ;  but  four  tapers 
had  been  lit,  and  burned  in  the  daylight  with 
a  pale  and  ghastly  gleam.  Raymond  felt 
the  loneliness,  the  desolation,  of  the  scene. 
Yet  there  was  comfort  in  weeping  over  his 
friend  without  the  restraint  of  a  witnessing 
eye  or  ear,  and  the  tears  he  shed  seemed  to 
bring*a  soothing  influence  with  them.  A 
calm,  half  listless,  but  half  hopeful  too,  stole 
over  his  troubled  spirit;  perhaps  it  was  a 
shadow  of  the  peace  that  sealed  the  [Mdlid 
features  of  the  dead.* 


•  Oub  a!  ths  uddemiciaD],  AriHtin')  Cuipa 

oblflmu  of  b!fh  orpectklioni  aad  of  U>«  mot-  , 

ilenli  aod  cbarutar,  died  ia  the  CuUe  of  SL  Asgdo 


DO  WHAT  YOU  CAN. 


STRAINING  his  tiny  arms. 
Finding  that  work  has  charms, 
Losing  his  old  alarms, 

Op'ning  the  lock ; 

Pushing  with  all  his  might, 
Knowing  he's  doing  right. 
Seeing  the  barge  in  sight. 

Moving  the  block. 

Feeling  the  timber  swing. 
Hearing  the  hinges  ring. 
Doing  a  novel  thing. 

Working  in  play. 


Seeing,  his  father  dreams, 
Flannmg  a  lather's  schemes, 
Looking  with  cheery  gleams. 
We  hear  him  say : 

"  Work  on,  you  busy  boy. 
Work  at  your  working  toy. 
Make  work  a  daily  joy. 

Work  like  a  man. 

"Work  as  a  little  lad. 
Work  wben  your  heart  is  glad. 
Work  when  your  heart  is  sad — 
Do,  n^hat  you  can." 

K.    E.   SMITH, 
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A  STORY  OF  A  BROKEN  CRUTCH. 

Bv  S.  A.  WHITEHOTJSE,  Author  of  "  Thb  Tkde  Pejncess." 


"/~\NLYa  month  to  Christraas  and  the 
V-*  prize-giving ! "  cried  Harry  Nonnan. 
"  Hurrfji !  and  I  am  top  of  the  class,  and  mean 
to  keep  there.  No  fear  of  my  being  late  to- 
day. Good-bye,  mother  I  "  and  running  down 
the  path,  he  slammed  the  little  gate  behind 
him.  His  mother  watched  him  out  of  sight 
and  then  turned  into  the  cottage  with  a  sigh, 
"  I  wish,"  she  thought,  "that  he  had  not  set 
his  heart  quite  so  much  upon  it,  dear  lad  ! 
I  do  hope  he'll  get  it." 

Meanwhile  Harry  was  on  his  way  to  school. 
It  was  a  bright,  clear,  frosty  *noming;aiid 
very  cold;  and  he  decided  on  taking H(e 
path  through  the  wood,  as  the  bost  would 
have  made  it  hard  and  dry.  There  was 
another  way  by  the  high-road,  but  that  was 
a  little  longer  and  not  so  pleasant.  How 
beautiful  the  wood  wasi  In  spring,  there 
were  primroses  starring  the  ground,  and 
violets  sweetening  the  air  with  their  peifiime ; 
in  summer  soft  green  moss  and  graceful  ferns 
fringed  the  foot-path ;  in  autumn  there  were 
the  attractions  of  nuts  and  blackberries;  and 
in  winter  the  hoar-&ost  made  a  fairy  palace 
of  the  wood. 

But  to-day  Harry  was  not  thinking  of  its 
beauty.  His  mind  was  full  of  the  prize  for 
which  he  was  so  eagerly  striving ;  for  in  the 
school  which  he  attended,  the  boy  who  was 
at  its  head  was  sent  for  two  years,  free  of 
payment,  to  a  large  grammar  school  in  the 
neighbourhood.  One  important  condition 
of  going  in  for  the  prize  was,  that  the 
scholar  must  never  have  been  absent  or  late. 
It  seemed  rather  a  hard  rule,  and  many  boys 
in  past  years  had  been  unable  to  seek  the 
honour  by  not  fulfilling  this  coudltion.  Harry 
was  very  anxious  for  the  prize,  partly  for  its 
own  sake,  for  he  was  eager  for  knowledge, 
but  chiefly  on  his  mother's  account,  for  he 
knew  that  it  was  sometimes  difficult  for  her 
to  pay  the  school  fees,  as  she  was  a  widow, 
and  had  to  work  hard  to  support  herself  and 
Harry.  Besides  this,  he  was  ambitious  of 
the  honour  of  being  the  captain  of  the  school, 
and  liked  to  think  of  the  piaise  which  would 
be  given  him  if  he  won  the  prize.  As  he 
ran  along  the  path  he  felt  with  some  pride 
that  he  knew  his  lessons  well,  and  that  he 
would  gain  full  marks  by  the  neatness  and 
correctness  of  his  home-work.  He  was  so 
light-hearted  and  happy,  that  as  he  ran  he 
whistled  their  last  new  school  song,  breaking 
off  now  and  then  to  jump  over  some  large 


stone,  or  swing  for  a  moment  on  some  OTCr- 
hanging  bough,  and  then  milking  up  for  lost 
time  by  an  extra  scamper. 

As  he  came  to  a  bend  in  the  road,  which 
had  concealed  the  path  before  him,  he  was 
surprised  to  sec  some  one  resting  ou  the  bank 
at  some  distance  from  him.  It  seemed  an 
odd  fancy  to  be  sitting  out  of  door^  on  so 
cold  a  morning,  and  Harry  slackened  his 
pace,  and  advanced  with  miidi  curiosity  to- 
wards the  stranger.  As  he  came  nearer  he 
heud  tfi«  sound  of  moans,  and  could  see 
that  the  flgafC'which  had  surprised  hkn  was 
that  of  an  old  woman,  who  was  sittirigbent 
together  groaning  and  coughmg.  Sti  soon 
recognised  her  to  be  a  woman  who  was  uni- 
versally caUed  "  Granny  Bet,"  [though  what 
her  real  name  wa6  no  one  knew.  She  lived 
in  one  of  a  row  of  almshouses  ift  the  village 
near  Harry's  home,  tmd  was' very iliuch  dis- 
liked by  her  neighbours.  She  wasli  diecon- 
tented,  cross-gained  old  creature,  ^o  mixed 
very  little  with  the  people  about 'her,*and 
seldom  spoke  to  any  i5He:"The'«iiftlTcn 
feared  her  heavy  frown  and  tftrsh  words,  as 
she  drove  them  away  from  pl^^ing  before  her 
door,  and  no  one  had  heard  a^ptasatit  mrd 
or  had  received  a  smile  from  her.  Poor  old 
Granny  Bet  I  sorrow  and  sufieffng'%ad  en- 
crusted her  heart  with  an  icy  covering  of  sns- 
pidon  and  discontent,  and  no  one  had 
thought  of  trying  whether  getitle  mrds  and 
deeds  conld  thaw  it. 

Hairy  scarcely  knew  what  to  do.  He 
hardly  liked  to  venture  to  sped  t«  the  old 
woman,  and  yet  he  did  not  likX  to  {ftss  on 
his  way  and  leave  her  sitting  there  in  tiie 
cold.  Harry^  clothes  were  patched  and 
threadbare,  but  he  had  the  soul  of  a  gentle- 
man, for  thoughtfiil  consideration  of  the  feel- 
ings of  others  is  the  true  mark  of  one,  and 
he  had  learnt,  not  merely  by  lOte,  but  by 
Aairf,  the  test,  "  in  honour  preferring  one 
another."  At  last,  after  a  rather  more  pro- 
longed groan  from  the  old  woman,  he  ven- 
tured to  ask,  "  Is  anything  the  matter. 
Granny?  " 

"  Matter ! "  cried  Bet  fiercely,  "  as  if  you 
care  if  anything  is  the  matter  with  me  or  not 
— go  on  with  you." 

Pool  Harry  I  this  certainly  was  a  most  un- 
propitious  beginning,  and,  rather  afironted  at 
the  rough  answer  to  his  kind  question,  he 
passed  the  old  lady,  half  inclined  to  do  as 
she  had  told  him,  till  on  the  path  he  saw  the 
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crutch,  without  which  she  could  not  walk, 
for  one  side  of  her  body  was  slightly  para- 
lyzed; and  he  saw  that  it  had  snapped  in 
two,  and  was  lying  utterly  tiseless  on  the 
ground.  He  felt  sure  that  she  would  ntver 
be  able  to  leach  home  without  it,  and  as  the 
palh  through  the  wood  was  seldom  used  in 
winter,  she  might  sit  there  all  day  without 
any  one  coming  to  her  assistance.  On  this 
bitterly  cold  day,  too,  this  would  be  dan- 
gerous to  any  one,  and  quite  fatal  to  an  old 
lYoman. 

But  what  could  Harry  do  ?  Bet  had  re- 
pulsed his  inquiry, and  wotild  probably  reject 
any  ofTer  of  help.  Besides — and  here  lay  the 
most  serious  difficulty, — if  he  stayed  much 
longer  with  her  hfr  would  be  too  late  for 
sdiool,  and  then  all  chance  of  the  long- 
worked-for  prize  would  be  gone.  How  oould 
he  lose  it?  and  how  disappointed  his  mother 
would  be  !  Besides,  Granny  had  told  hiiu  to 
leave  her,  and  it  was  her  own  fault  if  he  took 
her  at  her  word.  Bnttheexampleof  Him  who 
is  "kind  to  the  unthankful  and  to  the  evil" 
coming  into  his  mind;  made  him  falter  in  his 
intention  of  hastening  on  to  school.  It  was 
a  hard  fight ;  none  the  less  so  because  it  only 
lasted  for  a  minute  or  two,  for  some  of  the 
severest  battles  only  need  a  few  moments  to 
decide  them,  though  the  victory  gained,  Or 
defeat  suffered,  may  cause  life-long  joy  or 
sorrow.  Hairy  knew  in  which  direction  his 
Captain  had  led  the  way,  and  after  a  short 
struggle,  he  gave  up  his  own  will  and  fol- 
lowed. Turning  quietly  back^  he  again  went 
up  to  the  old  woman,  and  said  genSy-^ 

"  Come,  Granny,  I  can't  leave  you  here  in 
the  cold.  You'll  catch  your  death,  and  your 
crutch  is  broken  too.  Let  me  help  you 
home." 

"Ah! "she  groaned,  "I  don't  think  you 
can.  You'll  let  me  fall,  you'll  be  hurrying 
me  on,  and  I  must  take  my  time.  I  know 
you  boys,  you're  all  just  alike ;  no  thought 
of  anything  hut  fun  and  mischief.  I  dare 
say  youll  just  go  and  play  me  a  trick  for  all 
that  you  look  so  quiet,"  and  the  old  woman 
peered  suspiciously  into  his  face. 

It  certainly  was  a  thankless  task  to  try  to 
do  anything  for  the  irritable  old  soul,  but 
Harry  was  armed  with  charily  that  "  suffereth 
long  and  is  kind,"  and  though  sorely  tempted 
to  speak  sharply,  he  persevered  in  his  efforts 
to  persuade  Granny  to  accept  his  offer  of 
assistance,  and  at  last  succeeded  in  getting 
her  to  start,  leaning  on  him. 

It  was  not  the  pleasantest  of  journeys,  for 
it  was  only  enUvened  by  the  old  woman's 
groans  and  reproaches  if  Harry's  pace  seemed 


too  quick  for  her  J  and  he  almost  fancied 
"taking  her  own  time"  meant  being  as  slow 
as  she  possibly  ccnild.  But  there  is  an  end 
to  unpleasant  as  well  as  to  pleasant  things, 
and  at  last  Harry  safely  landed  his  companion 
at  her  own  fireside,  and  gave  her  into  the 
charge  of  a  girl,  who  was  accustomed  to  do 
her  house-work.  Without  waiting  for  thanks, 
if  any  were  forthcoming,  he  ran  off  at  the 
top  of  his  speed  for  school ;  but  when  he 
reached  the  gate,  the  school  clock  showed 
that  he  was  half  an  hxmr  late,  and  he  knew 
that  by  the  rules  he  wonld,  as  a  punishment, 
have  to  take  his  place  at  the  bottom  of  the 
class. 


At  first  Hany  Wt  half  inclined  to  turn 
round  and  go  home '  again,  for  he  could  not 
bear  the  thought  of  foang  the  curious  glances 
of  the  boys,  and  the  degradation  of  passing 
from  the  top  to  the  bottom  of  his  class.  But 
a  momeiifs  thought  showed  him  that  this 
would  be  wrong,  for  a  whide  morning's  teach- 
ing woiUd  be  lost  instead  of  only  half  an 
hour's.  Harry  wastoo  manly  to  cry,  but  he 
had  to  smother  something  very  much  like  a 
sob  before  he  could  turn  the  handle  of  the 
door,  abd  walk'  in.'  How  the  boys  stared, 
and  how  red  and  hot  Hany  feltl  His 
maBter,  loo;  looked  surprised  and  vexed, 
and  asked,  "Have  you  a  note  of  excuse  from 
your  modier,  Norman  ?  " 

"  No,  air,"  faltered  Hairy. 

"  Then'  you  know  the  mle ;  go  to  the 
bottom  of  the  class," 

As  he  went  down  to  this  unaccnatomcd 
place,  Harry  looked  away  from  his  school- 
fellows in  she«r  shame,  and  his  eye  caught 
sight  of  an  illuminatioA—Hjne  of  many  which 
adorned  Uie  walls  of  the  school-room.  He 
had  often  seen  it,  but  to-day  its  words  came 
to  him  with  a  fresh  meaning,  "  Be  piti6il,  be 
courteous."  "Ah I"  sighed  Hany,  "that's 
one  of  God's  rules,  and  it's  better  to  keep 
that  than  even  the  school  rules." 

The  morning  passed  drearily  away,  for 
though  really  half  an  hour  shorter,  school 
time  had  never  seemed  so  long.  But  at  last 
lessons  came  to  an  end,  and  the  boys  crowded 
out  of  school.  They  collected  round  Harry 
with  loud  exclamations  of  surprise  at  his 
unpunctnality. 

"  Whatever  made  you.  late,  Norman  ?  " 

"You've lost  your  chance  at  the  prize,  you 
know," 

"  I  couldn't  have  been  such  a  soft.** 

These  and  muiy  other  equally  consola- 
tory remains  did  not  ,t^  .^  t^^.^^^^P/^ 
■     ■     "  tS 
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spirits,  and  as  he  was  quick-tempered,  there 
was  some  danger  of  a  quarrel,  had  not  his 
special  friend,  Jamie  Murray,  managed  to 
dran  him  away.  Their  homes  were  too  far 
distant  for  them  to  return  during  the  dinner 
hour,  so  they  usually  brought  their  food  with 
them.  In  summer  it  was  "a  movable 
feast,"  being  eaten  as  they  wandered  in  the 
wood,  but  during  the  cold  weather  they 
generally  eat  it  as  they  sat  round  the  fire  in 
the  school-room. 

Harry  and  Jamie  were  near  neighbours, 
and  although,  or  perhaps  because,  they  were 
very  much  unlike,  they  were  great  friends. 
Harry  was  strong  and  active,  fond  of  all  out-of- 
door  games,  and  quick  at  his  lessons;  while 
Jamie  was  delicate,  and  was  prevented  from 
joining  in  the  ordinary  spoi^  of  boys  by 
being  lame.  He  was  not  very  bright,  and  it 
cost  him  much  labour  to  learn  hia  lessons, 
but  he  managed  by  patient  plodding  to  out- 
strip many  sharper  boys.  But  though  Jamie 
was  qaiet  and  shrank  from  rough  treabnent, 
he  had  a  brave  soul;  notwithstanding  his 
fragile  body,  and  timid  as  he  naturally  was, 
he  never  feared  to  tell  the  truth  whatever  its 
consequences  might  be,  and  firmly  set  his 
face  against  any  mean  or  selfish  action.  He 
was  of  great  use  to  Harry,  for  he  often  helped 
him  to  overcome  any  outbreak  of  temper  to 
which  Hany's  hasdness  made  him  prone. 
On  the  other  hand,  Harry  shielded  his  friend 
from  any  bullying,  and  helped  him  to  under- 
stand the  difficult  parts  of  his  lessons- 
Jamie  saw  that  Hany  wished  to  avoid 
speaking  of  the  reason  of  his  lateness,  so  the 
kind-hearted  lad  tried  to  divert  his  thoughts 
by  talking  of  a  recent  foot-ball  match  in 
which  Harry's  side  had  won,  and  by  enlarg- 
ing on  the  beauries  and  peculiarities  of  some 
lop-eared  rabbits  which  had  lately  been  given 
to  his  friend.  He  succeeded  in  rousing  Harry 
to  some  enthusiasm  about  the  merits  of  his 
pets,  but  still  it  was  with  a  heavy  heart  that 
he  went  into  school  that  afternoon. 

They  had  all  been  at  work  for  about  half 
an  hour,  when  the  door  opened,  and  in 
walked  the  portly  Dr.  Everard,  one  of  the 
managers  of  the  school,  and  a  general 
favourite  with  the  boys,  who  greeted  him 
with  very  hearty  smites  as  they  rose  to  salute 
him.  They  were  always  glad  when  he  came 
in,  for  he  had  a  pleasant  glance  and  odd 
word  for  most  of  them,  and  he  helped  to 
enliven  the  routine  of  school  work.  If  he 
had  time  he  would  stay  and  listen  to  their 
geography  lesson,  and  tell  them  tales  of  the 
places  he  had  seen.  But  to^lay  he  seemed 
in  a  hurry,  and  told  the  master  that  he 


wanted  to  speak  with  him  in  his  room.  As 
the  two  went  out  together  they  passed  Harry, 
whose  seat  was  now  near  the  door.  Dr. 
Everard's  eye  fell  on  him,  and  the  boy  felt 
his  face  burn  as  he  bent  still  lower  over  his 
copy-book.  However,  the  kind  old  gende- 
man  made  no  remark,  but  gave  him  a  smile 
and  nod.  Dr.  Everard's  interviews  with  the 
master  were  generally  the  forerunners  of 
some  treat  for  the  boys,  so,  as  soon  as  his 
back  was  turned,  there  were  many  nudges, 
and  whispered  guesses  as  to  the  purpose  of 
his  visit. 

His  talk  was  not  a  long  one,  but  when 
they  had  come  out  into  the  porch,  where 
they  stood  for  a  few  minutes  finishing 
their  conversation,  Dr.  Everaid  was  saying, 
"  Well  I  I  am  soiry  for  it,  very  sorry.  I 
like  the  lad,  and  I  respect  his  mother, 
and  should  like  to  have  helped  her,  but  a 
boy  who  is  late  will  never  do  for  me.  I 
expect  the  sliding  was  too  great  a  temptation 
— little  scamp,"  he  added  good-humou redly, 
as  he  mounted  his  horse  and  rode  away  at 
his  usual  easy,  jog-trot  pace. 

Poor  Hairy  1  It  did  seem  true  that  troubles 
never  come  alone ;  far  without  doubt  Harry 
was  the  subject  of  these  words.  How  it 
would  have  added  to  his  sorrow  if  he  could 
have  known  that  be  had  disappointed  his 
kind  old  Mend ! 


Harry  always  walked  home  with  Jamie 
Murray,  and  a  very  pleasant  walk  it  usually 
was.  They  had  plenty  to  talk  about — the 
school  work  and  the  games  in  which  Harry 
had  joined ;  for,  though  unable  to  take  part 
in  them  himself,  Jamie  liked  to  hear  of  his 
friend's  successes  and  defeats.  But  to-day 
the  conversation  flagged,  and  soon  dropped 
into  silence,  for  Jamie  saw  that  his  com- 
panion was  troubled,  and  wisely  forbore  to 
talk  to  him.  So  they  plodded  quietly  along 
till  they  came  to  the  gate  of  Harry's  home, 
when  the  other  boy  said,  "May  I  come  after 
tea  and  learn  my  lessons  with  you,  Harry  7 
Mother's  cleaning." 

"  Oh  yes,  come  in,"  returned  his  friend. 
"  And  you  can  see  the  rabbits,"  he  added  as 
Jamie  passed  on.  He  had  not  gone  many 
steps  when  he  was  overtaken  by  Harry,  who 
said  in  a  low  tone,  "  Don't  say  anything  to 
mother  about  my  being  late  this  morning. 
She's  been  bothered  about  some  work,  and  I 
don't  want  to  worry  her  more,"  and  the  boys 
parted. 

Harry  well  knew  what  his  friend  meant  by 
"mother's  cleaning."    Mrs.  Murray  was   a 
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stent,  good-natured  woman,  kiDd-hearted 
and  easy,  bat  very  indolent  and  shiftless. 
Her  house  was  usually  the  scene  of  the 
utmost  disoider  and  discomfort.  Nothing 
seemed  to  have  a  place ;  but  clothes  and 
dishes  were  popped  down  on  the  nearest 
chair  or  table,  till,  as  the  neighbours  expressed 
it,  "  there  wasn't  room  to  turn  round," 

But  DOW  and  then,  after  paying  a  visit  to 
3  very  neat  sister,  Mrs.  Murray  would,  to  use 
Harry's  words,  "go  on  the  rampage."  The 
children  dreaded  to  hear  hec  usual  remark 
after  these  visits,  that  "  Sister  Rebecca's 
place  was  really  a  pattern,"  for  on  the  next 
day  began  a  general  cleaning  and  putting  in 
order,  which  were  almost  worse  than  the 
state  in  which  they  generally  lived. 

Poor  Jamie  found  it  very  difficult  to  learn 
his  lessons  amid  the  chatter  and  noise  that 
went  on  around  him.  He  never  complained, 
but  Mrs.  Norman  knew  of  his  home  drcum- 
stances,  and  he  had  full  permission  to  come 
and  leam  bis  lessons  by  their  quiet  fireside 
whenever  he  liked ;  and  she  fiequently 
slipped  a  pasty  for  him  into  Har^s  dinner- 
basket,  for  she  knew  that  he  often  had  to 
start  for  school  before  his  indolent  mother 
was  out  of  bed,  and  therefore  bad  nothing 
but  dry  bread  for  breakfast.  It  certainly 
was  not  a.  good  home  for  any  boy  to  be 
brought  up  in ;  but  many  a  lovely  plant 
grows  in  a  sunless  comer,  and  the  poor, 
lame  lad  had  the  "  ornament  of  a  meek  and 
<]uiet  spirit,  which  is  in  the  sight  of  God  of 
great  price." 

Tea-time  in  Hany's  home  was  generally 
the  happiest  hour  of  the  day— not  that  it 
was  a  sumptuous  meal,  for  it  only  Consisted 
of  bread  and  dripping  and  weak  tea ;  but 
there  was  mother  sitdng  opposite,  idways 
ready  to  hear  school  news,  to  laugh  at  the 
fiin  or  to  sympathize  in  disappointments  or 
defeats.  But  to-ni^ht,  Harry  was  unusually 
quiet,  and  after  saying,  "Jamie's  coming  in 
to^ht  for  bis  lessons,  mother ;  Mrs.  Mur- 
ray's on  the  lampage,"  he  relapsed  into 
silence.  His  mother's  quick  eye  noticed  the 
shade  over  her  boy's  bright  &ce,  and  that 
the  plateful  of  bread  and  dripping  did  not 
disappear  so  rapidly  as  it  was  wont  to  do 
before  the  onslaught  of  Harry's  keen  appetite. 
But  with  tender  wisdom  she  forbore  to  ask 
any  quesdons,  knowing  that  if  he  had  done 
anything  wrong,  her  son  would  confess  it,  for 
a  strong  bond  of  confidence  existed  between 
these  two. 

She  learnt  Harry's  seaet  the  next  day, 
however,  in  a  very  unexpected  way.  She 
was  passing  thioi:^    the  village,   on    her 


return  from  carrying  home  some  work,  when 
a  girl  ran  after  her,  and  told  hei  that 
"Granny  Bet"  wanted  to  speak  to  her,  if 
she  would  please  to  walk  into  her  cot- 
tage. Mrs.  Norman's  astonishment  knew  no 
bounds,  for  Granny's  usual  reception  of 
visitors  was  to  shut  the  door  in  their  face, 
and  an  invitation  into  her  cottage  was  an 
unheard-of  honour.  However,  she  did  not 
express  her  surprise,  but  followed  the  girl, 
who,  after  ushering  her  into  the  old  woman's 
presence,  disappeared. 

Granny  was  sitting  mufSed  up  in  a  shawl, 
in  a  rickety  old  wooden  chair,  over  a  small 
fire  made  up  of  sticks,  which  she  had  gathered 
in  the  wood.  The  room  was  dull  and  cheer- 
less, and  was  very  scantily  furnished,  but  was 
very  clean.  The  widow  felt  her  heart  filled 
with  pity  for  the  poor  old  creature  who  lived 
in  this  desolate  home. 

After  motioning  Mrs.  Norman  to  sit  down 
on  the  only  other  chair  which  the  cottage 
boasted,  Bet  remained  for  some  time  silent, 
evidently  considering  how  she  should  begin. 
At  last,  in  order  to  make  some  beginning, 
her  visitor  said,  "You  seem  very  bad, 
Granny.  Have  you  got  a  touch  of  rheu- 
matics ?  " 

"  Bad  ! "  she  groaned,  "  I'm  alius  racked 
with  rheumatizj  but  I  should  ha'  been  a 
deal  worse,  if  it  hadu't  been  for  your  boy." 

"  My  boy  ?  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Norman,  grow- 
ing more  and  more  astonished,  "Harry  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Granny  ;  "  I  wanted  to  say 
thank-yer  to  him,  but  he  ran  off  so  sharp  I 
hadn't  time.  And  I  heerd  some  one  say  to- 
day, as  he'd  lost  the  prize  all  along  of  being 
late  at  school  yesterday;  and  I  can't  help 
thinking  that  his  a-helping  me  did  it.  I  don't 
understand  about  prizes,  and  such-like,  but 
I'm  soiry  if  he's  lost  anything  by  doing  me 
a  good  turn.  But  I  s'pose  you  know  all 
about  it." 

"  No,"  said  the  widowj  "  Hany  hasn't  told 
me  anything  about  iL" 

"  Ah !  he  isn't  like  most  folks,"  bitterly 
remarked  Bet,  "  he  doesn't  prate  of  his  good 
deeds."  And  then  she  proceeded  to  give 
his  mother  a  full  account  of  yesterday's 
adventure,  which  enlightened  her  as  to  Uie 
reason  of  Harry's  depression  of  spirits  the 
previous  evening.  Granny  ended  her  story 
by  saying,  "  I  can't  think  why  he  did  it,  for 
he'd  no  call  to  do  anything  for  me." 

"  Except  oui  blessed  Lord's  command, 
'  Love  one  another,' "  said  her  visitor  gently. 

That  evening  Mrs.  Norman  told  Hany  of 
her  visit  to  old  Bet.  They  did  not  talk  much 
about  his  good  work,  but  whea  hCv  wmt^  to 
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bed  his  mother's  warm  kiss  and  tender  "  God 
bless  you,  my  boy!"  said  more  than  many 
words  could  have  done,' 

At  last  the  long-wished-for  day  of  the 
prize-giving  arrived.  It  was  alwaj^  a  whole 
holiday,  for  the  boys  had  a  great  deal  to  do 
in  decorating  the  room.  Harry  and  Jamie 
had  agreed  the  night  before  to  be  up  very 
early,  and  Mrs,  Norman  had  invited  thi 
latter  to  come  in  to  breakfast,  as  the  two 
friends  would  then  be  ready  to  start  together. 
Harry's  natural  buoyancy  of  disposition  had 
by  this  time  risen  from  under  the  weight  of 
disappointment,  which  had  at  first  depressed 
him,  and  he  was  already  looking  forward  to 
winning  the  prize  next  year.  His  mother's 
sympathy  and  approval  of  his  action  had 
comforted  him,  so  that,  in  spite  of  his  pooi 
prospects  for  that  evening,  he  was  full  of  fun 
and  meniment  during  their  simple  breakfast. 

The  two  boys  hurried  through  their  basins 
of  porridge,  and  were  soon  ready  to  start  for 
the  wood  to  collect  branches  of  holly  and 
other  evergreens,  with  which  to  adorn  the 
school-room.  Harry  had  to  do  all  the  clam- 
bering and  jumping,  but  Jamie  could  take 
his  share  in  carrying  the  branches  when  they 
were  thrown  down.  As  they  made  their  way 
to  school  they  were  joined  by  other  boys, 
who  had  been  chosen  to  help  in  the  work  of 
decoration,  and  a  merry,  frolicsome  party 
they  were. 

At  the  school  they  found  the  master,  and 
they  soon  fell  to  work  with  great  zeaL 
Jamie's  part  was  always  to  weave  garlands, 
at  which  he  was  very  skilful,  while  the  others 
mounted  on  steps  and  tables  to  nail  up 
mottoes  and  arrange  banners.  Dr.  Evcrard 
was  to  give  away  the  prizes  this  year,  and  his 
chair  was  adorned  with  special  care,  and,  it 
must  be  confessed,  made  very  uncomfortable 
by  its  festoons  of  holly-leaves,  Jamie  de- 
voted his  utmost  skill  to  the  manufacture  of 
the  wreath  which  was  to  hang  over  the  head 
of  their  kind  old  friend,  and  the  effect  was 
all  that  could  be  desired. 

Harry  and  Jamie  had  to  return  home  in 
order  to  get  washed  and  made  neat  for  the 
important  ceremony  of  the  evening,  and  they 
fortunately  had  a  lift  in  a  neighbour's  cart 
which  happened  to  be  going  their  way,  and 
the  novelty  of  the  ride  added  to  the  pleasure 
of  the  day.  They  were  too  excited  to  care 
for  much  dinner,  especially  as  they  knew  that 
a  substantial  tea  was  being  prepared  for  them; 
and  as  soon  as  possible  they  were  ready,  and, 
with  Mrs.  Norman  between  them,  they  started 


for  school.  How  bright  the  room  looked 
when  they  entered,  and  what  a.  pleasant  buzz 
of  voices  sounded  dirough  it  I  After  find- 
ing the  widow  a  comfortable  seat  amid  friends, 
the  boys  took  their  places  among  their  school- 
fellows, and  there  were  plenty  of  conjecturei 
and  rumours  about  the  probable  amusements 
of  the  evening. 

At  the  appointed  time  Dr.  Everard  made 
his  appearance,  accompanied  by  various  ladies 
and  gentlemen  who  were  interested  in  the 
school,  and  took  fats  seat  in  the  very  pricldy 
chair  of  honour.  The  boys  stood  up  and 
gave  him  a  very  lusty  cheer,  and  then,  having 
let  off  some  of  their  surplus  enei^y,  settled 
down  quietly  on  their  forms. 

Dr.  Everard  made  them  a  bright,  encourag- 
ing speech,  and  then,  after  a  song  by  the 
school,  proceeded  to  the  pleasant  task  of 
giving  away  the  rewards.  There  were  some 
beautiful  books  for  those  who  were  at  the 
head  of  their  classes,  and  the  good  old 
gendeman  had  a  kind  word  or  a  merry  joke 
for  each  as  he  received  his  prize.  Wh«i  all 
the  other  rewards  had  been  distributed,  the 
usual  certificate  was  presented  to  the  head 
boy  in  the  school.  Hany  could  not  help 
feeling  a  twinge  when  he  saw  this  much- 
coveted  prize  given  into  the  hands  of  another, 
but  he  quickly  overcame  the  momentary  fee- 
ing of  jealousy,  and  joined  heartily  with 
bands  and  feet  in  the  general  applause. 

And  now,  having  finished  this  part  of  the 
work.  Dr.  Everard  asked  for  another  song, 
and  when  it  was  ended  said,  "  Now,  bo)'s, 
you  all  know  that  there  is  one  more  prize  to 
be  given,  and  that  we  never  settle  who  shall 
have  it  without  asking  you  to  help  us  to 
decide  who  deserves  it  most.  I  mean  the 
prize  for  good  conduct.  You  all  know  that 
it  isn't  a  finely-bound  book,  or  a  handsome 
gift,  but  only  this  little  card  " — and  he  took 
a  prettily  embossed  card  from  the  table— 
"  but  it  means  a  year's  schooling  her:  free  oi 
payment.  We  don't  give  it  to  the  clevercat 
boy  in  the  school,  but  to  the  boy  who  has 
been,  not  only  obedient  and  orderly  in 
school,  but  kind  and  unselfish  in  the  play- 
ground and  at  home.  Now,  there  is  some- 
thing which  I  heard  the  other  day  which 
may  help  you  to  decide.  Vou  all  remember 
my  coming  about  a  montli  ago,  and  asking 
your  master  to  let  me  have  a  talk  with  him  in 
his  room  ?  Well,  I  came  to  see  if  he  couiil 
tell  me  of  a  good  reliable  boy  who  could  go 
round  out  of  school  hours  with  my  medicine. 
I  wanted  a  trustworthy  boy,  not  one  who 
would  pull  the  corks  out  of  the  bottles  anO 
taste  their  contents,  qi  p$^  JPt^l  ^e  pill- 
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boxes  to  count  how  many  pills  were  inside 
and  to  see  what  they  looked  like ;  and  I 
wanted  a  careful  boy,  not  a  giddy  fellow  who 
would  leave  the  wrong  medicines  at  the  wrong 
houses,  and  make  my  patients  ill  and  angiy 
with  me.  Well,  there  was  one  boy  I  bad 
thought  td," — how  crimson  Hairy'e  face  grew  I 
— "  but  I  heard  from  the  master  that,  though 
he  was  working  for  an  important  prize,  he 
had  been  half  an  hour  late  that  morning." 

The  -boys  now  began  to  nudge  each  other 
md  look  sigoificaatly  lU  Hairy,  who,  with  a 
veiy  red  face,  was  twisting  his  cap  round  and 
round. 

"Voa  see,"  continued  the  portly  doctor 
with  a  tmile,  "  though  I'm  an  old  man  I'm 
not  always  a  very  wise  one,  and  judging  by 
a^fiearances  L  said  to  your  master,  'IJttle 
rasc^ — he's  been  sliding ;  but  he  won't  do 
for  me.  I  can't  have  a  boy  who  tries  all  the 
ponds  and  smashes  my  bottles.'  And  there 
I  thought  was  an  end  to  the  matter. 

"  But  the  next  day  I  was  riding  through  a 
Tillage  near  here,  and  was  called  in  to  see  an 
old  woman  who  had  a  sharp  attack  of  rheu- 
matism." Then  he  told  them  the  story  which 
you  already  know,  and  he  added,|  "  Now  I 
think  you'll  all  agree  with  me,  that  a  lad  who 
can  give  up  his  cwn  pleasure  and  the  honour 
of  gaming  n  prize  in  order  to  help  an  old 
woman  deserves  the  reward  for  good  con- 
duct" 

"  Yes,  sir,  yes,"  shouted  a  chorus  of  voices. 
"  Tbiee  cheers  for  Hairy  Norman  I " 

Dr.  £verard  sat  down  and  was  just  going 
to  write  Harry's  name  on  the  card  when 
Hany  himself  appeared  at  his  elbow. 

"Please,  sir,  stop,"  he  cried,  "I  can't  take 
the  prize,  it  wouldn't  be  fair.  There's  another 
boy  in  the  school  who  deserves  it  much 
mcvethanl  do.  He  has  to  come  farther 
than  any  of  ns,  and  he  can't  walk  so  last, 
ud  yet  he's  never  late.  He  can't  learn  so 
(piickly  as  some  of  us  either,  and  there  are  a 
lot  of  little  ones  at  home,  so  that  he  can't 
get  much  quiet,  and  I  know  be  has  to  get  up 
^txj  early  to  do  his  home-work,  but  he 
always  knows  his  lessons.  And  as  to  the 
plaj^giDund,  sir,"  continued  Harry,  earned 
away  by  his  anxie^  to  do  justice  to  his 
friend,  "  I'm  suie  no  boy  ever  caught  Jamie 
Muiray  telling  a  lie,  or  doing  a  sneaky 
thing,  or  heard  him  use  a  bad  word.  Now, 
SI,  I'm  certain  you'll  know  that  ifs  much 
easier  to  give  np  one's  pleasure  ODce,  as  I 
^,  though  it  was  only  my  du^,  and  I 
nuldn't  do  anyttung  else,  than  to  go  on 
domg  right  in  every  little  thing  every  day, 
and  that's  what  Jamie  Murray's  done,"  and 


Harry  stopped,  quite  abashed  at  having  made 
so  long  a  speech  in  public 

A  strange  silence  fell  over  the  room  when 
he  ceased  speaking.  It  was  very  extraordi- 
nary, but  Dr.  Everard  seemed  to  have  sud- 
denly caught  a  violent  cold,  such  an  amount  of 
blowing  tus  nose  and  wiping  his  spectacles  had 
to  be  gone  through  before  he  could  speak,  and 
then  his  voice  was  quite  husky.  Laying  his 
hand  tenderly  on  the  boy's  shoulder  he  said — 

"  God  bless  you,  my  lad  I  you  have  got 
something  more  precious  than  any  prize,  and 
that  is  the  habit  oC  being  just  and  kind." 
Then  turning  to  the  boys  he  said — 

"  Do  you  agree  with  what  Norman  has  said  ? 
Shall  I  write  Jamie  Murray's  name  on  the 
card?" 

The  boys  and  their  master  consenting, 
after  some  demur  on  Jamie's  part,  he  was 
called  up  and  received  the  prize. 

How  quickly  the  evening  passed  away  \ 
First  there  was  tea,  with  abundance  of  cake 
and  bread  and  butter,  and  all  this  cheering 
had  made  the  boys  quit£  ready  for  it.  Then 
a  gigantic  Christmas  tree,  off  which  every  boy 
seemed  to  get  just  what  he  wanted.  And 
Dr.  Everard  had  brought  a  splendid  magic 
lantern.  And  last,  but  not  least  in  the  boys' 
estimation,  there  were  oranges  for  ihem  to 
carry  home  with  them,  and  buns— not  common 
ones,  but  real  Bath  buns,  glistening  with 
sugar,  which  had  been  sent  for  to  a  neigh- 
tKraring  town. 

Mrs.  Norman's  heart  was  made  very  happy 
by  a  few  words  which  Dr.  Everard  managed 
to  say  to  her  before  she  left.  Shaking  hands 
kindly  with  her,  be  said,  "  I  hope  you  will 
let  Harry  come  to  me.  A  boy  who  denies 
himself  to  do  a  kind  act  will  never  put  plea- 
sure before  duty.  "That  is  the  sort  of  boy 
England  wants,  boys  that  will  do  their  duty." 

They  all  had  a  pleasant  walk  home,  laden 
with  their  treasures,  through  the  bright  frosty 
air,  and  there  was  so  much  to  say,  that  tlie 
boys,  at  least,  wished  the  road  twice  as  long. 
How  tenderly  they  laughed  at  Jamie,  because 
be  would  stop  wherever  the  moonlight  lay 
most  brightly  on  the  path  to  assure  himself 
that  his  precious  card  was  safe  I  But  at  length 
they  reached  Harry's  gate,  and  after  many 
last  words  and  arrangements  about  expedi- 
tions during  the  holidays,  they  parted. 

Hairy  had  to  work  hard  during  the  next 
year,  but  he  won  the  wished-fbr  prize  at  last. 
He  never  regretted  the  long  delay,  and  all 
through  life  he  spumed  mere  selfish  pleasure 
and  .set  himself  to  duty.  England  wants 
such  boys,  boys  who  do  their  duty  and  have 
a  lofty  Christ-like  idea  of  wh«  th^ir,(Jijt^  ji,^; 
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flRST    EVENING. 

NOW  I  want  yoo  to  go  down  with  me  into 
Wales,  to  one  of  its  mountain  villages, 
and  there  to  \'isit  a  laige  mound  in  the  village 
graveyard.  Many  are  the  mounds  which  are 
just  like  this ;  some  are  near,  in  the  same 
churchyard,  and  some,  many  more  than  are 
here,  are  in  the  churchyards  of  other  villages 
and  towns.  From  the  spot  where  we  are 
standing  we  can  see  lovely  vaJleys  and  moun- 
tains, some  of  the  fairest  parts  of  God's  beau- 
tiful world ;  but  I  do  not  want  you  to  look 
around,  but  to  look  down,  down  at  this 
mound,  which  is  a  huge  grave,  and  to  think 
of  boys  and  men  whose  bodies,  shattered  and 
crushed  and  burnt,  lie  buried  below.  By  this 
mound  I  want  you  to  stand  awhile,  for  it  is 
one  of  the  best  places  in  the  world  for  you 
<o  study  the  course  of  selfishness,  and  to  learn 
how  horrid  and  wicked  is  a  selfish  heart 

The  men  and  boys  that  lie  buried  beneath 
these  mounds  were  colliers.  The  coal  we  bum 
in  our  fires  is  found  deep  down  in  the  earth. 
Men  sink  holes  like  great  chimneys — which 
they  call  shafts — down  into  it,  go  down,  dig 
it  out,  and  bring  it  up.  And  from  the  bottom 
of  the  deep  hole  they  work  away  in  long, 
low,  narrow  passages,  into  which  the  light  of 
the  sua  cannot  come,  and  so  of  course  are 
^tch  dark.  It  is  in  these  black  places  the 
men  work,  cutting  the  coal  and  sending  it  to 
<he  top ;  BO  they  have  to  have  lamps  to  see 
by.  Now,  somedmes  gas  comes  out  of  the 
coal  which,  if  it  comes  against  a  flame,  will 
catch  fire,  and  go  off  with  a  bang  and  kill 
like  a  gun ;  so  they  have  to  have  lamps  which, 
whilst  letting  light  out,  will  not  let  the  gas 
in,  for  else  at  the  flame  of  the  lamp  the 
gas  would  catch  fire  and  explode  like  gun- 
powder, blowing  up  the  coal  mine  and 
scorching,  crushing,  and  killing  the  work- 
men in  it  There  is  a  clever  little  lamp  which 
just  meets  the  case.  The  workmen  can  see 
by  it ;  and,  if  they  will  never  open  it,  the 
gas  cannot  get  alight  by  it,  but  if  it  is 
opened  and  the  gas  just  happens  to  come, 
it  is  terrible — men  and  boys  are  blown  to 
pieces  or  buried  ahve.  And  yet,  what  do 
you  think?  there  are  workmen  who  will  open 
It;  and  for  what,  do  you  think?  To  light 
their  pipes  I  to  enjoy  a  smoke  I  The  fore- 
■lan  locks  the  lamp,  but  these  men  get  keys 


made  of  their  own.  Thoi^h  they  are  break' 
ing  the  laws  of  man  and  of  God,  risking— 
certainly  only  risking,  but  still  risking — their 
own  lives  and  the  lives  of  their  comrades, 
they  can  find  in  their  hearts  to  do  it ;  and 
every  now  and  again  the  newspapers,  filled 
with  the  terrible  tidings  of  "  An  Explosion  in 
a  Coal  Mine,"  tell  of  the  havoc  wrought  by 
such  men.  And  all  this  comes  from  selfish- 
ness and  a  want  of  conscience. 

liOok  at  one  of  them.  He  unlocks  the 
lamp,  inserts  his  pipe  to  the  flame,  draws 
and  lights,  then  shuts  the  lamp  ^ain,  sits 
down  and  enjoys  his  smoke.  What  harm? 
says  he.  Nobody  is  the  worse,  not  even  the 
foreman  knows.  So  another  day  he  does  it 
again,  and  then  he  does  it  again.  At  lengdi 
he  does  it  for  the  last  time.  He  unlodcs  the 
lamp,  puis  his  pipe  to  the  flame,  and — ^what  is 
the  matter?  His  pipe  I  his  pipe  is  ablaze  1  the 
lamp  is  ablaze  I  the  place  is  ablaze  1  It 
thunders.  The  roof  falls,  the  floor  rises.  He 
is  scorched,  crushed — dead.  This  time  the 
gas  is  there ;  it  explodes,  and  kills  him  and 
a  hundred  comrades.  It  was  all  the  work  of 
a  second.  One  second  living,  well,  busy  at 
their  work — the  next  massacred  and  buried. 

The  gas  still  bums ;  the  flames  rush  akmg 
the  pitway,  till,  leaping  up  the  shaft,  they  go 
out  into  the  air  to  tril  the  sad  tale  of  death 
to  hundreds  of  startled,  weeping  wives  and 
children.  The  pit  has  exploded  I  Tbdr 
husbands  and  fathers  are  buried  in  a  grave 
of  fire. 

You  would  think  that  once  such  an  accident 
had  happened,  it  would  never  have  the  chance 
of  happening  again.  Lamps  would  never 
again  be  opened,  pipes  in  such  a  place  would 
never  again  be  lighted;  but,  no,  the  same 
thing  is  constantly  happening.  Selfishness 
never  learns.  It  is  a  detestable  thing  that 
fears  neither  God  nor  man.  It  cannot  be 
converted,  it  must  be  destroyed.  In  you  and 
in  me,  and  in  everybody  else,  it  must  be 
trampled  underfoot,  completely  stamped  out, 
if  we  would  ever  be  either  good,  or  beautiful, 
or  blessed. 

The  fire  having  been  put  out,  men  went  into 
the  ruined  pit,  dug  out  the  mangled  bodies  of 
the  boys  and  men,  and  buried  them  beneath 
the  mound  in  the  churchyard,  where  we  have 
been  to  learn  a  deeper  hatred  of  selfishness, 
and  warmer  faith  in  the  Jesus  who  comes  to 
make  war  against  it,  till  He  has  put  it  all 
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SECOND   EVENING. 
Opninc  Hymn :     "  1  wjint  to  be  Like 
Jni!"    T™on:    Lufce..  2S-J3.    Con- 
rlLding  Hvnn  :  "  GI017  lo  T6«,  mj  God, 
Iti.  Bight/' 

Last  Sunday  I  took  you  oq  a 
journey  to  a  mound  in  the  little 
graveyard  of  a  village  among  the 
lovely  hills  of  Wales ;  it  was  a 
melaacholy  mound.  We  went 
to  it  to  learn  how  wretched  and 
cmel  a  thing  selfishness  is,  and 
how  wrong  a  thing  it  is  to  be 
sel6sh.  Now,  I  want  you  to 
take  another  trip,  away  across 
the  sea  into  a  flat,  unlovely 
country  called  the  Netherlands, 
10  a  roadside  where  there  is 
neither  house  nor  monument, 
only  a  roadside  1  with  flat,  poor 
fields  about  it,  a  stunted  tree  or 
green  growing  wheat  waving  in 
ike  passing  wind  being  the  tall- 
est thing  to  be  seen  i  yet  it  is 
hi  more  glorious  than  that  spot 
anjoDg  the  lovely  hills  of  Wales. 
Men  have  loved  to  turn  to  it 
ftom  the  fairest  lands  ;  for  here 
a  little  deed  was  done  which 
makes  them  feel  this  world  is, 
afler  all,  in  the  country  of  hea- 
ven, and  their  spirits  stir  with 
a  sense  of  the  nearness  of  God. 
They  have  done  so  for  three 
hundred  years ;  for  it  is  three 
hundred  years  since  tliat  little 
deed  was  done.  Good  deeds 
Cm  nei'er  die. 

Yonder  come  some  horse- 
men. They  are  soldiers.  One 
o!  them  looks  ill.  His  face  is 
deadly  pale,  and  it  is  with  evident  difficulty  he 
keeps  his  seat.  Those  who  ride  with  him 
are  looking  at  him  fondly  and  anxiously. 
They  are  nding  away  from  a  battle,  and  he 
is  their  wounded  general.  He  is  faint  through 
lack  of  food,  and  ill  with  the  burning  pain  of 
a  broken  thigh.  They  rein  their  horses ; 
tor  he  has  become  light-headed ;  the  earth 
seems  to  tremble  under  his  horse's  feet  and 
the  sky  spins  round.  Feebly  he  asks  for 
water.  Could  they  get  him  a  little  water? 
He  is  dizzy.  One  of  the  gallant  soldiers 
dashes  off  to  the  nearest  house  to  beg  a 
draught,  while  the  rest  move  slowly  on.  He 
returns  with  it  As  he  offers  it,  the  general's 
dim  eye  fancies  he  discerns  a  man  lying  by 
the  road.  "Who  is  that?  "he  asks.  It  proves 
to  be  one  of  his  soldiers  wounded  and  dying. 
He  pities  the  poor  fellow,  and  cannot  find 


in  his  heart  to  drink.     "  Give  it  to  him,"  he 

whispers;  "he's  worse  than  I."  The  water 
is  gently  given,  and  the  wounded  general  feels 
his  own  suflerings  less  as  he  watches  the 
dying  man  eagerly  drink.  The  dying  soldier 
was  soon  dead,  and  the  party  rode  on ;  but 
Sir  Philip  Sidney  had  soothed  his  dying.  He 
struggled  against  his  faintness,  kept  up  his 
heart  and  tried  to  sit  up  in  his  saddle  to  his 
journey's  end.  The  feeling  that  did  that, 
my  child,  was  a  throb  of  the  eternal  life. 
Sir  Philip  did  just  what  Jesus  would  have 
done.  He  was  a  grand  member  of  the 
Saviour's  band. 

There  are  boys  and  girls  who  would  have 
done  just  the  same.  Their  greatest  joy  to 
lift  up  the  fallen,  to  cheer  the  sad,  to  help 
the  feeble,  and  bind  up  wounds.  Busy  in 
such  work,  they  are  never  so  blessed ;  but  I ' 
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am  sorry  to  believe  that  there  are  others  to 
whom  there  is  but  one  person  in  the  universe, 
that  is  themselves ;  who  have  but  one  thought, 
their  own  indulgence.  Busy  about  their 
own  pleasure,  they  are  never  so  happy.  Such 
lives  grow  up  unloved,  and  when  they  die 
and  are  buried,  nobody  cries.  And  those 
whom  the  sick,  the  sad,  and  the  needy  do  not 
weep  to  lose,  God  does  not  joy  to  welcome. 
They  go  away  from  their  selfish  life,  not  to 
the  homes  to  which  Jesus  leads,  but  to  the 
place  from  which  Jesus  saves,  where  He  says 
they  will  repent  their  folly  in  bitterness  and 
tears. 

Come,  then,  my  children,  join  the  Saviour's 
band.  Vow  eternal  enmity  to  selfishness,  not 
to  the  selfishness  of  another,  but  to  your  own 
selfishness.  Jesus  has  done  it,  join  with  Him. 
H«  comes  to  make  war,  war  to  the  deatli,  on 
such  a  wicked  and  shameless  enemy  of  you 
and  of  God.  The  heavenly  standard  He  un- 
furls bears  this  device,  "  Deny  thyself."  The 
watchword' He  gives  is  "  Follow  me."  Cling 
to  His  grand  standard.  It  leads  to  life,  to 
God,  and  heaven.  Yield  yourself  to  His 
guidance,  and  love  Him  for  showing  you 
your  true  enemy.  Call  upon  your  soul,  and  all 
that  is  within  you,  to  do  Mis  will,  ^jid  be  you 
one  of  His  loyal  band — all  tht:goQ<^(JMid  great 
are  in  it — and  He  will  lead  youi^tep.liy  step 
to  better  goodness  an4  gteater.|;mrtaeis,  till 
you  leach  His  jierfect  Uffl  and,  Hist,.per[ect 
joy  in  His  hoow  with  .GptJ. 


'TgiRD  EVENING, 


'Opcm|iif}Ilinnn''AtMNii  t^  Cfarana  of  QaAiIbii 


idiB,  ife™i;.'.^W«fc:Wi*rtreBced 


If  you  had  ever  been  to  the  Tower  of 
London  you  would  have  been  sure  to  notice 
in  one  of  the  rooms  the  crowns  of  burnished 
gcAd  and  flashing  gems  which  once  encircled 
the  brows  of  England's  kings  and  queens. 
Biit  crowns  of  gold  and  precious  stones  are  the 
lowest  kind  of  crowns ;  not  real  crowns  at  all, 
but  only  images  of  them.  They  are  just  what 
a  painted  picture  of  an  apple  is  to  the  taste 
of  the  rii>e  round  fruit  in  your  mouth,  what 
a  mere  talk  ilbout  the  sea-side  is  to  the  );eal 
pleasure  of  jiaddling  and  sailing  boats  on  the 
shore  itself  i  they  are. only  dead  images  of 
Jiving  thuigs,  of  Clowns  worn  by  gp|den  lives 
bright  with  the  precious  light  of  jewel  .deeds, 
<^Dwns  seen  only  by  hearts  and  lighted  up  . 
with  the  lights  that  .light  the  souls  <^  man. . 
These  crowns  are  called. in  the  Bibie  crovrns 
of  glory.  They  grow  out  ot  the  gpod,  as  the 
■  Sowers  grow  out  of  the  ticesj  and  Uieir  wearers . 


are  kings  and  queens,  the  only  kings  and 
queens  to  God.  God  is  their  chief,  and 
children  are  amongst  their  number. 

Chief  among  all  crowned  ciiildren  was 
Jesus,  His  brow  was  always  bright  with 
noble  deeds,  and  human  hearts  were  always 
lighted  by  their  jewelled  beauty.  Of  course 
He  lived  with  other  children  ;  and,  doubtless, 
even  in  low,  despised  Nazareth  there  were 
parents  who  looked  at  times  on  what  their 
children  did  with  thankful  pride,  for 


Doubtless,  too,  children's  hearts  were  filled 
with  the  sweet  light  of  each  other's,  kind 
and  noble  deeds.  Returning  from  school  and 
play,  the  boys  and  girls  would  often  make 
their  narrow  streets  noisy  with  their  merry 
voices  joining  in  some  comrade's  praise.  Per- 
haps even  some  young  names  were  named 
only  to  think  of  unselfishness,  kindness,  and 
truth.  If  so,  chief  amongst  such,  towering 
high  above  them  all,  was  Mary's  Son,  Jesus. 
Of  alt  their  kitin  and  kin  and  comrades,  it 
was  upon  Him  their  joy&i\  hearts  bestowed 
their  warmest  pr^e.  No  sdiool-fellow,  no 
playmate,  exdted  such  genoine  love  and 
wonder.  All  simple  hearts  and  true  adored 
him.  His  ine&ble  good  temper.  His  noble 
way  of  taking  wrong,  His  unwearied  patience 
with  the  irritating,  just  canisd  the  children 
out  of  themselves  and,  now  and  again,  I 
fancy  I  see  them  throw  up  their  caps,  clap 
,:  ttheir  hands,  and  burst  into  glad  hurrahs. 

Where  He  was  known  best  He  was  loved 
;.  Boy  as  be  was.  His  mother  positively 
'  Him  and  treasured  Hisverywords 

her  heart;  and  God,  who  knew  Him  best 
of  all,  better  than  even'  His  mother  (as,  hap- 
pily, He  knows  UB  all),  bestowed  on  Him 
most  admiration  and  praise.  So  His  youdiful 
crowrt  of  glory  was  seen  by  both  earth  and 
heaven.  The  boy  was  in  favour  with  God 
and  man. 

And  remember  this,  my  child,  it  was  just 
what  made  him  lovely  and  beautiful  in  the 
sight  of  God  that  made  Him  lovely  and 
beautiful  in  the  sight  of  man.  Never  think 
of  Jesus  as  like  those  puny,  sickly,  insipid 
children  about  which  books  are  written-:~who 
never  lived,  I  am  glad  to  iJiink-r whose  piety 
is  as  sickly  and  puny  and  insipid  as.  them- 
selvesj  for  whom  God,  if  they  had  really  lived, 
would  have  doubtless  had  plenty  of  pity,  for 
Heisverypij^ful.  Thinkof  Him  asahea^hy 
noble  boy,  who  lifted  up  His  head  "like  3 
man,"  uid' whose  piety- w£s  as  healthy  and 
noble  as  HimseJ^,  t^i^  ni|)^q^-j(^9d  ,41d  cot 
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bestow  pitj,  but  adminKion,  and  toith  whom 
JHe  was  right  well  pleased;  for  just  as  Jesus 
grew  to  be  ttie  favourite  of  nrnple-minded 
folks  in  Nazareth,  He  grew  to  be  the  favourite 
<tf  heaven.  Heaven  does  not  lie  far  away, 
my  Ghildien.  All  that  Jesus  was  doing,  in 
home  and  school  and  street,  was  known 
there;  and  it  was  those  things  that  found 
God's  favour.  We  cannot  be  one  thing  on 
ODT  knees  and  uiother  in  onr  lives ;  nasty  to 
simple-minded  people  about  us  and  pleasant 
to  God  above. 

But  do  not,  either,  think  that  Jesus  found 
no  difficulties  in  the  way  of  His  goodness. 
His  crowns  had  to  be  won  as  such  crowns 
ahoays  have.  Do  not  fancy  that  it  flashed 
in  full  glory  amid  a  waiting  throng  of  admiring 
iriends.  He  "increased"  in  favour;  His 
crown  increased  in  clearness  and  glory  as 
His  body  increased  in  height,  Uttle  by  little, 
day  by  «lay.  The  light  He  shed  on  human 
hearts  shone  brighter  and  brighter.  When  a 
parent's  hasty  word  provoked  no  insolent 
reply,  when  an  unjust  punishment  of  the 
schoolmaster  extorted  nothing  but  a  feeling 
of  genuine  distress,  when  bovs  full  of  envy 
and  passion  In  the  playground  awoke  in  Him. 
a  look  and  a  tone  which  was  brimful  of  pity, 
which  in  spite  of  themselves  made  them  blush 
and  subside  in  shame,  when  to  bad  and 
thankless  fellows  he  was  patient  and  kind — 
then  was  it  that  rarest  jewels  flashed  upon 
His  brow.  His  parents  were  not  likely  to 
be  perfect ;  His  schoolmaster  was  even  less 
likely  still  to  be  so ;  and  the  boys  and  girls 
of  the  streets  were  but  boys  and  girls ;  while 
His  brothers — well,  the  least  you  can  say  of 
them  is  that  they  seem  to  have  been  low- 
natured,  and  altogether  unworthy  of  Him. 
They  might,  as  doubtless  they  did,  Uke  His 
good-heartedness ;  but  they  only  liked  it,  they 
did  not  care  to  copy  it.  It  was  in  cwiquering 
provocations  to  evil,  with  which  such  sur- 
roundings must  have  abounded,  that  He 
won  and  gemmed  His  glory-crown. 

In  some  respects  Nazareth  was  an  easy 
place  in  which  to  win  it,  for  it  seems  to  have 
been  a  low,  benighted  village ;  and  where  there 
is  badness  everywhere,  even  a  little  goodness 
^oes  a  long  way  ;  as  when  shining  in  a  deep 
black  sky,  a  little  star  seems  large  and  clear. 
But  though  it  is  true  that  a  good  life  would 
be  far  easier  to  see,  if  lived  in  such  a  place,  it 
would  at  the  same  time  be  far  harder  to  live. 
The  easiest  place  in  which  to  live  a  good  life 
■Tould  be  where  there  was  nobody  but  your- 
self (and  there  it  would  be  worthleas) ;  it  would 
lie  less  easy  where  there  were  none  but  fairly 
'  good  people,  and  it  would  be  the  least  easy 


gf  all  where  the  people,  dose  to  you  wer; 
all  bad.  To  be  good  tliere,  puie,  patient,' 
truthful,  and  brave,  and  lo  be  hiown  as  such, 
must  be  terrible  work.  And  it  was  in  sur- 
roundings like  these  there  grew  a  glory-crown 
around  the  youthful  brow  of  Jesus.  He 
must  have  had  eiwugh  to  do;  struggles  to 
endure,  prayers  to  say,  temptations  to  fight, 
pains  to  su^,  tears  to  shed ;  but  He  did  it 
all.  God  only  knows  how  much  it  cost. 
amongst  such  neighbours,  for  a  boy  to  win 
by  mere  goodness  the  crown  He  wore. 

It  is  die  mark  of  a  Christian  child  that  he 
is  in  intense  sympathy  with  the  aims  of  Jesus, 
and  longs  and  tries  to  be  like  Him*  He 
does  not  envy  the  golden  circles  which  once 
rested  on  the  brows  of  the  Henrys  and  the 
Georges  of  England,  now  resting  upon  their 
cushions  within  the  iron  grating  in  the  London 
Tower,  but  he  does  covet,  and  with  all  his 
heart,  the  crown  of  Jesus,  of  whic^  goodness, 
punty,  love,  and  truth  were  the  pearls,  the 
rubies,  the  diamonds,  and  the  gold;  the  crown 
which  boys  and  girls  saw  Him  wear  in  the 
home,  the  school,  and  the  street  of  Nazareth. 

Strive  for  this  crown,  my  children,  and  be 
contented  that  its  brightness  shall  grow  upoa 
yon,  slowly  increasing,  increasing  with  your 
life.  This  is  the  crown  that  fadeth  not  away. 
What  Jesus  once  wore  in  Nazareth,  He  now 
wears  in  Paradise.  There,  he  was  Prince  of 
the  children  of  the  earthy  for  the  children 
felt  and  owned  Him  as  their  Prince.  Yonder, 
He  is  the  King  of  the  Kings  of  Heaveh,  for 
all  Heaven  feels  and  owns  and  loves  Him 

its  King. 

Strive  then,  dear  children,  and  Jesus  shall 
help  you.  He  knows  the  children's  struggle, 
and  He  can  give  you  the  victory. 

FOURTH    EVESING. 

Open  ins  HTnn :  "OBBUiateii  i^wreall  aiban."  I>Honi 
John  li.  iS— 35.  Condmiing  Hymn :  "  (iiory  to  Tbe«,  mj 
God,  Ibii  nighl." 

Perhaps  you  have  sometimes  been  per- 
plexed as  you  havft  thought  of  the  many 
tears  which  are  shed  in  a  world  made  by  a 
God  of  love;  It  is  not  the  way,  you  think, 
God  should  do,  if  He  is  kind  and  careful  for 
His  creatures',  good,  as  the  Saviour  says 
He  is.  It  is  certainly  not  the  way  you 
would  do. 

And  I  do  not  deny  the  truth  of  such 
thoughts,  nor  do  I  profess  to  fully  under- 
stand how  it  comes  about  that  this  world  ii 
so  full  of  pain.  But  one  thing  is  certain, 
God  never  causes  us  a  needless  pain,  and  all 
the  world  will  one  day  know  it  too.     Then 
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all  nations,  peoples,  and  tongues  shall  claQ 
their  hands  and  be  glad,  and  shout  aloud  for 
joy,  thai  God  did  just  what  He  did,  and 
those  very  ways  of  His  which  brought  ua 
soiTow,  our  grateful  hearts  shall  rank  as  His 
most  golden  deeds. 

Let  me  illustrate  what  I  mean  by  a  stoiy 
of  an  incident  of  the  Mutiny  in  India. 

The  Indian  Mutiny  was  the  rising  of  a  lot 
of  desperate  men,  with  swords  and  guns, 
against  the  authority  of  the  Queen.  They 
imprisoned  and  slaughtered  her  officers, 
their  wives,  and  children,  and  the  only  safety 
for  Englishmen  was  to  fiy  from  their  savage 
fiiry.  On  the  day  of  the  rising  in  one 
place  there  was  a  little  child  who  had  been 
left  in  the  charge  of  her  Indian  nurse,  father 
and  mother  being  from  home,  and  unless  she 
could  be  got  away  she  would  be  put  to  death, 
for  she  had  a  white  skin,  and  was  the  child 
.of  an  officer  of  the  Queen.  She  was  three 
years  old.  In  this  place,  too,  were  other 
ofheers,  who,  when  danger  came,  at  once 
thought  of  their  absent  comrade's  child. 
Without  a  moment's  delay,  one  of  them 
galloped  to  her  home,  dismounted,  rushed 
uito  the  room  where  she  was  at  play  with 
her  dark-skinned  Indian  nurse,  seized  her, 
hurried  back  to  his  horse,  and  mounting, 
put  her  before  him,  holding  heron  his  horse's 
neck.  By  this  time  the  street  was  filled  with 
men  who  rushed  at  the  flying  officer  to  seize 
his  horse,  stop,  and  kill  both  him  and  that 
English  child.  But  the  brave  man  had  a 
Strong  arm  and  a  trusty  sword,  and  he  cut 
them .  down,  and  fighting  every  inch  of  his 
way,  he  held  the  child  on  the  horse's  neck 
firmly  through  it  all.  But,  oh  !  the  trouble 
that  child  gave  the  brave  man.  From  the 
first  she  kicked,  and  struggled,  and  shrieked, 
and  again  and  again  had  almost  wriggled 
herself  out  of  his  arms.  Every  moment  it 
seemed  as  if  she  must  fall.  But  in  spite  of 
struggles,  and  screams,  and  tears,  with  one 
aim  dinging  firmly  to  her,  with  the  other 
cutting  his  way  bravely  through  opposing  men, 
after  a  long  hard  ride,  her  brave  protector 
delivered  her  safe  into  her  thankful  mother's 
anns.  Yet  no  entreaties  could  make  her  kiss 
him.  He  had  hurt  her,  he  had  I  She  shrank 
from  him  in  genuine  dislike.  She  almost 
hated  him.  "  Friend  1"  how  could  ^  be  a 
friend?  thought  the  simple  child.  He  had 
stolen  her  from  her  nurse,  broken  up  her 
pleasant  game,  and  given  her  such  a  crush 
with  his  hard  ann,  such  a  shaking  on  the 
bare  neck  of  his  horse,  as  uojriauf,  she  was 
sure,  could  ever  think  of  doing.     Kiss  and 


thank  him  I  Her  genuine  little  heart  could 
do  no  such  thing.  She  would  not  forgive,. 
nor  even  took  at  him,  and  timidly  shrank 
from  his  touch. 

Such  was  a  child's  view  of  her  delivering 
friend.  She  had  no  faith  in  a  man  who  coujd 
cause  her  such  pain.  But  you  see,  don't  j'ou, 
that  the  Captain  was  her  true  friend,  her  very 
truest  biend?  and  some  day,  when  she  was 
old  enough  to  understand,  she  would  see  it 
too.  Then,  she  would  not  call  him  unkind; 
she  would  see  how  deeply  kind  he  had  been, 
and  would  even  thank  him  for  all  the  foolish 
tears  he  caused  her,  and  all  the  needful  pain 
he  had  given  her,  in  that  dreadful  ride.  One 
thing  only  would  she  regret,  not  that  she  was 
jogged  about  so  dreadfully,  but  that  she  had 
ever  thought  ill  of  her  friend  and  refused  to 
thank  him  for  his  love — refused  to  kiss  the 
hand  that  saved  her. 

Now  may  we  not  be  like  that  little  girl 
when  we  grumble  at  the  tears  we  have  to  shed 
and  the  pain  we  have  to  suffer?  This  at 
least  is  quite  certain,  like  her  we  are  very 
young.  Speaking  in  the  light  of  our  long 
future,  we  were  "bom  yesterday  and  know 
nothing."  Of  those  who  have  lived  longest, 
Jesus  says  they  must  be  saved  as  "little 
children,"  trusting  not  in  their  own  knowledge 
of  things  but  in  His  love  ;  for  of  their  eternal 
life  not  one  man  in  all  the  world  has  yet 
passed  his  childhood,  and  of  the  eteraal  world 
we  know  nothing,  just  as  that  screaming,  stnig- 
ghng  child  knew  nothing  of  the  Indian  Mu- 
tiny and  of  the  great  dangers  which  sur- 
rounded her  tiny  young  life. 

Then  again  we  are  like  her  too  in  this:  we 
are  being  saved.  God  is  saving  us — saving 
His  little  children  whocannot  understand,  and 
like  pleasure  because  they  do  not  see  their 
danger.  If  we  weep,  as  did  that  little  girl — if 
we  struggle  and  scream,  and  would  do  any- 
thing to  rid  ourselves  of  this  kind  control. 
He  does  not  let  us  have  our  own  way ;  for 
He  knows  too  well  that  we  are  not  fit  to  have 
it,  we  are  too  simple,  and  young,  and  ignorant. 
He  is  quite  willing  to  be  grumbled  at  to-day, 
knowing  that  one  of  these  days  we  shall  see 
how  foolish  we  have  been,  and  when  the  pain- 
ful ride  is  over,  we  shall  understand  what  we 
do  not  and  cannot  now,  that  God  is  love,  and 
all  His  ways  are  loving  too. 

So  now,  even  while  the  rough  ride  lasts, 
let  us  give  up  struggling  and  crying  against 
His  ways  and  bravely  stand  the  pain  He  gives 
us.  Let  us  have  faith  in  God;  say,  God 
wini/d  not,  God  ^ulif  not,  do  all  this  li  it  was 
not  for  our  good. 

u.gizootyGoO^le 
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I— HOME  NOTES. 

THE  POOIBK  CLASSES  AMD  THE  DA!  OF  SBST. 

QNCE  again  the  vexed  qaestioii  of  tbe  opening  or 
National  mnsenms  and  art  gaUeiies  hat  been 
dbcQssed  in  Parliament.  A  resolution  wis  recently 
bn}n|ht  forward  in  tbe  House  of  Lorda  by  the  Eail 
o(  DanraTeo,  to  the  effect  that,  (he  eipeiiment  of 
^rauog  snch  Inslitntions  on  Sunday  having  been 
tried  and  iomid  succenrul  in  the  sabnibtn  diitricti 
of  London  and  in  Dnblin,  it  was  desirable  that  the 
ptictice  shonld  be  attended  to  all  sin 
Hie  resolntion  was  introduced  in  a.  spirit  and 
vhich  told  greatly  in  its  favoor,  it  bdng  acknowledged 
llial  the  Eatl  of  Dtnuaven  spoke  with  genuine  lym- 
pithy  (or  the  pooer  dasMi,  and  that  he  tagtd  the 
■Inmger  pomti  of  hii  argument  with  both  tempetate- 
nes  and  iktU.  Hii  contrast  between  the  dolnen  of 
aa  Eogliih  Sunday  and  the  checifulness  of  a  Sunday 
ibcoad  wai,  however,  lupetGcial  and  misleading,  ai 
CTSTone  really  acquainted  with  Continrstal  "' 
^  iware.  The  tens  of  thousands  of  toilers  in  Paris 
^ne,  to  whom  Sunday  t>tings  no  pause  or  rest, 
ifibid  a  sufficient  answer  to  Lord  Duntaven's  argn- 
meul  on  this  head.  Hit  lordship  failed,  in  our  judg- 
amt,  to  show  that  the  better  class  of  working 
pniple  wanted  the  boon  which  he  atked  for  on  their 
twhilf ;  he  biled  to  show  that  the  poorer  and  more 
struggling  class  would  be  relieved  by  iL  The  argO' 
mati  on  both  sides  of  this  question  have,  however, 
ttfs  10  often  repeated,  that  we  need  not  now  review 
ibem  again.  Ixad  Dunraven's  reiolulion  was  re- 
jected by  the  narrow  majority  of  seven,  in  a  Home 
"!  Mrenty'.eight  members,  and  Lord  Shaftesbury's 
<wmter  resolution,  that  the  time  had  come  for  giving 
cEcct  to  a  recommendation  of  a  select  committee  of 
tte  House  of  Commons,  that  the  British  Museum 
ud  Nationa]  Gallery  should  be  opened  on  three 
ntaingi  of  the  week  from  seven  till  ten,  was  catried* 
We  believe,  notwithstanding  all  that  is  said  atxiut 
iJKincieating  drive  and  pressure  of  life  in  the  present 
diy,  that  tbe  actual  leisure  enjoyed  by  persons  likely 
lo  niit  mtnennts  and  picture  galleries,  as  a  means  of 
cKteatioD,  is  really  much  greater  than  formerly,  and 
■iut  shocto-  hours  of  work,  Saturday  half-holidays, 
Sink  holidays,  &c.,  afford  them  sufficient  opportunity 
lor  taking  advantage  of  exhilritions  of  the  kind. 
^peniitent  efforts  made  to  set  aside  existing  reatik- 
bans  with  r^ard  to  Sunday  occupations  may,  how- 
cttr,  suggest  the  inquiry :  Has  the  Christian  Church 
iliaie  an  that  is  needful  for  tha  populatioiis  of  our 
PW  dtie*  when  it  ha*  opened  places  of  worahip 
ud  Suuday-schooU,  and  distributed  tracts  ?  Let 
lajone  pass  down  the  streets  and  lanes  of  these  great 
unties  of  poptilation  on  Sunday,  at  any  hour,  aitd 
«*ill  see  and  hear  enough  to  impress  him  with  tbe 
&ct  that  there  are  d*A  and  awful  problems  which 
lie  Chorch  has  yet  bU  scarcely  touched.    In  short,  | 


this  question  of  the  day  of  rest  is  not  one  question 
bntmany;  and  it  demands  consideration  and  action 
fiom  many  sides,  if  it  is  to  be  effectually  dealt  with. 

THB  IRBATMEHT  OW  DISEASE  IN   HOSPITALS, 

One  or  two  points  of  special  interest  in  connection  . 
with  the  hospital  system  have  recently  been  brought 
under  the  notice  of  the  public,  to  which  it  may  be 
useliil  to  refer  in  these  pages.  The  formal  i^eiUDg 
of  the  London  Temperance  Hospital,  in  the  Hamp- 
stead  Road,  which  took  place,  under  favourable 
auspices,  a  few  weeks  ago,  marks  an  impoHant  stage 
in  the  success  of  a  vety  earnest  effort,  which  cannot 
bat  command  considerable  sympathy  outside  the 
circle  of  professed  teetotalers.  Since  the  work  of 
this  hospital  was  commenced,  in  temporary  premises 
in  Gower  Street,  between  seven  and  eight  years  ago, 
nine  hundred  and  fifty-four  in-parieuts  and  eight 
thousaad  and  six  out-patients  have  been  under  treat- 
ment  by  its  medical  staff.  All  sorts  of  cases  of 
disease  have  been  dealt  with  without  the  use  of  alco- 
holic ttimnlants.  In  only  one  case  has  alcohol  been 
used,  and  the  medical  testimony  is  that  in  that 
instance  no  benefit  accrued  to  the  patient,  Tiie 
general  results  of  this  treatment  of  diseased  petioni 
on  total  abstinence  principles  have  been  extremely 
satis&ctoiy,  and  appear  to  show,  beyond  posubility 
ofqnestion,  that  the  comfort  and  the  recovery  of  a 
large  majority  of  patients  can  be  effectually  secured 
without  the  use  of  alcohol,  and  consequently  without 
the  riik,  proved  to  be  no  imaginary  one,  of  creating 
insictpetsonsHCiavingfoTintoxicants,  which  remains 
afier,their  comparative  restoration  to  health,  and  often 
leads  to  disastrous  issoes.  The  cost  of  the  new 
HoFpital,  including  the  site,  has  been  abonl  ^£'35,000,  , 
of  which  only  about  ^1,000  remain  to  be  subscribed. 
The  annual  outlay  is  estimated  at/4,000. 

Ihe  other  point  in  the  hospital  system  to  which 
we  reTened  has  been  brought  into  prominence  owing 
to  a  controversy  which  has  been  going  on  for  some 
years  with  respect  to  the  proposed  erection  of  a 
hospital  for  smallpox  patientt  at  Hampstead  Heath. 
The  inhabitants  of  the  district  have  persisted  in 
opposing  this  scheme,  and  Imally  have  secured  a 
dedaion  in  their  favour.  This  looks  like  selfishness, 
at  first  sight ;  supposing,  that  is,  that  hospitals  on 
large  a  acale  as  that  proposed,  for  this  particular 
foitn  of  disease,  are  necessary,  and  must  be  provided 
somewhere  within  convenient  reach  of  masses  of  our 
dty  plantation.  But  the  discussion  in  this  case  has- 
rise  to  the  inquiry  whether  a  larger  number  of 
hospitals  for  the  treatment  of  smallpox  and 
other  InliKtious  disorders  would  not  be  in  every  way 
leas  objectionable  and  more  effieacioos  than  a  lew 
upon  a  vast  scale.  We  confess  that  the  argumentsia 
favour  of  comparatively  small  hospitals  in  each  parish 
seem  to  us  conclusively  to  show  that  such  a  system  would 
betothe  advantage  of  both  the'^^^ntf.aud^j>^1j^  [{^ 
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We  notice  that  aa  "Observei"  bai  Utdy  been 
calling  attention,  in  a  leligiODS  nenpaper,  lo 
SDbject  of  proriding  fiinds  for  cutting  on  letigioiu 
and  philanthropical  locistiea.  He  maka  some  pun- 
gent remarks,  which,  however,  appear  to  be  prompted 
bf  a  friendly  spirit,  and  which,  in  view  of  the  near 
approach  of  the  annivosaty  meetiDgs  in  London, 
worthy  of  brief  notice  here.  The  writer  acconats  for 
the  diEGculty  of  aecoring  sufficient  fundi,  eipedally 
Blinding  Id  one  weU-knoBS  society,*  by  vatious  rea> 
sons,  which,  ai  he  thinks,  are  seldom  mentioned, 
bnt  are  often  pondered  otu  by  "  lilent  but  not  Unio- 
terested  folk."  He  says,  £tBt,  that  '■  notwittajtanding 
the  foolish  talk  often  heard  at  meetings,  and  not 
nnfrequently  in  lermons,  about  the  ineihaoslible 
wealth  of  England,  the  wealth  of  that  comparatirely 
small  and,  for  tha  gieatcr  part,  poor  section  at 
Englishmen  which  in  earnest  snppmts  all  (beae 
societies  is  mil  inexhaustible,  bnt  has  vary  meuoisble 
limits."  Thewiiter  aigneslion  this  that  cnnmittee* 
who  are  responsible  for  the  management  of  certain 
snms  of  money,  intrusted  to  them  for  ipecilic  pni- 
poscB,  are  not  justified  in  going  beyond  the  amount 
thns  placed  in  (heir  charge,  tmiting  to  special  sab- 
■criptions  to  make  up  extra  expenditure  whdch  they 
may  incur.  Secondly,  he  urges  that  Chrislian  coto- 
mittees  as  well  as  Christian  men  individually,  are 
bound  to  confine  their  expenditure  within  their  in- 
come, and  that  getting  into  debt  is  as  great  a  reproach 
In  the  one  case  as  in  the  other.  Thirdly,  legacies 
onght  to  be  regarded  as  principal,  not  as  ammal  in- 
come, and  ought  to  l>e  conscientiously  invested.  "In 
private  life,  to  spend  a  legacy  as  if  it  were  an  annnd 
income  would  be  called  folly,"  and  it  is  suggested 
that  there  is  not  much  difference  in  this  respect 
between  a  committee  and  a  foiTale  person.  We  are 
quite  aware  that  there  it  a  ^lod  deal  to  he  urged  cat 
the  other  side  in  the  case  of  each  of  these  arguments. 
If  committees,  secretaries,  and  other  entfaosiasts  for 
particular  causes  did  not  urge  theii  daima  upon  us 
with  !i  pertinacity  which  will  scarcely  take  denial,  wa 
fear  that  a  good  many  of  us  would  never  give  in  pro- 
portion to  oor  ability.  Secondly,  if  some  of  these 
bodies  and  officials  had  not  more  faith  in  the  elasticity 
of  Christian  generosity  than  our  friend  "  OtMerver,'' 
we  think  that  but  little  a^^ressive  work  would  be 
undertaken,  and  many  enterprises,  which  it  is  of  high 
importance  to  sustain,  would  be  very  suddenly  and 
unceremoniously  dropped.  And,  thirdly,  a«  people 
are,  fortunately  or  unfortunately,  dying  «vay  year,  in 
accordance  with  a  tolerably  ascertainable  amrage  of 
rapidity,  it  is  not  wholly  unjustifiable  in  committees 
to  decline  to  regard  legacies  exclusively  as  '■  princi- 
pal." Private  individuals  seldom  receive  more  than 
one  or  two  legacies  in  a  life-time ;  at  most  (hey  are 
generally  able  to  reckon  with  soiim  certainty  how 
many  legacies  will  fall  to  them.  Societies,  on  the 
other  hand,  in  most  cases  receive  legacies  evcly  year, 
many  cf  (hem  from  wholly  unexpected  quartos ;  and 
by  takinf  the  uenge  cf  a  sufficient  aumher  of  years. 


officials  can  pretty  nearly  tell  what  they  may  reason- 
ably expect  in  legacies  in  any  given  year.  Still,  we 
tiUow  that  ' '  Observer's  "  strictures  have  a  certain 
force  tor  "all  whom  it  may  concern." 


TBK  KBVISBD  BNOLISH  TESTAMBNT. 

The  month  of  May  will  be  marked  by  an  event  of 
tucbinterestto  the  Christian  public  tbat,  although  the 
subject  ii  being  elsewhere  in  these  pages  dealt  with 
in  a  ftdl  and  competent  manner,  we  cannot  but  take 
notice  of  it  hve. .  We  refer  to  the  publication  of  the 
Revised  Version  of  the  English  New  Testament, 
which  is  announced  to  ai^ear  en  or  about  the  1 7th  of 
May.  Tkis  vetsioa  ba*  engaged  the  attention  and 
laborious  efforts  of  a  select  company  of  the  leading 
Qresk- Testament  sChoWi  lit  inland  at  frequent 
periodical  intarnls  during  the  last  ten  years;  aud  its 
pnbltotimi  cannot  but  be  on  event  of  peat  Gignifi- 
caoce  to  the  sincere  and  eameet  student  of  Holy 
ScriptniB.  The  actual  changes  in  the  tiaiulation  wiU 
probably  boleas  in  number  uid  iwportance  than  the 
mere  superficiia  reader  might  n^ect,  but  tbey  will 
donbtless  be  such  as  to  shed  light  upon  many  obscure 
passages,  and  to  give  matetial  assistance  to  the  reader 
who,  in  the  twhTii<-»i  i^ue,  ia  "wUeamed," 


U.— GLAJICES  ABROAD. 


THE  ASSASSINATIOW  OP  ' 

On  Sunday,  Uarcb  13th,  the  Emperor  of  Russia, 
Alexander  II.,  met  his  death  tmdcr  tragic  and  acfiil 
circumstances  which  pivduced  a  startling  and  pro- 
found impression  upim  the  whole  civilised  worU. 
Wiiik  the  Emperor  was  passiog  along  the  streets  of 
St.  Petersburg  in  his  carriage,  auiTounded  by  a  mili- 
tary escort,  an  assassin  who  had  waited  for  the 
approach  of  the  party  suddenly  Omtg  3n  explosive 
shdl  under  the  royal  oaniage.  The  back  of  the 
carriage  was  shattoed,  and  gmit  confusion  and  alarm 
prevailed  for  a  few  momenls.  The  man  wtia  had 
thrownthe  shell  was  at  once  seiiod;  btit«Aik  diis 
was  going  on,  another,  consfriralor,  not  previoDslf 
noticed,  fluag  a  sebond  shell  at  tbe  feat  of  the 
Empeior,  who  had  aHghted  from  hia  carTiage^  This 
timetheexplotion toldwhfafatalaSsot  TheEmpcror 
was  terriUy  wounded,  and  fidl  insennhle  to  the 
gn>nQd.  He  was  borne  away  to  the  Winter  Palace, 
where  in  about  an  boar,  having  only  partially  re- 
coveted  coasoDusness,  be  e^irad.  Xbns  at  length, 
after  at  least  fivodiffBreot  attempts  upon  theEmpeior'a 
ItCe,  the  cruel  putposes  of  the  Nihilist  conspirators 
have  bean  accomplished.  We  camot  think  of 
the  career  of  the  ^peror  Aleunder  and  of  its  ter- 
rible dose  iirithoot  deep  commiseralioD.  He  exem- 
plified more  than  any  other  >Sovereign  oi  Europe  the 
truth  of  the  saying,  "  Uneasy  lies.the  head  that  wears 
town."  Called  to  the  throne  twenty-sii  yam  ago, 
the  death  of  Nicholas,  his  fatiiCT,  he  entered  upon 
the  tasks  and  responsibilities  of  a  despotic  ruler  at  3 
dark  moment  of  Russia's  history.  .  He  dfej^ayed  a 
somewhat  uaopected  energy  and  capadty,  and  hia 


OUR  MONTHLY  SURVEY. 


as, 


tmancrpBtioB  of  thp  SerTs  will  remain  in  (he  reeoTds 
of  bistory  as  an  honourable  memorial  both  of  his 
force  of  will  and  of  his  benevolence  of  heart.  Later 
jtan  have  been  clouded  by  manifold  troubles,  and 
in  addition  to  the  threatening  and  disheartening 
upect  of  public  affair!  there  was  a  dark  shadow 
upon  liis  domeslic  life.  The  Emperoi^  whose  dis- 
fMtion  was  naturally  melancholy,  is  described  as 
haling  long  been  d^ected  and  irritable.  The  persist- 
ence of  the  conspirators  against  his  life,  and  the  con- 
sc;on5ness  of  his  inability  to  grapple  cffeetnally  with 
the  problems  of  administration,  must  have  combined 
loibnn  a  harden  almost  too  great  foramanloendnre. 
Bnl  now  the  end  has  come,  so  far  as  this  royal  person-  ' 
i^B  concerned,  and  be  has  passed  away  from  the 
seme  of  his  earthly  splendour,  solitude,  and  on- 
kppiness,  to  another  world  and  to  an  Infallible  and 
nndful  tribunal.  What  the  Nihilist  conspiratoi 
i*n  gained  it  is  hard  to  see.  We  cannot  look  npon 
isassination  as  o&e  of  the  steps  by  which 
pises  to  a  condition  of  social  improvement  and  of 
polilical  freedom.  We  can  only  hope  that,  in  some 
ny.  this  evil  will  be  divinely  oveimled  for  good, 
■He  problem  of  Russian  -  progreM  is  one  erf  terrible 
complication  and  difficulty. 

in.— MISSION  JOTTINGS. 
THE  MISSION  SXPE&IENCES  AT  BLANTSBK. 
A  moat  pain6il  impt«s«oti  was  produced  seme 
monUis  Ego  by  the  pnblieaflon  ofa  statenent/initten 
br  1  Mr.  Chininde^  a  gentleman  wfao  Lad  just  Mnmed 
Hmn  travelling  m  Africa,  with  respect  to  the  condoet 
iT  certain  agents  of  the  Scotch  Mission  at  filantyre, 
Eatt  Africa.  Tbisuission  was  established  l>etween 
bar  ind  fire  yean  ago,  and  the  mission  party  origi- 
niDy  sent  oat  conrasted  of  Dr,  UacUse  and  five 
anisms.  In  July,  (878,  the  Rev.  Duff  Macdonild 
n>  appointed  clerical  head  of  the  miMicni.  We 
Enticed  Mr.  Chhnside's' statement  at  the  time  of  its 
appearaDce,  and  mentioned  that  Dr.  Rankin,  aa  com- 
BBimer,  had  beenient  ont  by  the  Genend  Assembly 
D^th^ChnrcIi  of  Scotland,  in  orda-to  inqulie  into 
tbe  accnncy  of  tbe  etmrge*  nado  by  Ur.  Cbkatide. 
Hf  wu  accompanied  by  a  geatlem  an  named  Mr. 
^^le.  The  reports  of  the  commiaiianer  and  of 
^.  Piingle  have  recently  been  presented  at  the  ipriag 
anting  of  the  ConunmioB  of  Ihe  GoieniL  AsMmbly 
o  Edinbti^b.  We  regret  to  find  that  the  aetioDS 
i^vges  made  against  the  agenti  of  thesntsion  have 
bmi  foond  to  be  sabstantially  oatvetit.  Acting  no 
doabt  paitiylmder  nnsappichennoD,  the  chief  agents 
"l  tbe  mission  bad  assumed  'the  lunetiaDa  of  civil 
Kngiitntest  and  it.  ii  deai  that  tbpit  attci^itB  at 
>diainiEieTlng  justice  wen  net  only  oarlced  by  a 
oraknoen  and  haite  which  prove  their  utt*r  incom- 
pctence  foi  tbe  dntyr  but  alto  by  n  ahaoat  incre. 
dibte  )»iitality  aad  crueky.  In  tbe  punishment  of 
tAooes  the  lash  has  been  habitoally  nicd  with  eace*- 
^t  taverity ;  men  with  lacerated  backs  have  l>een 
^t  for  days  in  the  stockE,  eipoied  to  intoletabla 
loitnrei  froin  insects  and  other  causes ;   and  in  one 


way  and  anoths  many  lives  bare  been  lost  voder  this 
Christian  {>)  administration.  When  all  possible 
allowances  have  been  made  for  the  position  of  white 
men,  Uving  in  the  midst  of  savages  wilh  no  settled 
form  of  govenunent,  and  endeavouring  to  iotrodoce 
something  like  tbe  order  and  security  of  civilised  life 
in  such  communities,  it  is  impossible  to  read  the 
report  laid  before  the  Commission  of  the  General 
Assembly  without  shame  and  indignation.  Wc  are 
glad  to  see  that  the  action  of  the  Commission  was 
adequate  to  the  grave  circumstances  of  the  case. 
Three  of  the  agents  of  the  mission  were  r^led ;  a 
severe  censure  was  passed  opon  all  who  could  be 
tegaided  as  responsitile  for  the  action  tefeired  to ; 
and  strrnf^ent  instmctioDs  were  adapted  for  ptcven* 
tion  of  evils  of  the  like  kjnd  in  future.  An  important 
tni^estion  made  by  tbe  Commission  was  that  as 
endeavour  should  be  made  to  ascertain,  ■■  for  the 
guidance '  of  the  next  General  Assembly,  bow  othel 
misitons  established  among  uncivihsed  tribes  without 
any  settled  government  are  managed,  anii  to  what 
extent  these  missions  have  escaped  Ihe  diSicultiet 
and  ttonblons  eapeiiencea  at  Blantyre."  We  c^onot 
for  a  moment  suppose  that  the  course  which  hasbeeit 
adopted  at  the  Blautyre  mission  will  be  paralleled  by 
any  other  mission  station ;  bat  we  caimot  donbt  that 
these  Blantyre  "  Experiences  "  have  inflicted  a  vei; 
serious  blow  upon  missionaiy  undertakings  in  Africa, 
and  that  strenuous  efforts  will  be  necessary  in  order 
to  obliterate  the  unfavourable  effect  which  they  have 
produced  upon  the  mind  of  the  Christian  public. 


The  Rev.  J.  Pearse,  one  of  Ihe  London  Missionary 
Society's  agents,  gives  an  account  of  his  labours  and 
experiences  in  one  of  the  proviuces  of  Madagascar^ 
containing  some  tbrty  .  thousand  inhabitants,  ^he 
people  aie-  proverbial  for  ignorance  and  superstition, 
and  the  missionary's  account  gives,  some  of  Ihe  more 
tUscouiB^g  aspects, of  Christian  work  among  t^e 
heathen.  Evety  vestige  of  public  idolatry  bos  been 
swept  away  in  the  district,  and  this  is  attributed 
mainly  to  the  influence  exerted  by.  the  Queen  of  Jila- 
dagascar,  who  in  1 869,  as  many  readers  will  remember, 
sel  her  subjects  a  good  example  by  ordering  the  Royal 
idols  to  be  destroyed.  The  population  may  now 
be  described,  says  Mr.  Peaise,  as  "  non-idolater| 
and  noc -Christians."  Tbe  writer  adds;  "It  is  a 
blessed  thing  that  we  can  affirm  the  former.  Tbe 
great  mas»  of  the  people,  however,  induiiing  those 
who  attend  our  services,  are  still  uudoubleilly 
len  at  heart,  and  also  in  many  of  their  be- 
liefs and  practices ;  and  the  tenacity  with  which 
th^  cling,  to  their  superstitions, .  alter  having  given 
up  their  idols,  reminds  me  of  tbe  Welsh  chieftain, 
\riio,  aftel;  having  embraced  the  gospel  in  a  way, 
abandoned  the  profession  of  heathenism,  but  still  re- 
tained the  practice . of  cannibalism ;  and,  that 'there 
might  be  no-need  for  work  on  Sunday,  had  his  humaA 
victims  killed  and  also  cooked  on  Satitfday  1  "  Mr. 
Pearae  grves  several  illustrations  of  tbe  prevailing 
superstition,  includipg  the  belief  in  witchcraft,  whjc^    , 
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often  leads  to  tragic  conscqaencm.  It  u 
long,  hovreTer,  since  ChristiaQ  England  tbrev  off  the 
belief  In  iritchcraft,  and  this  being  so,  we  may  veil 
be  patient  with  the  weakness  and  Ibtlv  of  these  poor, 
nainslnicted  semi-barbarians.  The  grand  evil  with 
which  the  missionary  has  to  canteod  among  these 
people,  is  not  snperstilion  or  idoUliy,  but  the 
practice  of  rum-drinking,  to  which  they  ate 
enslaved.  The  spiiic  is  distilled  from  the  sugar- 
cane, which  i«  giown  in  great  quantities ;  anil 
.men,  women,  and  children  drink  it  habitually  with 
most  lamentable  consequence*.  This,  too,  we  need 
hardly  say,  is  a  great  evil  with  which  miiiiit< 
missionaries  at  home  have  to  contend,  and  we 
read  or  the  heathen  Malagasy  bmig  besotted  and 
befooled  by  this  degrading  and  disastrous 
out  remembering  the  vast  population  in  these  islands 
which  is  in  very  mnch  the  same  condition.  Never- 
theless, both  there  and  here,  the  faith  of  Christians 
is,  the  gospel  is  "  the  power  ot  God  unto  salvation." 
Such  difGcultiES  call  for  renewed  earnestness  ;  for  (o 
them  we  may  unquestionably  apply  the  Saviour's 
words,  "  This  kinil  goeth  not  out  but  by  prayer  and 

PBOXESIANTISU  IN  ITJLLT. — TKIAU 

At  Marsala,  Sicily,  evidence  has  recently  been  affor- 
ded of  the  bitterness  and  hostility  with  which  the  pro- 
gressofPioteslanlismisregardedbythe  Italian  Roman 
Catholic  priesthood  and  those  who  accept  tbeh' teach- 
ing. The  Wcsleyans  have,  for  some  months  past, 
had  an  agent  engaged  in  teaching,  preaching,  and 
pastoral  supervision  in  Marsala,  and  the  little  Pro- 
testant dock  under  his  care  appear  to  have  experienced 
considerable  prosperity.  Clerical  suspicion  and 
jealousy  were,  however,  roused  by  this  state  of 
things,  and  a  "  Lenten  preacher  "  u-as  engaged,  it 
would  sCEin,  with  the  special  view  of  exciting  public 
feeling  against  the  Methodists.  This  was  done  so 
effectually,  that,  early  in  March,  a  wild  rabble  assem- 
bled in  front  of  the  mission-house  and  school,  seized 
the  furniture  and  other  contents  of  the  buildings,  and 
made  a  bonfire  of  them  in  the  streets.  The  mission 
agent  and  others  appear  to  have  narrowly  escaped 
with  their  lives.  The  Govemmeni  officials  on  the 
spot  were  helpless,  and  the  town  authorities  seem  to 
have  been  implicated  in  the  proceedings,  and,  at  any 
rate,  showed  neither  power  nor  disposition  to  quell 
the  disorder  and  outrage.  The  Italian  Government, 
however,  have  promptly  taken  the  matter  in  hand, 
and  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  further  violence 
wilt  not  be  permitted,  while  it  is  not  unlikely  that 
compensation  for  the  toss  of  property  incutred 
will  be  granted.  The  episode  is  a  significant  one, 
and  suggests  that  the  spirit  of  the  Papal  Church 
Is  still  the  same,  and  is  ready  to  break  forth 
in  the  old  ways  when  the  opportunity  occurs. 
There  are  many  signs,  however,  that  under  the 
enlightened  government  which  Italy  has  enjoyed 
since  her  realisation  of  political  unity,  and  with 
the  opportunities  which  have  been  thus  afforded  for 
the  preiehlag  of  the  gospel  and  for  the  free  proTesdon 


of  (he  Protestant  faith,  the  cauie  of  Evangelical  Inilh 
has  made  great  progress  in  that  country,  and  its 
prospects  may  be  regarded  with  gratitude  and  hDpe- 
folness.  In  connection  with  various  sections  of  the 
Protestant  community,  there  are  now  138  organized 
churches,  besides  about  100  preaching-stations,  in 
Italy,  where  Christian  truth  is  proclaimed  without  the 
admixture  of  Romish  error,  and  service  is  conducted 
in  the  familiar  language  of  the  people.  About  150 
pastors  and  evangelisti,  nearly  all  of  them  Italian  by 
birth,  and  two-thirds  of  them  converts  from  Rome, 
are  engaged  in  connection  with  these  chmches  is 
preaching  and  teaching,  and,  for  the  most  part,  tbej 
find  willing  auditora  in  large  numbers.  Italy,  it  need 
scarcely  be  said,  is  as  yet  far  from  having  completely 
emerged  from  the  darkness  and  religious  lethargy  of 
centuries.  Such  evils  as  she  has  suffered  from  arc 
not  to  be  cured  in  one  generation — perhaps  not  in 
several  generations — but  it  is  true  of  hei  that  the 
dawn  has  come,  and  the  day-star  has  arisen  npon 
her. 

WORK  AUONG   THB   BLIND   IN   SYRIA. 

The  number,  helplessness,  and  soSerilg  of  the 
blind  in  Eastern  countries  form  one  of  the  character- 
istic features  of  the  condition  of  the  population,  by 
which  every  European  traveller  is  painliilly  impressed. 
For  some  years  a  benevolent  work  has  been  carried 
on,  with  some  strikingly  useful  results,  on  behalf  of 
this  sadly  afflicted  class  io  Syria,  by  the  Brilisli 
Mission  at  work  there.  A  school  for  the  blind,  coiu- 
menced  altout  sixteen  yean  ago  by  Mrs.  fiowcn,  aoil 
under  the  superintendence  of  Mr.  Mott,  of  BcytaaU 
has  eitoided  into  several  branches,  and  has  beneHicJ 
large  classes  of  the  population.  There  are  now 
blind  schools  at  fieyrout,  Damasco*,  and  Tyre,  ia 
which  reading  is  taught  from  Moon's  system  of  em- 
bossed characters  in  Arabic,  and  other  useful  instruc- 
tion is  given.  Several  blind  persons  thus  tanght 
have  become  Scripture-readers,  and  are  emplo]«l 
not  only  among  their  fellow-sufferets,  but  also  in 
hospitids,  banacks,  and  other  institutions.  One  blind 
man  of  Damascus  who  entered  the  school  and  learned 
to  read  became  ao  impressed  with  the  truths  of  Scrip- 
tme  that  whenbe  returned  home  he  carried  his  books 
with  him,  and  gathered  round  him  a  company  which 
at  length  numl>ered  seventy  peiMms,  who  enrolled 
themselves  into  a  society  for  reading  and  listening  to 
the  Word  of  God.  Among  these  was  the  late  Greek 
Bishop  of  Tyt«,  who  endeavoured  daring  his  life  to 
spread  the  light  which  he  had  thus  received.  We  an 
informed  that  the  premise*  in  which  one  portion  of 
this  good  work  for  the  blind  is  being  carried  on,  are 
foriale  for  ^^1,300,  and  that  it  is  ntgenllj  desired  thai 
they  may  be  bon^t,  for  this  among  other  reasomB. 
because  if  not,  it  is  probable  that  the  bnildug  may  be 
secured  by  Jesuit  teachers  for  a  l>oys'  school.  Coa- 
tributiona  may  be  sent  to  the  secretary  of  the  British 
Syrian  Mis^on,  Miss  Ponlton,  14,  Homefleld  Road, 
Wimbledon,  S.W.,  who,  no  doubt,  will  gUdly  fur- 
nish foller  information  than  we  can  find  rocan  for 
here. 


■t  Bnl  like  cobweba,  at  lut  like  ci 


COBWEBS  AND  CABLES. 

Br  HESBA  STRETTON,  Adtbok  or  "Jsssica's  Fisst  P»ayki,"  "In  Puson  amd  Out,"  itc. 

imr  allriiultd  It  NafelHm  I. 

the  broad,  shallow  steps  of  the  oaken  stair- 
case, trodden  so  many  years  by  the  feet  of  all 
who  were  dearest  to  him ;  the  quiet  chambers 
above,  where  his  mother,  his  wife,  and  hts 
children  were  at  this  moment  sleeping  peace- 
fully— how  unutterably  and  painfully  sweet 
all  his  home  was  to  him  I 

Very  prosperous  his  life  had  been ;  hardly 
oversluidowed  by  a  single  eloud.  His  &ther, 
who  had  been  the  third  partner  in  the  oldest 
bank  in  Riveraborough,  had  lived  until  he  was 
old  enough  to  step  into  his  place.  The  bank 
had  been  established  in  the  last  century,  and 
was  looked  upon  as  being  as  safe  as  the  Bank 
of  England.  The  second  partner  was  dead ; 
and  the  eldest,  Mr.  Clifford,  had  left  eveir> 
thing  in  his  hands  for  the  last  five  years. 

No  man  in  Rlversborough  had  led  a  more 
prosperous  life  than  he  had.  His  wife  was 
from  one  of  the  county  families;  without  for- 
tune indeed,  but  with  all  the  advantages  of 
high  connections,  which  lifted  him  above  the 
rank  of  mere  business  men,  and  admitted  him 
into  society  hitherto  dosed  even  to  the  head 
partner  in  the  old  bank ;  in  spite  even  of  the 
^t  that  he  sUIl  occupied  the  fine  old  hoose 
adjoining  the  bank  premises.  There  was 
scarcely  a  townsman  who  was  held  to  be  his 
equal;  not  one  who  was  considered  hia 
superior.  Though  he  was  little  over  thir^ 
yet,  he  was  at  the  head  of  all  municipal 
afiairs.  He  had  already  held  the  office  of 
mayor  for  one  year,  and  might  have  been  re- 
elected, if  his  infe  had  not  somewhat  scorned 
the  homely  boui^eois  dignity.  There  was  no 
more  popular  man  in  the  whole  town  thin 
he  was. 

But  he  had  been  building  on  the  sands; 
and  the  storm  was  rising.  He  could  hear 
the  moan  of  the  winds  growing  louder,  and 
the  rush  of  the  on-coming  floods  drawing 
nearer.  He  must  make  good  his  escape  now, 
or  never.  If  he  put  off  flight  till  to-mortow, 
he  would  be  crushed  with  the  falling  of  hts 
house. 

He  lifted  himself  up  heavily,  and  looked 
round  the  room.  It  was  his  private  office,  at 
the  back  of  the  bank,  handsomely  furnished 
as  a  bank  parlour  should  be.  Over  the  fire- 
place hung  the  portrait  of  old  Clifford,  the 
senior  partner,  faithfully  painted  by  a  local 
artist,  who  had  not  attempted  to  soften  the 
hard,  stem  face,  and  the.fi^,<t?>F$.pfJhs 


CHAPTER   I. — ABSCONDED. 

LATE  as  it  was,  though  the  handsome 
office-clock  on  the  chimney-piece  had 
already  struck  eleven,  Roland  Sefton  did  not 
move.  He  had  not  stirred  hand  or  foot  for 
a  long  white  now;  no  more  than  if  he  had 
been  bound  fast  by  many  strong  cords,  which 
no  effort  could  break  or  untie.  His  confi- 
dential clerk  had  left  him  two  hours  ago, 
and  the  undisturbed  stillness  of  night  had 
surrounded  him  ever  since  he  had  listened 
to  his  retreating  footsteps.  "  Poor  Acton  1 " 
he  had  said  half-aloud,  and  with  a  heavy 
sigh. 

As  he  sat  there,  his  clasped  hands  resting 
on  his  desk  and  his  face  hidden  on  them,  all 
his  life  seemed  to  nnfold  itself  before  him ; 
not  in  painful  memoiies  of  the  past  only,  but 
in  terrified  prevision  of  the  black  future. 

How  dear  his  nadve  town  was  to  him  I 
He  had  always  loved  it  from  his  very  baby- 
hood. The  wide  old  streets,  with  ancient 
houses  still  standing  here  and  there,  rising  or 
falling  in  gentle  slopes,  and  called  by  quaint 
old  names,  such  as  he  never  heard  elsewhere ; 
the  fine  old  churches  crowning  the  hiUs,  and 
lifting  up  delicate  tall  spires,  visible  a  score  of 
aules  away;  the  grammar  school  where  he 
had  spent  the  happiest  days  of  his  boyhood; 
the  rapid  river,  brown  and  swirling,  which 
swept  past  the  town,  and  came  back  again  as 
if  it  could  not  leave  it;  the  ancient  bridges 
spanning  it,  and  the  sharp-cornered  recesses 
OQ  them  where  he  had  spent  many  an  idle 
hour,  watching  the  boats  row  in  and  out 
under  the  arciies — he  saw  every  familiar  nook 
and  comer  of  his  native  town  vividly  and 
suddenly,  as  if  he  caught  glimpses  of  them 
by  the  capricious  play  of  lightning. 

And  this  pleasant  home  of  his ;  these  walls 
vhich  enclosed  his  birth-place,  and  the  birth- 
place of  his  children  1  He  could  not  imagine 
himself  finding  true  rest  and  a  peaceful 
shelter  elsewhere.  The  spacious  old  rooms, 
^Ih  brown  wainscoted  walb  and  carved 
ceilings ;  the  tall  and  narrow  windows,  with 
deep  window-sills,  where  as  a  child  he  had  so 
often  knell,  gazing  out  on  the  wide  green 
landscape,  and  the  far  distant,  almost  level 
line  of  tiie  horizon — his  boy,  Felix,  had 
fenelt  in  one  of  them  a  few  hours  ago,  looking 
out  with  grave  childish  eyes  on  £e  sunset ; 

X— 31 


390 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


cold  blue  eyes,  which  seemed  fastened  piti 
lessly  upon  him.  He  had  never  seen  ihe 
likeness  before  as  he  saw  it  now.  Would 
such  a  man  overlook  a  fault,  or  have  any 
mercy  for  an  offender?  Never  1  He  tmned 
away  from  it,  feeling  cold  and  sick  at  heart; 
and  with  a  heavy  and  very  bitter  sigh  he 
locked  the  door  upon  the  room  where  he  had 
spent  so  large  a  portion  of  his  life.  The 
place  which  had  known  him  would  know 
him  no  more. 

As  noiselessly  and  warily  as  if  h«  was  a 
thief  breaking  into  the  quiet  house  he  stole 
up  the  dimly-lighted  staircase,  and  paused  for 
a  minute  or  two  before  a  door,  listening 
intently.  Then  he  crept  iu.  A  low  shaded 
lamp  was  burning,  giving  light  enough  to 
guide  him  to  the  cot  where  Felix  was  keep- 
ing. It  would  be  his  birthday  to-morrow, 
and  the  child  must  not  lose  his  birthday  gift ; 
though  the  relentless  floods  were  rushing  on 
tow^s  him  also.  Close  by  was  the  cot 
where  his  baby  daughter,  Hilda,  was  at  rest 
'  He  stood  between  them,  and  could  lay  a 
hand  on  each.  How  soundly  the  children 
slept  whilst  his  heart  was  breaking!  Dear 
as  they  had  been  to  him,  he  had  never 
realised  till  now  how  priceless  beyond  all 
words  such  little  tender  creatmes  could  be. 
He  had  called  them  into  existence ;  and  now 
the  greatest  good  that  could  bc&Jl  diem  was 
bis  death.    It  was  unutterable  agony  to  him. 

His  gift  was  a  Bible,  the  boy's  own  choice; 
and  he  laid  it  on  the  pillow  where  Fehx 
would  find  it  as  soon  as  his  eyes  opened. 
He  bent  over  him,  and  kissed  him  with 
trembling  lips.  Hilda  stirred  a  little  when 
his  lips  touched  her  soft,  rosy  face,  and  she 
half-opened  her  eyes,  whispering  "Father;" 
and  then  fell  asleep  again  smiling.  He  dared 
not  ling^  another  moment,  but  passing 
Stealthily  away,  he  paused  listening  at  another 
door,  his  face  white  with  anguish.  "  I  dare 
not  see  Felicita,"  he  murmured  to  himself, 
"  but  I  must  look  on  my  mother's  face  once 
again." 

The  door  made  no  sound  as  he  opened  i^ 
and  his  feet  fell  noiselessly  on  the  thick  car- 
pet ;  but  as  he  drew  near  his  mother's  bed, 
her  eyes  opened  with  a  clear,  steady  gaze,  as 
if  she  had  been  awaiting  his  coming.  There 
was  a  light  burning  here  as  well  as  in  the 
night-nursery  adjoining,  for  it  was  his  mother 
who  had  chaige  of  the  children,  and  who 
would  be  the  first  the  nurse  would  call  if  any- 
thing was  the  matter.  She  awoke  as  one 
vdio  expects  to  be  called  upon  at  any  hour ; 
but  the  light  was  too  dim  to  betray  the 
mitety  on  her  ton's  face. 


"  Roland  1 "  she  said,  in  a  slightly  foreign 
accent. 

"Were  you  calling,  mother?"  he  asked. 
"  I  was  passing  by,  and  I  came  in  here  to  see 
if  you  wanted  anything." 

"I  did  not  caU,  my  son,"  she  answered; 
"but  what  have  you  the  matter?  Is  Felicita 
ill  ?  or  the  babies  ?  Your  voice  is  sad,  Ro- 
land." 

"  No,  no,"  he  said,  forcing  himself  to  speak 
in  a  cheerful  voice;  "Fclidta  is  asleep,  I 
hope ;  and  the  babies  are  all  right  But  I 
have  been  late  at  bank-work ;  and  I  turned 
in  just  to  have  a  look  at  you,  mother,  before 
I  go  to  bed." 

"  That's  my  good  son,"  she  said,  smiling, 
and  taking  his  hand  between  her  own  in  a 
fond  clasp. 

"  Am  I  a  good  son  i  "  he  asked. 

His  mother's  face  waa  a  fair,  sweet  face 
still,  the  soft  brown  hair  scarcely  touched 
with  white;  and  with  clear,  dark  grey  eyes 
gazing  up  frankly  into  his  own.  They  were 
eyes  like  these,  with  their  truthful  light  shin- 
ing through  them,  inherited  from  her,  which 
in  himself  had  won  the  unquestioning  trust  and 
confidence  of  those  who  were  brought  mto 
contact  with  him.  There  was  no  warning 
signal  of  disloyalty  in  his  face  to  set  others 
on  their  guard.  His  mother  looked  up  at 
him  tenderly. 

"Always  a  good  son,  the  best  of  sons, 
Roland,"  she  replied,  "and  a  good  husband, 
and  a  good  father.  Only  one  little  fault  in 
my  good  son :  too  spendthrift,  too  lavisL 
You  are  not  a  fine,  rich  lord,  with  large  lands, 
and  much,  very  much  money,  my  boy.  I  do 
my  best  in  the  house ;  but  women  can  only 
save  pennies,  whilst  men  fling  about  pounds," 

"But  you  love  me  with  all  my  faults, 
mother? "he  said. 

"  As  my  own  soul,"  she  answered. 

There  waa  a  profound  solemnity  in  her 
voice  and  look,  which  penetrated  to  his  very 
heart.  She  was  not  speaking  lightly.  It 
was  in  the  same  spirit  with  which  Paul  wrote, 
after  saying,  "  For  I  am  persuaded  that 
neither  death,  nor  life,  nor  angels,  nor  princi- 
palities, nor  powers,  nor  things  present,  nor 
things  to  come,  noi  height,  nor  depth,  nor 
any  other  creature  shall  be  able  to  separate 
us  from  the  love  of  God,  which  is  in  Christ 
Jesus  our  Lord," — "  I  could  wish  that  myself 
were  separate  from  Christ  for  my  brethren, 
my  kinsmen  according  to  the  flesh."  His 
mother  had  reached  that  sublime  height  of 
love  for  him. 

He  stood  silent,  looking;  down  on  her  with 
dull,  aching  eyes,  as  be  a^^tp.tum^elf  it 
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was  perhaps  for  the  last  time.  It  was  the 
last  time  she  would  ever  see  him  as  her  good 
SOD.  With  her,  in  her  heart  and  memory,  all 
his  life  dwelt ;  she  knew  the  whole  of  it,  with 
00  break  or  iatemiptioD.  Only  this  one 
bidden  thread,  which  had  been  woven  into 
the  web  in  secret,  and  which  was  about  to 
Hand  out  with  such  clear  and  open  dis- 
dosuie;  of  this  she  had  no  faint  suspidon. 
For  a  minute  or  two  he  felt  as  if  be  must  tell 
her  of  it ;  that  he  must  roll  off  this  hoiribte 
ireigfat  from  himself,  and  crush  her  &ithful 
heut  with  iL  But  what  could  his  mother 
do?  Her  love  could  not  stay  the  stoim; 
she  had  no  power  to  bid  the  winds  and 
waves  be  still  It  would  be  best  for  all  of 
them  if  he  could  make  his  escape  secretly, 
and  be  altogether  lost  in  impenetrable  dark- 
ness. 

At  that  moment  a  clock  in  the  hall  below 
struck  one. 

■'Well,"  he  said  wearily,  "if  I'm  to  get 
any  sleep    to-night   I   must  be  off  to  bed. 
Good-bye,  mother." 
"  Good-bye  ?  "  she  repeated  with  a  smile. 
"  Good  night,  of  course,"  he  replied,  bend- 
ing over  her  and  Icissiog  her  tenderly. 

"  God  bless  you,  my  son,"  she  said,  put- 
ting both  her  hands  upon  his  head,  and 
pressing  his  &ce  close  to  her  own.  He  could 
not  break  away  from  her  fond  embrace;  but 
in  a  few  moments  she  let  him  go,  bidding  him 
get  some  rest  before  the  night  was  passed. 

Once  more  he  stood  in  the  dimly-lighted 
passage,  listening  at  his  wife's  door,  with  his 
Gtigeis  involuntarily  clasping  the  handle. 
But  he  dared  not  go  in.  If  he  looked  upon 
Felidta  again  he  could  not  leave  her,  even 
to  escape  from  ruin  and  disgrace.  An  agony 
oi  love  and  of  tenor  took  possession  of 
him.  Never  to  see  her  again  was  hoi- 
nhle;  but  to  see  her  shrink  from  him  as 
*  base  and  dishonest  man,  his  name  an 
otbiaj  to  her,  would  be  worse  than  death. 
Did  she  love  him  enough  to  forgive  a  sin 
committed  chiefly  for  her  sake?  In  the 
depths  of  his  own  soul  the  answer  was  no. 

He  stole  down-stairs  again,  and  passed  out 
by  a  side  dooT  into  the  streets.  It  was  rain- 
ing heavily,  and  the  wind  was  moaning 
through  the  deserted  thoroughfiires,  where  no 
sound  of  footsteps  coutd  be  heard.  Behind 
him  lay  his  pleasant  home,  never  so  precious 
as  at  this  moment  He  looked  up  at  the 
windows,  the  two  faintly  Kt  up,  and  that 
other  darkened  window  of  the  chamber  he 
lud  not  dared  to  enter.  In  a  few  hours 
those  women,  so  unutterably  dear  to  him, 
would  be  overwhehned  by  the  great  sorrow 


he  had  prepared  for  them;  those  children 
would  become  the  inheritors  of  his  sin.  He 
looked  back  longingly  and  despairingly,  as 
if  there  only  was  life  for  him ;  and  then 
hurrying  on  swiftly  he  lost  sight  of  the  old 
home,  and  felt  as  a  drowning  wretch  at  sea 
feels  when  the  heaving  billows  hide  from  him 
the  glimmering  light  ctf  the  beacon,  which, 
however,  can  o9er  no  harbour  of  refuge  to 

CSAFTER  II. — PHEBE  MARLOWE. 

Though  the  night  had  been  stormy  the  sun 
rose  brightly  on  the  rain-washed  streets,  and 
the  100&  and  walls  stood  out  with  a  peculiar 
deamess,  and  with  a  more  vivid  colour  than 
usual,  against  the  deep  blue  of  the  sky.  It 
was  May-day,  and  most  hearts  were  stirred 
with  a  pleasant  feeling  as  of  a  holiday ;  not 
altogether  a  common  day,  though  the  shops 
were  all  open,  and  business  was  going  on  as 
usual.  The  old  bethought  themselves  of 
the  days  when  they  had  gone  a- Maying; 
and  the  yotipg  fdt  less  disposed  to  work, 
and  were  inclined  to  wander  out  in  search 
of  May-flowers  in  the  green  meadows,  or 
along  the  sunny  banks  of  the  river,  which 
surrounded  the  town. 

Early,  very  early  considering  the  ten  miles 
she  had  ridden  on  her  rough  hill-pony,  came 
a  young  countiygirlacrossoneof  tbeandeut 
bridges,  with  a  large  market-basket  on  her 
arm,  brimful  of  golden  May-flowers,  set  off 
weU  by  their  own  glossy  leaves,  and  hy  the 
dark  blue  of  her  dress.  She  checked  her 
pony  and  lingered  for  a  few  minutes,  look- 
ing over  the  parapet  at  the  swift  rushing  of 
the  current  through  the  narrow  arches.  A 
thin  tine  of  alders  grew  along  the  margin  of 
the  river,  with  their  pale  green  leaves  half 
unfolded ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  swiriing 
wateia,  parting  them  into  two  streams,  lay  a 
narrow  islet  on  which  tall  willow  wands  were 
springing,  with  soft,  white  buds  on  every  rod, 
and  glistening  in  the  sunshine.  Not  far 
away  a  lofty  avenue  of  lime-trees  stretched 
along  the  banks,  casting  wavering  shadows 
on  the  t^own  river ;  whilst  beyond  it,  on  the 
summit  of  one  of  the  hills  on  which  the  town 
was  built,  there  rose  the  spires  of  two  churches 
built  dose  together,  with  the  gilded  crosses 
on  their  tapering  points  glittering  more 
brightly  than  anything  else  in  the  joyous 
light.  For  a  little  while  the  girl  gazed 
dreamily  at  the  landscape,  her  colour  coming 
and  going  quickly,  and  then  with  a  deep- 
drawn  sigh  of  delight  she  roused  herself  and 
her  pony,  and  passed  on  into  the  town. 
The  church  clocks  struck  nine  as  she 
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turned  into  Whiteliriars  Road,  the  street  where 
the  old  bank  of  Riversborongh  stood.  The 
houses  on  each  side  of  the  broad  and  quiet 
street  were  handsome,  old-fashioned  dwelling- 
places,  not  one  of  which  had  as  yet  been 
turned  into  a  shop.  The  roost  eminent 
lawyers  and  doctors  lived  in  it ;  and  there 
was  more  than  one  frontage  which  displayed 
a  hatchment,  left  to  grow  faded  and  dis- 
coloured long  after  the  year  of  mourning 
was  ended.  Here  too  was  the  judge's  resi- 
dence, set  apart  for  his  occupation  during  the 
assizes.  But  the  old  bank  was  the  most 
handsome  and  most  ancient  of  all  those 
urban  mansions.  It  had  originally  stood 
alone  on  the  brow  ofthe  hill  overlooking  the 
river  and  the  Whitefriars  Abbey.  Towards 
-the  street,  when  Ronald  Seflon's  forefathers 
had  realised  a  fortune  by  banking^  now  a 
hundred  years  ago,  there  had  been  a  new 
■frontage  built  to  it,  with  the  massive  red- 
'brick  workmanship  and  tall  narrow  windows 
■  of  the  eighteenth  century.  But  on  the  river 
side  it  was  still  an  old  Elizabethan  mansion, 
-with  gabled  roofs  standing  boldly  up  against 
the  sky ;  and  low  broad  casements,  latticed 
and  filled  with  lozenge-shaped  panes ;  and 
half-timber  walls,  with  black  beams  fikstuoned 
iato  many  forms ;  and  with  one  story  jutting 
out  beyond  that  below,  until  the  attic  window 
under  the  gable  seemed  to  hang  in  mid-air, 
without  visible  support,  over  the  garden 
-sloping  down  a  steep  baik  to  the  river-side. 

Phebe  Marlowe,  in  her  coarse  dark  blue 
merino  dress,  and  with  her  maiket^basket  of 
^  golden  blossoms  on  her  ann,  walked  with  a 
quick  step  along  the  quiet  street,  having  left 
ter  pony  at  a  stable  near  the  entrance  to  the 
town.  There  were  few  persons  about ;  but 
those  whom  she  met  she  looked  at  with  a 
pleasant,  shy,  slight  smile  on  her  face,  as  if 
-she  almost  daimed  acquaintance  with  them, 
and  was  ready,  even  wishful,  to  bid  them 
.good  morning  on  a  day  so  fine  and  bright. 
"Two  or  three  responded  to  this  inarticulate 
greeting,  and  then  her  lips  parted  gladly,  and 
her  voice,  clear  though  low,  answered  them 
-with  a  sweet  good-humour  that  had  some- 
thing at  once  peculiar  and  pathetic  in  it. 
She  passed  under  a  broad  archway  at  one 
side  ofthe  bank  offices,  leading  to  the  house 
entrance,  and  to  the  sloping  g^en  beyond. 
A  private  door  into  the  bank  was  ajar,  and 
a  dark,  sombre  face  was  peering  out  of  it 
into  the  semi-darkness.  Phobe's  feet  paused 
for  an  instant, 

"Good  moming,  Mr,  Acton,"  she  said, 
with  a  little  rustic  curtsey.  But  he  drew 
back  quickly ;  and  she  heard  him  draw  the 


bolt  inside  the  door,  as  if  be  had  neither  seen 
nor  heard  her.  Yet  the  face,  with  Its  eager 
and  scared  expression,  had  been  too  quickly 
seen  by  her,  and  too  vividly  impressed  upon 
her  keen  perception ;  and  she  went  on,  chilled 
a  little,  as  if  some  cloud  had  come  over  the 
clear  brightness  ofthe  moming, 

Phebe  was  so  much  at  home  in  the  bouse, 
that  when  she  found  the  housemaid  on  her 
knees  cleaning  the  hall  floor,  she  passed  on 
unceremoniously  to  the  dining-room,  where 
she  felt  sure  of  finding  some  of  the  family. 
It  was  a  spacious  room,  with  a  low  ceding 
where  black  beams  crossed  and  recrossed 
each  other;  with  wainscoted  walls,  and  a 
carved  chimney-piece  of  almost  black  oak. 
A  sombre  place  m  gloomy  weather,  yet  so 
decorated  with  old  china  vases,  and  great 
brass  salvers,  and  silver  cups  and  tankards 
catching  every  ray  of  light,  that  the  whole 
room  glistened  in  this  bright  May-day,  In 
the  broad  cushioned  seat  formed  by  the  sill 
of  the  oriel  window,  which  was  almost  as 
large  as  a  room  itself,  there  sat  the  elder  Mrs, 
Sefton,  Roland  Sefton's  foreign  mother,  with 
his  two  children  standing  before  her.  They 
had  their  hands  clasped  behind  them,  and 
their  faces  were  turned  towards  her  with  the 
grave  earnestness  children's  faces  often  wear. 
She  was  giving  them  their  daily  Bible  lefison, 
and  she  held  up  her  small  brown  hand  as  a 
signal  to  Phebe  to  keep  silence,  and  to  wait 
a  moment  until  the  lesson  was  ended, 

"  And  so,"  she  said,  "  those  who  know  the 
will  of  God,  and  do  not  keep  it,  will  be 
beaten  with  many  stripes.  Remember  that, 
my  httlc  Felix." 

"  1  shall  always  try  to  do  it,"  answered  the 
boy  solemnly,  "  I'm  nine  years  old  to-day ; 
and  when  I'm  a  man  I'm  going  to  be  a  pastor, 
like  your  father,  grandmamma;  my  great- 
grandfather, you  know,  in  the  Jura.  Tell  us 
how  he  used  to  go  about  the  snow  mountains 
seeing  his  poor  people,  and  how  he  met  with 
wolves  sometimes,  and  was  never  frightened," 

"  Ah  I  my  little  children,"  she  answered, 
"  you  have  had  a  good  fadier,  and  a  good 
grandfather,  and  a  good  great-grandfather. 
How  very  good  you  ought  to  be," 

"  We  will,"  cned  both  the  children,  cling- 
ing round  her  as  she  rose  from  her  chair; 
until  they  caught  sight  of  Phebe  standing  in 
the  doorway.  Then  with  cries  of  delight 
they  flew  to  her,  and  threw  themselves  upon 
her  with  almost  rough  caresses,  as  if  they 
knew  she  could  well  bear  it.  She  received 
them  with  merry  laughter,  and  knelt  don-n 
that  their  arms  might  be  thrown  more  easily 
round  her  neck.      .  '    :  ^••.'-■•i^i^ 
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"  See,"  she  said,  "  I  was  up  so  eaily,  whilst 
you  were  all  in  bed,  finding  May-roses  for 
you,  with  the  May-dew  on  them.  And  if 
your  father  and  mother  wiQ  let  us  go,  I'll 
take  you  up  the  river  to  the  osier  island ;  oi 
you  ^tall  ride  my  Ruby,  and  weV  go  off  a 
toQg,  long  way  into  the  country,  us  three, 
and  have  dinner  in  a  new  place,  where  you 
have  never  been.  Because  it's  Felix's  birth- 
day." 

She  was  still  kneeling  on  the  floor,  with 
the  children  about  h^,  when  the  door 
opened,  and  the  same  troubled  and  haggard 
face,  which  had  peeied  out  upon  hei  under 
the  archway,  looked  into  the  room  with 
restless  and  bloodshot  eyes.  Fhebe  felt  a 
sudden  chill  again,  and  rising  to  her  feet,  put 
the  chQdren  behind  ba,  as  if  she  feared  some 
danger  for  them. 

"Where  is  Mr.  Sefton?"  he  asked  in  a 
deep,  hoarse  voice,  "is  he  at  home,  Madame?" 

Ever  since  the  elder  Mr.  Sefton  had 
brought  his  young  foreign  wife  home,  now 
more  than  tliiity  years  ago,  the  people  of 
Kiversborough  had  called  her  Madame,  giving 
to  her  no  other  title  or  surname.  It  had 
always  seemed  to  set  her  apart,  and  at  a 
distance,  as  a  foreigner,  and  so  quiet  had  she 
been,  so  homely  and  domesticated,  that  she 
had  remained  a  stranger,  keeping  her  old 
habits  of  life  and  thought,  and  often  yearning 
for  the  old  pastor's  home  amongst  the  Jura 
Mountains. 

"  But  yes,"  she  answered,  "  my  son  is  late 
this  morning ;  but  all  the  world  is  early,  I 
think.  It  is  not  much  beyond  nine  o'clock, 
Hr.  Acton.    The  bank  is  not  open  yet." 

"  No,  no,"  he  answered  hurriedly,  whilst 
his  eyes  wandered  restlessly  about  the  room ; 
"  he  is  not  ill,  Madame?" 

"  I  hope  so  not,"  she  replied,  with  some 
rague  oneasiness  stirring  in  her  heart. 

"  Nor  dead  ?  "  he  muttered. 

"  Dead  I "  exclaimed  both  Madame  and 
Phebe  in  one  breath,  "  dead  I " 

"  All  men  die,"  he  went  on,  "  and  it  is  a 
pleasant  thing  to  lie  down  quietly  in  one's 
own  grave,  where  the  wicked  cease  from 
troubling^  and  the  weary  are  at  rest.  He 
could  rest  soundly  in  the  grave." 

"I  will  go  and  see,"  cried  Madame, 
catching  Phebe  by  the  arm. 

"Pray  God  you  may  find  him  dead,"  he 
answered,  with  a  low,  miserable  laugh, 
ending  in  a  sob. 

He  wasmad;  neither  Madame  nor  Fhebe 
had  a  doubt  of  it.  They  put  the  children 
before  them,  and  bade  them  run  away  to  the 
nursery,  whUst  they  followed  up  the  broad 


old  staircase.  Madame  went  into  her  son's 
bedroom;  but  in  a  few  seconds  she  returned 
to  Phebe  with  an  anxious  face. 

"  He  is  not  there,"  she  said,  "  nor  Felidta. 
She  is  in  her  own  sitting-room,  where  she 
likes  not  to  be  followed.  It  is  her  sacred 
place,  and  I  go  there  never,  Phebe." 

"But  she  knows  where  Mi.  Sefton  is," 
answered  Phebe,  "  and  we  must  ask  hor. 
We  cannot  leave  poor  Mr.  Acton  alone.  If 
nobody  else  dare  disturb  her,  I  will." 

"  She  will  not  be  vexed  with  you,"  said 
Madame  Sefton.  "  Knock  at  this  door, 
Phebe;  knock  till  she  answers.  I  am 
miserable  about  my  son." 

Several  times  Fhebe  knocked,  more  loudly 
each  time,  until  at  last  a  low  voice,  sounding 
far  away,  bade  them  go  in.  Very  quietly,  as 
if  indeed  they  were  stepping  into  some  holy 
place  barefooted,  they  crossed  the  thieshold. 

CHAPTER  III. — FELiaTA. 

The  room  was  a  small  one,  with  a  dim, 
many<colouied  light  pervading  it;  for  the 
upper  part  of  the  mullioned  casement  was 
filled  with  painted  glass,  and  even  the  panes 
of  the  lower  part  were  of  fiiintly  tmted  green. 
Like  all  the  rest  of  the  old  house  the  walls 
were  wainscoted,  but  here  there  was  no  piece 
of  chma  or  silver  to  sparkle ;  the  only  glitter 
was  that  of  the  g^dmg  on  the  handsomely 
bound  books  arranged  in  two  bookcases. 
In  this  green  gloom  sat  Felicita  Sefton,  lean- 
ing back  in  her  chair,  with  her  head  resting 
languidly  on  the  cushions,  and  her  dark  eyes 
turned  dimly  and  dreamily  towards  the 
quietly  opening  door. 

"Phebe  Marlowe!"  she  said,  her  eyes 
brightening  a  little,  as  the  fresh,  sweet  face 
of  the  young  country  girl  met  her  gaze. 
Phebe  stepped  softly  forward  into  the  dim 
room,  and  laid  the  finest  of  the  golden 
Sowers  she  had  gathered  that  morning  upon 
Felicita's  lap.  It  brought  a  gleam  of  spring 
sunshine  into  the  gloom  which  caught  Fcliciia's 
eye,  and  she  uttered  a  low  cry  of  delight  as 
she  took  it  up  in  her  small,  delicate  hand. 
Phebe  stooped  down  shyly  and  kissed  the 
small  hand,  her  face  all  aglow  with  smiles 
and  blushes. 

"  Feliciu,"  said  Madame,  her  voice  fitltering 
a  little,  "where  is  my  son  this  morning?" 

"Roland I"  she  repeated  absendy ;  "Ro- 
land ?  Didn't  he  say  last  night  he  was  going 
to  London?" 

"  To  London  I"  exclaimed  his  mother. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  "  he  bade  me  good- 
bye last  night ;  I  remember  now.  He  said 
he  would  not  disturb  me  again ;  he  was  going 
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by  the  mail  train.  He  was  sorry  to  be  away 
on  poor  little  Felix's  birthday.  I  recollect 
quite  distinctly  now." 

"  He  said  not  one  word  to  me,"  said 
Madame.     "  It  is  strange." 

"  Very  strange,"  asserted  Felicita  languidly, 
as  if  she  were  wandering  away  again  into  the 
reverie  they  had  broken  in  upon. 

"  Did  he  say  when  he  would  be  back?" 
asked  his  mother. 

"  In  a  few  days,  of  course,"  she  answered. 

"But  he  has  not  told  Acton,"  resumed 
Madame. 

"Who  did  you  say?"  inquired  Felicita. 

"  The  head  clerk,  the  manager  when  Ro- 
land is  away,"  she  said.  **  He  has  not  said 
anything  to  him." 

"  Very  strange,"  said  Felicita  again.  It  was 
plainly  irksome  to  her  to  be  disturbed  by 
questions  like  these,  and  she  was  withdraw- 
ing herself  into  the  remote  and  unapproach- 
able distance  where  no  one  could  follow  her. 
Her  finely-chiselled  features  and  colourless 
skin  gave  her  a  singular  resemblance  to 
marble ;  and  they  might  almost  as  well  have 
addressed  themselves  to  a  marble  im^e. 

"  Come,"  said  Madame,  "  we  must  see 
Acton  again." 

They  found  him  in  the  bank  parlour,  where 
Roland  was  usually  to  be  met  with  at  this 
hour.  There  was  an  unspoken  hope  in  their 
hearts  that  he  would  be  there,  and  so  deliver 
them  from  the  undefined  trouble  and  terror 
they  were  EuCfering.  But  only  Acton  was 
there,  seated  at  Roland's  desk,  and  turning 
over  the  papers  in  it  with  a  rapid  and  reck- 
less hand.  His  face  was  hidden  behind  the 
great  flap  of  the  desk,  and  though  he  glanced 
over  it  for  an  instant  as  the  door  opened,  he 
concealed  himself  again,  as  if  feigning  un- 
consciousness of  any  one's  presence. 

"  My  son  is  gone  to  London,"  said  Ma- 
dame, keeping  at  a  safe  distance  from  him, 
with  the  door  open  behind  her  and  Phebe  to 
secure  a  speedy  retreat.  The  flap  of  the 
desk  fell  with  a  loud  crash,  and  Acton  flung 
his  arms  above  his  head  with  a  gesture  of 
despair. 

*'  I  knew  it,"  he  exclaimed.  "  Oh,  my 
dear  young  master  I  God  grant  he  may  get 
away  safe.    AH  is  losti" 

"What  do  you  mean?"  cried  Madame, 
forgetting  one  terror  in  another,  and  catching 
him  by  the  arm;  "what  is  lost?" 

"  He  b  gone  t"  he  answered,  "  and  it  was 
more  my  fault  than  his — mine  and  Mrs. 
Sefton's.  Whatever  wrong  he  has  done  it 
was  for  her.  Remember  that,  Madame,  and 
you,  Fhebe  Marlowe.    If  anything  happens 


remember  it's  my  &dt  more  than  his,  and 
Mis.  Sefton's  fault  mote  than  mine." 

"  Tell  me  what  you  mean  ?  "  u^ed  Madame 
breathlessly. 

"Youll  know  when  Mr.  Sefton  returns, 
Madame,"  he  answered  with  a  sudden  return 
to  his  usually  calm  tone  and  manner,  which 
was  as  startling  as  his  former  vehemence  had 
been;  "he'll  explain  all  when  he  comes 
home.  We  must  open  the  bank  now ;  it  is 
striking  ten." 

He  locked  the  desk  and  passed  out  of  the 
comfortably-furnished  parlour  into  the  office 
beyond,  leaving  them  nothing  to  do  but  to 
return  into  the  house  with  their  curiosity  un- 
satisfied, and  the  mother's  vague  trouble  ud- 
soothed. 

*'  Phebe,  Phebe  I"  cried  Felixas  they  slowly 
re-entered  the  pleasant  home,  "my  mother 
says  we  may  go  up  the  river  to  the  osier 
island ;  and,  oh,  Phebe,  she  will  go  with  us 
her  own  self ! " 

He  had  run  down  the  broad  staircase  to 
meet  them,  almost  breathless  with  deUght, 
and  with  eyes  shining  with  almost  serious 
rapture.  He  clasped  Fhebe's  arm,  and,  lean-, 
ing  towards  her,  whispered  into  her  ear — 

"She  took  me  in  her  arms,  and  said,  '  I 
love  you,  Felix,'  and  then  she  kissed  me  as 
if  she  meant  it,  Fhebe.  It  was  better  than 
all  my  birthday  presents  put  together.  My 
father  said  to  me  one  day  he  adored  her; 
and  I  adore  her.  She  is  my  mother,  you 
know — the  mother  of  me,  Felix ;  and  I  lie 
down  on  the  floor  and  kiss  her  feet  every 
day,  only  she  does  not  know  it.  Whea  she 
looks  at  me  her  eyes  seem  to  go  through  me ; 
but,  oh,  she  does  not  look  at  me  often." 

"  She  is  so  difl'erent ;  not  like  most  people," 
answered  Fhebe  with  her  aims  round  the  boy. 

Madame  had  gone  on  sadly  enough  np- 
stairs  to  see  if  she  could  find  out  anything 
about  her  son;  and  Phebe  and  Felix  had 
turned  into  the  terraced  garden,  where  the 
boat-house  was  built  close  under  the  bank  of 
the  river. 

"  I  should  be  sorry  for  my  mother  to  be 
like  other  people,"  said  Felix  proudly.  "  She 
is  like  the  evening  star,  my  father  says,  and 
I  always  look  out  at  night  to  see  if  it  is 
shining.  You  know,  Phebe,  when  we  row 
her  up  the  river,  my  father  and  me,  we  keep 
quite  quiet,  only  nodding  at  one  another  which 
way  to  pull,  and  she  sits  silent  with  eyes  that 
shine  like  stars.  We  would  not  speak  for 
anything,  not  one  little  word,  lest  we  should 
disturb  her.  My  father  says  she  is  a  great 
genius;  not  at  all  like  other  people,  and 
worth  thousands  and  thousands  of  common 
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Tomen.  But  I  don't  thmk  you  arc  a  com- 
mon  woman,  Phebe,"  he  added,  lifting  up 
his  eager  face  to  hers,  as  if  afraid  of  hurting 
ber  feelings,  "uid  my  father  docs  not  think 
so,  I  know," 

"Your  &ther  has  known  me  all  my  life, 
and  has  always  been  my  best  friend,"  said 
Phebe  with  a  pleasant  smile,  "  But  I  am  a 
KOrking  woman,  Felix,  and  your  mother  is 
a  lady  and  a  great  genius.  It  is  God  who 
has  ordered  it  so." 

She  would  have  laughed  if  she  had  been 
less  simple-hearted  than  she  was,  at  the 
anxious  care  with  which  the  boy  arranged 
Ihe  boat  for  his  mother.  No  cushions  were 
soft  enough  and  no  shawls  warm  enough  for 
(he  precious  guest.  When  at  length  all  was 
ready,  and  he  fetched  her  himself  from  the 
house,  it  was  not  until  she  was  comfortably 
seated  in  the  low  seat,  with  a  well-padded 
sloping  back,  against  which  sh&.  could  re- 
cline at  ease,  and  with  a  soft,  warm  shawl 
wrapped  round  her — not  till  then  did  the 
slight  cloud  of  care  pass  avay  from  his  face, 
and  the  litde  pucker  of  anxiety  which  knitted 
his  brows  grow  smooth.  The  little  girl  of  five, 
Hilda,  nestled  down  by  her  mother,  and  Fe- 
iii  took  his  post  at  the  helm.  In  unbroken 
silence  they  pushed. o£f  into  the  middle  of 
the  stream,  the  boat  rowed  easily  by  Phebe's 
strong  young  arms.  So  silent  were  they  all 
Ibat  they  could  hear  the  rustling  of  the  young 
laves  on  the  trees,  under  whose  shadows 
they  passed,  and  the  joyous  singing  of  the 
larks  in  the  meadovrs  on  each  side  of  the 
sanny  reaches  of  water,  down  which  they 
floated.  It  was  not  until  they  landed  the 
childreti  on  the  osier  island,  and  bade  them 
nin  about  to  play,  and  not  then  until  they 
vere  some  distance  away,  that  their  merry 
jonng  voices  were  heard. 

"Phebe,"  said  Felidta  in  her  low-toned, 
Hd'ily4]odulated  voice,  always  languid  and 
deliberate,  "  talk  to  me.  Tell  me  how  you 
spend  your  life." 

Phebe  was  sitting  fauct  to  face  with  her, 
l>alaiidtig  the  boat  iiith  the  oars  against  the 
swift  flowing  of  the  river,  with  smiles  coming 
Md  going  on  her  face  as  rapidly  as  the 
shadows  and  the  sunshine  chasing  each  other 
over  the  fields  this  May  morning. 

"  You  know,"  she  answered  simply,  "  we 
live  a  mile  away  from  the  nearest  house,  and 
*at  is  only  a  cottage  where  an  old  farm- 
abourcr  lives  with  his  old  wife.  Ifs  verj- 
lonesome  up  there  on  the  hills.  Days  and 
days  go  by,  and  I  never  hear  a  voice  speak- 
ing, and  I  feel  as  if  I  could  not  bear  the 
sound  of  my  own  voice  when  I  call  the  cattle 


home,  or  the  fowls  to  come  for  their  corn. 
IF  it  wasn't  for  the  living  things  around  me, 
that  know  me  as  well  as  tliey  know  one 
anotba,  and  love  me  more,  I  should  feel 
sometimes  as  if  I  was  dead.  And  I  long  so 
to  hear  somebody  speak — to  be  near  more 
of  my  fellow-creatures.  Why,  when  I  touch 
the  hand  of  any  one  I  love,  yours,  or  Mr. 
Sefton's,  or  Madame's,  it's  almost  a  pain  to 
me;  it  seems  to  bring  me  so  close  to  you. 
I  always  feel  as  if  I  became  a  part  of  father 
when  I  touch  him.  Oh,  you  do  not  know 
what  it  is  to  be  alone  I" 

"  No,"  said  Felicita,  sighing,  "never  have 
I  been  alone,  and  I  would  give  worlds  to  be 
as  free  as  you  are.  You  cannot  imagine  what 
it  is,"  she  went  on  speaking  rapidly  and  with 
intense  eagerness,  "  never  to  belong  to  yomr- 
self,  or  to  be  alone;  for  it  is  not  being 
alone  to  have  only  four  thin  walls  separating 
you  from  B.  husband,  and  ctuldren,  and  a  Istge 
busy  household.  '  What  are  you  thinking, 
my  darling?'  Roland  is  always  asking  me; 
and  the  children  break  in  upon  me.  Body, 
soul,  and  spirit,  I  am  held  down  a  captive ;  I 
have  been  in  bondage  all  my  life.  I  have 
never  even  thought  as  I  should  think  if  I 
could  be  free." 

But  I  cannot  understand  that,"  cried 
Phebe.  "  I  conld  never  be  too  near  those  I 
love.  I  should  like  to  live  in  a  large  house, 
with  many  people  all  smiling  and  talking 
around  me.     And  everybody  worships  you." 

She  uttered  the  last  words  shyly,  partly 
afraid  of  bringing  a  frown  on  the  lovely  face 
opposite  to  Jier,  which  was  quickly  losing  its 
vivid  expression,  and  sinking  back  into  statu- 
esque coldness. 

"  It  is  simply  weariness  to  me  and  vexation 
of  spirit,"  she  answered.  "  If  I  could  be 
quite  alone,  as  you  are,  with  only  a  father 
like  yours,  I  thmk  I  could  get  free ;  but  I 
have  never  been  left  alone  from  my  baby- 
hood j  just  as  Felix  and  Hilda  are  never  l^t 
alone.  Oh,  Phebe,  you  do  not  know  how 
happy  yoc  are." 

"  No,"  she  sud  cheerfully,  "  somedraei 
when  I  stand  at  our  garden^ate,  and  look 
round  me  for  miles  and  miles  away,  and  the 
sweet  air  blows  past  me,  and  the  bees  are 
humming,  and  the  birds  calling  to  one 
another,  and  everything  is  so  peaceful,  ivith 
father  happy  over  his  work  not  far  oflf,  I 
think  I  don't  know  how  happy  I  am,  I  try 
to  catch  hold  of  the  feeling  and  keep  it,  but 
it  slips  away  somehow.  Only  I  thank  God 
I  am  happy." 

"  I  was  never  happy  enough  to  thank  God," 
Felidu  murmured,  lymg  back  mher  seat  and 
'■"■'  "■'  ''-'  ^"'^'^'^ 
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shutting  her  eyes.  Presently  the  childreo 
returned,  and,  afier  another  silent  low,  slower 
and  more  toilsome,  as  it  Vas  up  the  river,  they 
drew  near  home  again,  and  saw  Madame's 
aoxious  face  watching  for  them  over  the  low 
garden  wall.  Her  heart  had  been  too  heavy 
for  her  to  join  them  in  their  pleasure-taking, 
and  it  was  no  lighter  now. 

CHAPTER   IV. — UPFOLD  FARM. 

Fhebz  rode  slowly  homewards  in  the  dusk 
of  the  evening,  her  brain  too  busy  with  the 
varied  events  of  the  day  for  her  to  be  in  any 
haste  to  reach  the  end.  For  the  last  four 
miles  her  road  lay  in  long  by-lanes,  shady 
with  high  hedge-rows  and  trees  which  grew 
less  Sequent  and  more  stunted  as  she  rose 
gradually  higher  up  the  long  spurs  of  the 
hills,  whose  rounded  outlines  showed  dark 
against  the  clear  orange  tint  of  the  western 
sky.  She  could  hear  the  brown  cattle  chewing 
the  cud,  and  the  bleating  of  some  solitary 
sheep  on  the  open  moor,  calling  to  the  flock 
Ax>m  which  it  had  strayed  during  the  da^r- 
time,  with  the  angry  yelping  of  a  dog  m 
answer  to  its  cry  from  some  distant  farm- 
yard. The  air  was  fresh  and  chilly  with 
dew,  and  the  low  wind,  which  only  lifted  the 
branches  of  the  trees  a  little  in  the  lower  land 
she  had  left,  was  growing  keener,  and  would 
blow  sharply  enough  across  the  unsheltered 
table-land  she  was  reaching.  But  stilt  she 
loitered,  letting  her  rough  pony  snatch  tufts 
of  fresh  grass  from  the  banks,  and  shamble 
leisurely  along  as  he  strayed  from  one  side 
of  the  road  to  another. 

Fhebe  was  not  so  much  thinking  as 
pondering  in  a  confused  and  unconnected 
manner  over  all  the  circumstances  of  the 
day,  when  suddenly  the  tall  figure  of  a  man 
rose  from  under  the  black  hedgerow,  and 
laid  his  arm  across  the  pony's  neck,  with  his 
face  turned  up  to  her.  Her  heart  throbbed 
quickly,  but  not  altogether  with  terror. 

"  Mr.  Sefton  I "  she  cried. 

"You  know  me  in  the  dark  then,"  he 
answered.  "  I  have  been  watching  for  you 
all  day,  Fhebe.    You  come  from  home?" 

She  knew  he  meant  his  home,  not  hers. 

"  Yes,  it  was  Felix's  birthday,  and  we  have 
been  down  the  river,"  she  said. 

"  Is  anything  known  yet  ?  "  he  asked. 

Though  it  was  so  solitary  a  spot  that 
Fhebe  had  passed  no  one  for  the  last  three 
miles,  and  he  had  been  haunting  the  hills  all 
day  without  seeing  a  soul,  yet  he  spoke  in  a 
wlusper,  as  if  fearful  of  betraying  himself. 

"Only  that  you  are  away,"  she  replied; 
"and  they  thinlc  you  are  in  London," 


"Is  not  Mr.  Clifford  come?"  he  asked. 

"No,  sir;  he  comes  to^nonow,"  she 
answered. 

"  Thank  God  I "  he  exclaimed,  in  a  louder 
tone.  When  he  spoke  again  he  did  so  with- 
out looking  into  her  face,  which  indeed  was 
scarcely  visible  in  the  deepening  dusk. 

"  Fhebe,"  he  said,  "  we  have  known  each 
Other  for  many  years." 

"All  my  life,  sir,"  she  responded  eagerly; 
"  father  and  me,  we  are  proud  of  knowing 
you." 

Before  speaking  again  he  led  her  pony  up 
the  steep  lane  to  a  gate  which  opened  on  the 
moorland.  It  was  not  so  dark  here,  from 
under  the  hedgerows  and  treeS)  and  a  little 
pool  beside  the  gate  caught  the  last  lingering 
light  in  the  west,  and  reflected  it  like  a.  dim 
and  dusty  mirror.  They  could  see  one' 
another's  faces ;  his  was  working  with  strong 
excitement,  and  hers,  earnest  and  friendJ/r 
looked  frankly  down  upon  him.  He  clasped 
her  hand  with  the  strong,  desperate  grip  of  a 
sinking  man,  and  her  fingers  responded  with 
a  warm  dasp. 

"  Can  1  trust  you,  Fhebe  ?  "  he  cried.  "  I 
have  no  other  chance." 

"  I  will  help  you,  even  to  dying  for  you 
and  yours,"  she  answered.  The  girlish 
fervour  of  her  manner  strudc  him  mourn- 
fully. Why  should  he  burden  her  with  bis 
crime  ?  What  right  had  he  to  demand  any 
sacrifice  ftata  her  ?  Yet  he  felt  she  spoke  the 
truth.  Fhebe  Marlowe  would  rejoice  in  help- 
ing, even  unto  death,  not  only  him,  but  any 
other  fellow-creature  who  was  sinking  under 
sorrow  or  sin. 

"  Come  on  home,"  she  said ;  "  it  is  bitterly 
cold  here ;  and  you  can  tell  me  what  to  do." 

He  placed  himself  at  the  pony's  head 
again,  and  trudged  on  speechlessly  along  the 
rough  road,  which  was  now  nothing  more 
than  the  tracks  made  by  cart-wheels  across- 
the  moor,  with  deep  ruts  over  which  he 
stumbled  like  a  man  who  is  worn  out  with 
fatigue.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  low 
cottage  was  readied,  surrounded  by  a  little 
belt  of  fields,  and  a  few  storm-beaten  fir- 
trees.  There  was  a  duU  glow  of  red  to  be 
seen  through  the  lattice  window,  telling 
Fhebe  of  a  smouldering  fire,  made  up  for 
her  by  her  father,  before  going  back  to  his 
workshop  at  the  end  of  the  field  behind  the 
house.  She  stirred  up  the  wood-ashes  and 
threw  upon  them  some  dry,  light  faggots  of 
gorse,  and  in  a  few  seconds  a  dazzling  light 
filled  the  little  room  firom  end  to  end.  Jt  was 
a  familiar  place  to  Roland  Sefton,  and  he 
took  no  notice  of  it    But  it  was  a  curious 
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"  A  C17  at  BiiDglcd  nte  tad  grief  broke  Iron  liii  tilenl  lipi." 


interior.  Every  ciche  of  the  walls  was 
covered  with  carved  oak;  no  wainscoted  hall 
in  the  country  could  be  more  richly  or  more 
fanciful ly  decorated.  The  chimney-piece 
over  the  open  hearth-stone,  a  wide  chimney- 
piece,  was  deeply  carved  with  curious 
devices.  The  doors  and  window-frames,  the 
cupboards  and  the  shelves  for  the  crockery 
were  all  of  dark  oak,  fashioned  into  leaves 
and  ferns,  with  birds  on  their  nests,  and 
tiraid  rabbits,  and  still  more  timid  wood- 
mice   peeping   out  of  their  coverts,  cocks 


crowing  with  uplifted  crest,  and  chickens 
nestling  under  the  hen -mother's  wings, 
sheaves  of  corn,  and  tall,  club-hcaded  bull- 
rushes— all  the  objects  familiar  to  a  country 
life.  The  dancing  light  played  upon  them, 
and  shone  also  upon  Roland  Sefion's  sad  and 
weary  face.  Phebe  drew  her  father's  carved 
arm-chair  close  to  the  fire. 

"Sit  down,"  she  said,  "and  let  me  get  you 
something  to  eal." 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  sinking  down 
wearily  in  the  chair;  "I   am  nearly  dying 
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of  hunger.  Good  heavens !  is  it  possible  I 
can  be  hungry  ?  ",- 

He  spoke  with  an  indescribable  expression 
of  mingled  astonishment  and  dread.  Sud- 
denly there  broke  upon  him  the  possibility 
of  suSering  want  in  many  forms  m  the  fu- 
ture, and  yet  he  felt  ashamed  of  foreseeing 
them  in  this,  the  Arst  day  of  his  great  cala- 
mity. Until  this  moment  he  had  been  too 
absorbed  in  dwelhng  upon  the  moral  and 
social  consequences  of  his  crime,  to  realise 
how  utterly  worn  out  he  was;  but  all  his  I 
physical  strength  appeared  to  collapse  in  an 
instant. 

And  now  for  the  first  time  Phebe  beheld 
the  change  in  him,  and  stood  gazing  at  him 
in  mute  surprise  and  sorrow.  He  had  always 
been  careful  of  his  personal  appearance,  with 
a  refinement  and  daintiness  which  had  grown 
especially  fastidious  since  bis  marriage.  £ut 
now  his  coat,  wet  through  during  the  ni^ht, 
and  dried  only  by  the  keen  air  of  the  hills, 
was  creased  and  soiled,  and  his  boots  were 
thickly  covered  with  mud  and  clay.  His 
face  and  hands  were  unwashed,  and  his  hair 
hung  unbrushed  over  his  forehead.  Phebe's 
whole  heart  was  stirred  at  this  pitiful  change, 
and  she  laid  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  with  a 
timid  but  affectionate  touch, 

"  Mr.  Roland,"  she  said,  "  go  up-stairs 
and  put  yourself  torrights  a  little ;  and  give 
me  your  clothes  and  your  boots  to  brush. 
You'll  feel  better  when  you  are  more  like 
yourself." 

He  smiled  faintly  as  he  looked  up  at  her 
quivering  lips  and  eyes  full  of  unshed  tears. 
But  her  homelf  advice  was  good,  and  he 
was  glad  to  follow  it.  Her  little  room  above 
was  lined  with  richly  carved  oak  panels  tike 
the  kitchen  below,  and  a  bookcase  contained 
her  books,  many  of  which  he  had  himself 
given  to  hei^  There  was  an  easel  standing 
under  the  highest  part  of  the  shelving  roof, 
where  a  skylight  was  let  into  the  thatch,  and 
a  half-finished  painting  rested  on  it.  But  he 
did  not  give  a  glance  towards  it.  There  was 
very  Httle  interest  to  him  just  now  in  Phebe's 
pursuits ;  though  she  owed  most  of  them  to 
him. 

By  the  time  he  was  ready  to  go  down, supper 
was  waiting  for  him  on  the  warm  and  bright 
hearth,  and  he  fell  upon  it  almost  ravenously. 
It  was  twenty-four  hours  since  he  had  last 
eaten.  Phebe  sat  almost  out  of  sight  in  the 
shadow  of  a  large  settle,  with  her  knitting  in 
her  hand,  and  her  eyes  only  seeking  his  face 
when  any  movement  seemed  to  indicate  that 
she  could  serve  him  in  some  way.  But  in 
these  brief  glances  she  noticed  the  colour 


coming  back  to  his  face,  and  new  vigour  and 
resolution  changing  his  whole  aspect. 

"And  now,"  he  said,  when  his  hunger  was 
satisfied,  "  I  can  talk  to  you,  Phebe." 

CHAPTER  V. A  CONFESSION. 

Birr  Roland  Sefton  sat  silent,  with  his 
shapely  hands  resting  on  his  knees,  and  his 
handsome  face  turned  towards  the  hearth, 
where  the  logs  had  burned  down  and  emitted 
only  a  tow  and  fitful  flame.  The  little  room 
was  scarcely  lighted  by  it,  and  looked 
all  the  darker  for  the  blackness  of  the 
small  uncurtained  window,  through  which 
the  ebony  face  of  night  was  peering  in.  This 
bare  uncovered  casement  troubled  him,  and 
from  time  to  time  he  turned  his  eyes  uneasily 
towards  it.  But  what  need  could  there  be  of 
a  curtain,  when  they  were  a  mile  away  from 
any  habitation,  and  where  no  road. crossed 
the  moor,  except  the  rugged  green  pathway, 
worn  into  deep  ruts  by  old  Marlowe's  own 
waggon?  Yetasif touchedbysomevaguesym- 
pathy  with  him,  Phebe  rose,  and  pinned  one 
of  her  large  rough  working  aprons  across  it. 

"Phebe,"  he  said,  as  she  stepped  sofdy 
back  to  her  seat,  "you  and  I  have  been 
friends  a  long  time ;  and  your  fathet  and  I 
have  been  friends  all  my  life.  Do  you  recol- 
lect me  staying  here  a  whole  week  when  I 
was  a  schoolboy  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  her  eyes  glistening 
in  the  dusky  light ;  "  but  for  you  I  should 
have  known  nothing,  only  what  work  had 
to  be  done  for  father.  You  taught  me  my 
alphabet  that  week,  and  the  hymns  I 
have  said  every  night  since  then  beitite  I  go 
to  sleep.  You  helped  me  to  teach  myself 
painting ;  and  if  I  ever  paint  a  picture  worth 
looking  at,  it  will  be  your  doing." 

"No,  no;  you  are  a  bom  artist,  Phebe 
Marlowe,"  he  aaid,  "though  perhaps  the 
world  may  never  know  it.  But  b«ng  sudi 
friends  as  you  say,  I  will  trust  you.  Do  you 
think  me  worthy  of  trust,  true  and  honest  as 
a  man  should  be,  Phebe  ? " 

"As  true  and  honest  as  the  day,"  she 
cried,  with  eager  emphasis. 

"  And  a  Christian  ?  "  he  added,  in  a  lower 
voice. 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  "I  do  not  know  a 
Christian  if  you  are  not  one." 

"That  is  the  sting  of  it,"  he  groaned, 
"  true,  and  honest,  and  a  Christian  1  And 
yet,  Phebe,  if  I  were  taken  by  the  police  to- 
night, or  if  I  be  taken  by  tliem  to-morrow,  I 
sliall  be  lodged  in  Kiversborough  gaol,  and 
tried  before  a  jury  of  my  townspeople  at  the 
assizes  next  moniti." 
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"  No,  it  is  impossible  ! "  she  cried,  stretch- 
ing out  her  brown,  hard-working  hand,  and 
laying  it  on  his  white  and  shapely  one,  which 
bad  never  known  toil. 

"You  would  not  send  me  to  gaol,"  he 
sud ;  "  I  knovr  that  well  enough.  But  I  de- 
serve it,  my  poor  girl.  They  would  find  me 
guilty  and  sentence  me  to  a  convict  prison. 
1  saw  Dartmoor  prison  on  my  wedding 
journey  with  Felicita,  Heaven  help  me  I  She 
liked  the  wild,  solitary  moor,  with  its  great 
tors  and  its  desolate  stillness,  and  one  day 
we  went  near  to  the  prison.  Those  grim 
walls  seemed  to  take  possession  of  me;  I 
feit  oppressed  and  crushed  by  thero.  I  could 
not  forget  them  for  days  after,  even  with 
Felicita  by  my  side." 

His  Toice  trembled  as  he  ^K>ke,  and  a 
quiver  ran  through  his  whole  frame,  which 
seemed  to  thrill  through  Phebe's;  but  she 
only  pressed  her  pitifiJ  hand  more  closely 
on  his. 

"  I  might  have  escaped  last  night,"  he  went 
on,  "but  I  stumbled  over  a  poor  girl  in  the 
street,  dying.  A  young  girl,  no  older  than 
rou,withoutapeDny  or  a  friend  ;  a  sinner  too 
like  myself;  and  I  could  not  leave  her  there 
alone.  Only  in  finding  help  for  her  1  lost 
my  chance.  The  train  to  London  was  gone, 
and  there  was  no  other  till  ten  this  morning. 
I  expected  Mr.  Clifford  to  be  at  the  bonk 
tCHlay ;  if  1  had  only  known  he  would  not 
be  there  I  could  have  got  away  then.  But  I 
came  here,  why  I  hardly  know.  You  could 
not  hide  me  for  long  if  you  would ;  but  there 
was  no  one  else  to  help  me." 

"  But  what  have  you  done,  sir  ?  "  she  asked 
with  a  tremulous  long-drawn  sigh. 

"Done?"  he  repeated;  "ay,  there's  the 
qaestion.  I  wonder  tf  I  can  be  honest  and 
ttue  now  with  only  Phebe  Marlowe  listening. 
I  could  have  told  my  mother,  perhaps,  if  it 
had  been  of  any  use ;  but  I  would  die  rather 
than  tell  Felicita.  Done,  Phebe  !  I've  appro- 
priated securities  trusted  to  my  keeping, 
pledging  some  and  selling  others  for  my  own 
Me.    I've  stolen  ;£io,ooo." 

"And  you  could  be  sent  to  prison  for 
"?"  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  glancing  un- 
easily round  as  if  she  fancied  she  would  be 
overheard. 

"  For  I  don't  know  how  many  years,"  he 
answered, 

"It  would  kill  Mrs.  Sefton,"  she  said. 
"  Oh  I  how  could  you  do  it  ?  " 

"It  was  for  Felicita  I  did  it,"  he  replied 
absently ;  "  for  my  Felicita  only." 

For  a  few  minutes  Phebe's  brain  was  busy, 
but  not  yet  with  the  most  stmowful  thoughts. 


There  could  be  no  shadow  of  doubt  in  her 
mind  that  this  dearest  friend  of  hers,  sitting 
beside  her  in  the  twilight,  was  guilty  of  the 
crime  he  had  confessed;  but  she  could  not 
as  yet  dwell  upon  the  crime.  He  was  in 
imminent  peril ;  and  his  peril  threatened  the 
welfare  of  nearly  all  whom  she  loved.  Ruin 
and  infamy  for  him  meant  ruin  and  infamy 
for  them  all.  She  must  save  him  if  possible. 
"  Phebe,"  he  said,  breaking  the  dreary 
silence,  "  I  ought  to  tell  you  one  thing  more. 
The  money  your  father  left  with  me — the 
savings  of  his  life — six  hundred  pounds — it 
is  all  gone.  He  intrusted  it  to  me,  and 
made  his  will,  appointing  me  your  guardian; 
such  confidence  he  had  in  me.  I  have  made 
both  him  and  you  penniless." 

"  I  think  nothing  of  that,"  she  answered. 
"  What  should  I  ever  have  been  but  for  you  ? 
A  dull,  ignorant  country  girl,  living  a  life 
little  higher  than  my  sheep  and  cattle.  We 
are  rich  enough,  my  ftlher  and  me.  This 
cottage,  and  the  fields  about  it,  are  our  own. 
But  I  must  go  and  tell  father." 

"  Must  he  be  told  ?  "  asked  Roland  Sefton 
arutiously, 

"We've  no  secrets,"  she  replied;  "and 
there's  no  fear  of  him,  you  know.  He  would 
see  if  I  was  in  trouble ;  and  I  shall  be  in 
trouble,"  she  added,  in  a  sorrowful  voice- 
She  opened  the  cottage  door,  and  going 
out,  left  him  alone.  It  was  a  familiar  place 
to  him;  but  hitherto  it  had  been  only  the 
haunt  of  happy  holidays,  from  the  time 
when  he  had  been  a  school-boy  until  his  last 
autumn's  shooting  of  grouse  and  woodcock 
on  the  wide  moors.  Old  Marlowe  had  been 
one  of  his  earliest  friends ;  and  Phebe  had 
been  something  like  a  humble  younger  sister 
to  him.  If  any  one  in  the  world  could  be 
depended  upon  to  help  him,  outside  his 
own  family,  it  must  be  old  Marlowe  and  his 
daughter. 

And  yet,  when  she  left  him,  his  first  im- 
pulse wai  to  rise  and  flee  while  yet  there  was 
time — before  old  Marlowe  knew  his  secret. 
Phebe  was  a  girl,  living  as  girls  do,  in  a  re- 
gion of  sentiment  and  feeling,  hardly  under- 
standing a  crime  against  property.  A  girl 
like  her  had  no  idea  of  what  his  responsi- 
bility and  his  guilt  were,  money  ranking  so 
low  in  her  estimate  of  life.  But  old  Mar- 
lowe would  look  at  it  quite  differently.  His 
own  careful  earnings,  scraped  together  by 
untiring  industry  and  ceaseless  self-denial, 
were  lost — stolen  by  the  man  he  had  trusted 
implicitly.  For  Roland  Sefton  did  not  spare 
himself  any  self-reproaches;  he  did  not  at- 
tempt to  hide  or  palliate  his  sin.  Therewere- 
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other  securities  for  5m;dl  sums,  Kkc  old  Mar- 
lowe's, gone  like  his,  and  ruio  would  over- 
lake  half-a-dozen  poor  families ;  though  the 
bulk  of  the  loss  would  fall  upon  his  senior 
partner,  who  was  a  hard  man,  of  unbending 
sternness  and  integrity.     If  old   Marlowe 

E roved  a  man  of  the  same  inflexible  stamp 
e  was  lost 

But  he  sat  still,  waiting  and  listening. 
Round  that  lonely  cottage,  as  he  well  knew, 
the  wind  swept  from  whatever  quarter  it  was 
blowing;  sighing  softly,  or  wuling,  moaning, 
or  roaring  past  it,  as  ceaselessly  as  the  sound 
of  waves  against  a  fishennan's  hut  on  the 
sea-coast.  It  was  crying  and  sobbing  now, 
rising  at  intervals  into  a  shriek,  as  if  to  warn 
him  of  coming  peril.  He  went  to  the  win- 
dow and  met  the  black  face  of  the  night, 
hiding  everything  from  his  eye.  Neither 
moon  nor  star  gleamed  in  the  sky.  But  even 
if  old  Marlowe  was  merciful  he  could  not 
stay  there,  but  must  ga  out,  as  be  had  done 
last  night  torn  his  own  home,  lashed  like  a 
dog  from  evezy  familiar  hearth  by  an  unseen 
hand  and  a  heavy  scourge. 

Phebe  had  not  lingered,  though  she  seemed 
long  away.  As  she  drew  near  the  little  work- 
shop, she  saw  the  waggon  half-laden  with 
some  church  furniture  her  father  had  been . 
carving,  and  with  which  he  and  she  were  to 
Start  at  daybreak  for  a  village  about  twenty 
miles  o£r.  She  heard  the  light  tap  of  his 
carving  tools  as  she  opened  the  door,  and 
found  him  finishing  the  wings  of  a  spread- 
eagle.  He  had  pushed  back  the  paper  cap 
he  wore  from  his  forehead,  which  was  deeply 
futiowed,  and  shaded  by  a  few  straggling  tufts 
of  grey  hair.  He  took  uo  notice  of  her 
entrance  until  she  touched  his  arm  with  hei 
hand ;  and  then  he  looked  at  her  with  eyes 
blue  like  her  own,  but  growing  dim  with  age, 
and  full  of  the  pitiful,  uncomplaining  gaze  of 
one  who  is  deaf  and  dumb.  But  his  face 
brightened  and  his  smile  was  cheerful,  as  he 
began  to  talk  eagerly  with  his  fingers,  throw- 
ing in  many  gestures  to  aid  his  slow  speech. 
Phebe,  too,  smiled  and  gesticulated  in  silent 
answer,  before  she  told  him  her  errand. 

"  The  carving  is  finished,  father,"  she  said. 
"  Could  we  not  start  at  once,  and  be  at  Up- 
church  before  five  to-moirow  morning?" 

"Twenty  miles;  eight  hours;  easily,"  he 
answered  j  "  but  why  ?" 

"To  help  Mr.  Sefton,"  she  said.  "He 
wants  to  ^et  down  to  Southampton,  and 
Upchurch  is  on  the  way.  Father,  it  must  be 
done ;  you  would  never  see  a  smile  upon 
my  face  again  if  we  did  not  do  it." 

The  keen,  wistful  eyes  of  her  ffUher  were 


fastened  alternately  upon  her  troubled  face 
and  her  moving  hands,  as  slowly  and  silently 
she  spelt  out  on  her  fingers  the  sad  story  she 
had  just  listened  to.  His  own  face  changed 
rapidly  from  astonishment  to  dismay,  and 
from  dismay  to  a  passionate  rage.  If  Roland 
Sefton  could  have  seen  it  he  would  have 
made  good  his  escape.  But  still  Phebe's 
finders  went  on  pleading  for  him;  and  the 
smile,  which  she  said  her  father  would  never 
see  agun — a  pale,  wan  smile— met  his  eyes 
as  he  watched  her. 

"  He  has  been  so  good  to  you  and  me," 
she  went  on,  with  a  sob  in  her  throat ;  and 
unconsciously  she  spoke  out  the  words  aloud 
and  slowly  as  she  told  them  off  on  her  fingers; 
"  he  learned  to  talk  with  you  as  I  do,  and  he 
is  the  only  person  almost  in  the  world  who 
can  talk  to  you  without  your  slate  and  pencil 
father.  It  was  good  of  him  to  Uke  that 
trouble.  And  his  father  was  your  best  friend, 
wasn't  he  ?  How  good  Madame  used  to  be 
when  I  was  a  little  girl,  and  you  were  carving 
all  that  woodwork  at  the  old  bank,  and  she 
let  me  stay  there  with  you !  All  our  happiest 
days  have  come  through  them.  And  now  we 
can  deliver  them  from  great  misery." 

"  But  my  money  ?  "  he  interposed. 

"Money  is  nothing  between  friends,"  she 
said  eagerly.  "Will  you  make  my  life  miser- 
^le,  father  ?  I  shall  be  thinking  of  them 
always,  night  and  day ;  and  they  will  never 
see  me  again  if  he  is  sent  to  gaol  through  our 
fault.  There  never  was  a  kinder  man  than 
he  is;  and  I  always  thought  him  a  good  man 
till  now." 

"A  thief;  worse  than  a  common  thief," 
said  her  father.  "  What  will  become  of  my 
tittle  daughter  when  I  am  deadP" 

Phebe  made  no  answer  except  by  tears- 
For  a  few  minutes  old  Marlowe  watched  her 
bowed  head  and  face  hidden  in  her  hands, 
till  a  grey  hue  came  upon  his  withered  face, 
and  the  angry  gleam  died  away  from  his  eyes. 
Hitherto,  her  shghtest  wish  bad  been  a  law 
to  him ;  and  to  see  her  weeping  was  anguish 
to  h'FP.  To  have  a  child  who  could  hear 
and  speak  had  been  a  j  oy  that  had  redeemed 
his  life  from  wretchedness,  and  crowned  it 
with  an  inexhaustible  delight.  If  he  never 
saw  her  smile  again  what  would  become  of 
him  ?  She  was  hiding  her  face  from  him 
even  now,  and  there  was  no  medium  of  com- 
munication between  them  save  by  touch.  He 
must  call  her  attention  to  what  he  had  to  say 
by  making  her  look  at  him.  Almost  timidly 
he  stretdied  out  his  withered  and  cramped 
hand  to  lay  it  upon  her  head. 

"  I  must  do  whatever  you  please^"  he  said. 
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when  she  lifted  up  her  face  and  looked  at 
him  with  tearful  eyes ;  "  if  it  killed  me  I  must 
do  it.  But  it  is  a  hard  thing  you  bid  me  do, 
Phebe." 

He  turned  away  to  brush  the  last  speck  of 
dust  from  the  eagle's  wings,  and  lifting  it  up 
carefully  carried  it  away  to  pack  in  his  waggon, 
Phebe  holding  the  lantern  for  him  till  all  was 
done.  Then,  hand  in  hand  they  walked 
down  the  foot-worn  path  across  the  field  to 
the  house,  as  they  had  done  ever  since  she 
had  been  a  tottenng  little  child,  hardly  able 
ED  clasp  his  one  finger  with  her  baby  band. 

Roland  Sefton  was  crouching  over  the 
djing  embers  on  the  hearth,  more  in  the 
ntter  misery  of  soul  than  in  bodily  chilliness, 
though  he  felt  cold  and  shivering,  as  if  stripped 
(rfall  that  made  life  desirable  to  him.  There 
is  no  icy  chill  like  that.  He  did  not  look 
round  when  the  door  opened,  though  Phebe 
spoke  to  him ;  for-  he  could  not  face  old 
Marlowe,  or  force  himself  to  read  the  silent 
yet  eloquent  fingers,  which  only  could  utter 
words  of  reproach.  The  dumb  old  man 
stood  on  the  threshold,  gazing  at  his  averted 
face  and  downcast  head,  and  an  inarticulate 
C[j  of  mingled  rage  and  grief  broke  from  his 
silent  lips,  such  as  Phebe  herself  had  never 
heard  before,  aftd  which,  years  afterwards, 
sounded  at  times  in  Roland  Sefton's  ears. 

It  was  nearly  ten  o'clock  before  they  were 
An  the  Toad,  old  Marlowe  marching  at  the 
head  of  his  horse,  and  Fhebe  mounted  on 
her  wiry  little  pony,  while  Roland  Sefton 
rode  in  front  of  the  waggon  at  times.  Their 
progress  was  slow,  for  the  oak  furniture  was 
heavy  and  the  roads  were  rough,  leading 
across  the  moor,  and  down  steep  hills  into 
valleys,  with  equally  steep  hills  on  the  other 
side.  The  sky  was  covered  with  a  thin  mist 
drifting  riowly  before  the  wind,  and  when  the 
moon  shone  through  it,  about  two  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  it  was  the  waning  moon  looking 
sad  and  forlorn  amid  the  floating  Tapour. 
The  houses  they  passed  were  few  and  far 
between,  showing  no  light  or  sign  of  life. 
All  the  land  lay  around  them  dark  and  deso- 
late under  the  midnight  sky;  and  the  slow 
creaking  of  the  wheels,  and  sluggish  hoof- 
beats  of  the  horse  dragging  the  waggon,  were 
tiie  only  sounds  that  broke  the  stillness. 

In  this  gloom  old  Marlowe  could  hold  no 
conversation  either  with  Phebe  or  Roland 
Sefton,  but  from  time  to  time  they  could  hear 
him  sob  aloud,  as  he  trudged  on  in  his 
speechless  isolation.  It  was  a.  sad  sound, 
vhich  pierced  them  to  the  heart.  From  time 
to  time  Roland  Sefton  walked  up  the  long 
bills  beside  Phebe's  pony,  povring  out  bis 


whole  heart  to  her.  They  could  hardly  see 
each  other's  faces  in  the  dimness,  and  words 
came  the  more  readily  to  him.  All  the  bur- 
den of  his  confession  was  that  he  had  fallen 
through  seeking  Felicita's  happiness.  For  her 
sake  he  had  longed  for  more  wealth,  and 
speculated  in  the  hope  of  gaining  it,  and 
tampered  with  the  securities  intrusted  to  him 
in  the  hope  of  retrieving  losses.  It  was  for 
her,  and  her  only,  he  maintained ;  and  now 
he  had  brought  infamy,  and  wretchedness, 
and  poverty  upon  her  and  his  innocent 
children. 

"  Would  to  God  I  could  die  to-night  I "  he 
exclaimed  J  "my  death  would  save  them 
from  some  portion  of  their  trouble." 

Phebe  listened  to  him  almost  as  heart- 
broken as  himself.  In  her  singularly  solitary 
life,  so  far  apart  from  ordinary  human  society, 
she  had  never  been  brought  mto  contact  with 
sin,  and  its  profotmd,  fathomless  misery;  and 
now  it  was  the  one  friend,  whom  she  had 
loved  the  longest  and  tiie  best,  who  was 
walking  beside  her  a  guilty  man,  fleeing 
through  the  night  fi-om  all  he  himself  cared 
for,  to  seek  a  refuge  from  the  consequences 
of  his  crime  in  an  uncertain  exile.  In  years 
afterwards  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  that  night 
had  been  rather  a  terrible  dream  than  a 
reality. 

At  length  the  pale  dawn  broke ;  and  the 
utter  separation  caused  by  the  darkness 
between  them  and  old  Marlowe  passed  away 
with  iL  He  stopped  his  horse  and  came  to 
them,  turning  a  grey,  despairing  face  upon 
Roland  Sefton. 

"  It  is  time  to  leave  you,"  he  said ;  "  over 
these  fields  lies  the  nearest  station,  where 
you  can  escape  bom  a  just  punishment. 
You  have  made  us  beggars  to  keep  up  your 
own  grandeur.  God  will  see  that  you  do 
not  go  unpunished." 

"  Hush,  hush  I "  cried  Phebe  aloud,  stretch- 
ing out  her  hand  to  Roland  Sefton ;  "  he  will 
forgive  you  by-and-by.  Tell  me,  have  yon 
no  message  to  send  by  mc,  air  ?  When 
shall  we  hear  from  you  ?  " 

"  If  I  get  away  safe,"  he  answered,  in  a 
broken  voice, "  and  if  nothing  is  heard  of  me 
before,  tell  Felicita  I  will  be  in  the  place 
where  I  saw  her  first,  this  day  six  months. 
Do  not  tell  her  tilt  the  time  is  near.  It  will 
be  best  for  her  to  know  nothing  of  me  at 
present." 

They  were  standing  at  the  stile  over  which 
his  road  lay.  The  sun  was  not  yet  risen,  but 
the  grey  clouds  overhead  were  taking  rosy 
and  golden  tints.  Here  and  there  in  the 
quiet  farmsteads  around  them  the  cocks  were 
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beginning  to  crow  hzHy;  and  there  were 
low,  drowsy  twitterings  in  the  hedges,  where 
the  nests  were  still  new  little  homes.  It  was 
a  more  peaceful  hour  than  sunset  can  ever  be, 
with  its  memories  of  the  day's  toils  and 
troubles.  All  the  world  seemed  bathed  in  rest 
and  quietness  except  themselves.  Their  dark 
journey  through  the  silent  night  had  been 
almost  a  crime. 

"  Your  father  turns  his  back  upon  me,  as 
all  honest  men  will  do,"  said  Roland  Sefton, 

Old  Marlowe  had  gone  back  to  his  horse. 


and  stood  there  without  looking  ronnd.  The 
tears  ran  down  Pbebe's  face ;  but  she  did  not 
touch  her  father,  and  ask  him  to  bid  his  old 
friend's  son  good-bye. 

"  Some  day  no  man  will  turn  his  back 
upon  you,  sir,"  she  answered ;  "  I  would  die 
now  rather  than  do  it  You  will  r^ain  your 
good  name  some  day." 

" Never  1"  he  exclaimed;  "it  is  past 
recall  There  is  no  place  of  repentance  for 
me,  Phebe.  I  have  staked  all,  aod  lost 
all." 


SOME   WONDERS   OF   THE    SEA. 

Bt  TKB  Rxv.  J.  G.  WOOD,  MJL 


FLUNG  upon  tne  searshcve  by  the  retiring 
waves,  we  find  lying  upon  our  coasts 
innumerable  variously-shaped,  helpless,  and 
apparendy  lifeless  lumps  of  semi-transparent, 
gelatinous  objects,  which  we  call  by  the 
popuEw  name  of  Jelly  Fishes,  and  which  are 
amongst  the  most  beautiful  of  the  many 
things  of  beauty  with  which  the  Creator 
has  filled  His  marvellous  creation. 

Apparently  they  are  nothing  but  sea^water 
entangled  among  a  sort  of  neb  of  animal 
matter;  and,  if  the  largest  of  them  be 
allowed  to  dry  in  the  sunshine,  it  will  gra-' 
dually  be  dissipated  before  the  hot  rays,  and 
a  mere  pinch  of  animal  matter  will  con- 
stitute its  sole  remains;  indeed,  it  has  been 
said,  and  with  some  truth,  that  when  once  a 
iarmer  near  to  the  sea-shore  carted  whole 
waggon4oads  of  jelly  fishes  away  as  manure 
for  his  fields,  the  result  of  the  day's  labours 
in  procuring  animal  substance  might  have 
been  carried  away  in  one  of  the  pockets  of 
the  farmer's  coat. 

Yet,  if  we  pick  up  one  of  these  apparently 
inanimate  lumps  of  jelly,  and  carry  it  to  a 
dear  pool  leA  by  the  tide,  new  life  seems  to 
awaken  in  it.  From  the  edge  of  the  mush- 
room-like cap  a  number  of  delicate  trans- 
parent filaments  are  unfolded,  and  the  whole 
of  the  cap  begins  to  pulsate  slowly,  but 
regularly,  the  alternate  contractions  and 
expansions  serving  to  propel  it  gently 
through  the  water,  in  which  it  fioats  as  a 
paradiute  floats  in  the  air.  Itdoes  notseem 
able  to  direct  its  course  to  any  definite  point, 
but  it  is  far  firom  being  the  inanimate  jelly 
which  it  appears  when  lying  on  the  shore. 

If  taken  up  in  the  h^ds  it  can  be  torn,  or 
nther  broken,  to  pieces,  the  fracture  being 


very  much  like  that  of  (he  gelatine  which  is 
so  often  imposed  on  us  under  the  name  of 
calf s-foot  jelly. 

Were  it  only  composed  of  water  entangled 
in  a  fine  animal  network,  the  water  would 
escape  when  it  was  broken.  But  no  more 
water  issues  from  it  than  when  it  was  intact, 
and,  on  holding  the  broken  piece  up  to  the 
light,  fine  thread-like  network  can  be  seen 
plainly,  as  the  fibres,  which  are  scarcely 
thicker  than  the  filaments  of  a  spider's  web, 
have  a  slightly  different  refractive  power  from 
the  water,  which  is  abundantly  and  securely 
imprisoned  among  them. 

Two  forms  of  jelly  fishes  are  usually  found 
on  oui  coasts.  One  form  has  the  simple 
umbrella,  with  an  edging  of  very  fine  trans- 
parent filaments,  and  some  flap-like  ajqwn- 
dages  hanging  from  the  centre ;  and  the  other 
has  a  narrower  and  deeper  umbrella,  with  a 
thick  mass  of  central  appendages  suspended 
from  it  These  latter  are  called  by  the 
generic  name  of  Rhizostoma,  or  Root- 
mouthed.  Figs.  I  and  3  exhibit  examples  of 
the  first  form,  and  Figs.  3  and  4  represent 
two  species  belonging  to  the  second  type. 

Here  I  may  say  that  although  our  know- 
ledge of  these  wonderful  and  interesting  forms 
of  animal  life  has  greatly  increased  of  late 
years,  so  much  yet  remains  to  be  learned 
about  them  that  any  attempt  at  their  syste- 
matic arrangement,  and  consequently  their 
nomenclature,  must  be  considered  as  merely 
provisional. 

Suppose  that  we  pick  out  a  small  and  un- 
injured specimen,  and  bring  it  home  for  a 
closer  examination.  It  can  be  ^ly  seea  in 
any  basin  filled  with  clear  sea^water;  but  as 
some  of  its  struct!^  ^W^  (^9  Ji£|j^.t9  P^^s 
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ainoi^  and  through  them  be- 
fore they  can  be  distinguished, 
a  glass  vessel  should  be  used 
if  it  caa  be  obtained. 

There  are  always  several 
I^try-cooks'  shops  at  a  sea- 
side wateiing-place,  and  the 
prapiielor  will  mostly  lend  on 
hire  to  a  customer  one  of  the 
\ai^  cylindrical  biscuit  glasses. 
Bell  glasses  can  mostly  be  ob- 
tained, but  they  almost  always 
hare  a  greenish  tinge,  which 
destroys  the  beauty  of  the 
jelly  fishes  placed  in  thcra. 

Here,  then,  is  our  jar  of 
dear  sea-water,  and  in  it  is  a 
jdlyfisb. 

The  first  point  which  will 
strike  the  observer  will  be  the 
pulsations  of  the  disk.  It 
o>ntiDually  expands  and  con- 
tracts, as  if  it  were  the  heart 
(rf  some  creature  much  higher 
in  the  scale  of  nature. 

How  and  why  does  it  pul- 
sate? 

As  far  as  we  know,  one  of 
the  objects  of  the  pulsation 
is  ta  allow  as  much  water  as  possible  to 
pass  over  the  various  organs,  much  as  a 
fch,  by  perpetually  opening  and  dosing  its 
"Wulh  and  gill-covers,  impels  the  water 
OTcr  the  respiratory  apparatus.  At  one  time 
it<ras  thought  that  the  pulsation  of  the  disk 
*as  intended  to  aid  respiration,  and  that 
the  animal  used  its  respiratory  apparatus  for 
the  purpose  of  locomotion.  Hence  these 
features  were  called  Pulmogrades,  ;>. 
moving  bymeans  of  lungs.  The  movements, 
however,  are  so  slow,  and  the  force  exerted 
IS  so  slight,  that  the  animal  is  unable  to  stem 
liie  feeblest  current,  and  even  the  largest 
specimens  may  be  seen  borne  along  by  the 
tide  without  the  slightest  attempt  to  shape  a 
course  of  their  own. 

Some  few  years  ago  I  was.  much  struck 
with  this  fact. 

I  was  standing  at  the  end  of  Southend 
pier,  watching  the  tide  come  in.  It  is  an 
admirable  spot  for  such  purpose,  as  it  is  a 
full  mile  from  the  shore,  and  the  spectator 
"^  see  everything  that  floats  '  m  the 
water  beneath  him.  On  that  particular 
^^y,  it  was  just  after  half  tide,  and  in 
consequence  all  the  animal  life  came  from 
the  sea.  The  water  was  full  of  jelly 
fishes,  especially  those  of  the  Rhizostoma 
genus,  many  of  which  were  so   large   that 


they  seemed  to  have  journeyed  from  the 
tropics. 

Despite  their  size,  however,  and  their 
apparently  powerful  pulsation,  the  largest  of 
them  were  rolled  along  by  the  flowing  tide 
as  helplessly  as  the  smallest,  and  not  one  of 
them  showed  the  least  symptom  of  intellect 
enough  to  determine  upon  any  definite  course, 
or  ability  to  pursue  it.  A  few  hours  later, 
when  the  tide  was  on  the  ebb,  I  returned  to 
the  same  spot,  and  there  saw  the  jelly  fishes 
borne  back  with  the  tide,  just  as  helpless  to 
stay  their  progress  to  the  sea  as  they  had 
been  to  prevent  their  journey  up  the  river. 

Why  the  pulsation  occurs  is  therefore  a 
mystery.  If  it  be  for  the  purpose  of  breath- 
ing, we  can  as  yet  find  no  respiratory  organs. 
If  it  be  for  propulsion,  it  seems  quite  inade- 
quate to  its  otSce ;  circulation  there  is  none 
that  can  be  detected,  and  so  we  are  driven  to 
the  ackDowledgment  of  our  ignorance. 

How  the  pulsation  is  effected  is  equally  a 
mystery.  It  is  easy  enough  to  say  that  "  the 
disk  is  composed  of  innumerable  polyhedral 
hyaline  cells  capable  of  contractile  efforts." 
But  that  is  no  explanation.  We  want  to  know 
Ai^w  the  disk  is  able  to  keep  up  these  pulsa- 
tions, though  possessing  neither  muscular  ner 
nervous  fibres,  and  as  yet  no  one  has  been  ^ 
able  to  discover  the   secret.    The  fact  is 
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known  to  every  child  who  visits  the  sea-shore 
and  uses  his  eyes,  but  the  wisest  man  cannot 
explain  it. 

There  is  another  function,  besides  that  of 
movement,  which  is  possessed  by  many  of 
these  jelly  fishes,  namely,  the  power  of  sting- 
ing. This  property  was  noticed  by  the  ancient 
naturalists,  who  gave  to  the  jelly  fish  the 
names  of  Acalephse,  i.i,  nettles,  or  Medusas, 
because  the  long  trailing  filaments  were 
venomous  as  the  snakes  in  Medusa's  hair. 

Evidently  intended  for  the  purpose  of  pa- 
ralyzing prey,  the  poison- threads  of  the  Me- 
dusae are  sufficiently  venomous  to  cause  in- 
tense suffering  even  to  man,  and  in  some 
cases  endanger  his  life.  It  is  not  only  the 
pain  inflicted  which  constitutes  the  danger, 
but  the  effect  on  the  heart  and  respiratory 
muscles.  The  heart  seems  to  cease  from 
beating,  and  the  lungs  cannot  be  inflated. 
All  power  goes  out  of  the  body  and  limbs,  so 
(hat  the  sufferer  becomes  helpless  for  a  time, 
and  if  in  the  water  might  be  drowned. 

Such,  at  least,  has  been  my  own  experi- 
ence, though  persons  with  a  differently-con- 
stituted   nervous    organization     might    not 
suffer  so  severely.    The  reader  may  remember 
that  when  Captain  Webb  was  making  the 
arrangements  for  his  wonderful  swim  across 
the  Channel,  his  chief  fear  was  lest  he  might 
be  stung  by  a  jelly  fish.     Even  though  he 
was  protected  by  a 
coating  of  porpoisc- 
oil,  he    was    once 
slightly  stung,   but 
the    oil    evidently 
must    have    partly 
neutralised  the  poi- 
son.    Indeed,  after 
being    stung,     the 
most    effectual    re- 
medies are  oil  ap- 
plied externally  and 
brandy   taken     in- 
ternally. 

As  is  the  case 
with  those  who  are 
bitten  by  venomous 
snakes,  the  spirits 
seem  to  have  no 
effect  whatever  on 
the  brain  of  the 
sufferer,  but  only 
keep  up  the  nervous 
power  until  the  ve- 
nom is  eliminated 
from  the  system. 

It  may  seem 
strange  that  beings 


of  so  low  an  organization  should  possess  so 
terrible  a  power,  and  we  naturally  search  for 
the  means  that  it  employs. 

After  a  human  body  has  been  stung,  the 
surface  is  covered  with  the  finest  imaginable 
red  lines,  each  line  representing  the  track  of 
the  poison-thread.  When  examined  with  the 
help  of  a  magnifying  glass,  the  lines  resolve 
themselves  into  rows  of  minute  dots,  as  if 
tatto.oed  with  a  needle  dipped  in  carmine, 
each  spot  denoting  a  separate  sting. 

Now,  if  we  take  a  single  poison-filament 
and  place  it  under  the  microscope,  a  wonderful 
sight  is  presented  to  us. 

Although  the  filament  is  not  thicker  than 
an  ordinary  spider's  thread,  it  is  seen  to  be 
studded  throughout  its  length  with  little  oval 
cells,  or  capsules,  looking  like  very  trans- 
parent white  grapes.  Now,  take  an  object- 
glass  of  considerable  power,  not  less  than 
half-inch,  and  examine  a  single  cell- 
Here  I  may  mention  that  throughout  this 
short  history  of  the  Medusas,  I  spare  the 
reader  a  mass  of  scientific  terms,  certainly 
very  imposing  in  appearance,  but  conveyii^ 
very  few  ideas.  So,  I  shall  lay  aside  "  cnids," 
"  ecthoricse,"  "nematocysts,"  &c.,  which  are 
the  short-hand,  so  to  speak,  of  zoology,  and 
employ  their  equivalents  in  English.  They 
are  invaluable  to  science  because  they  can 
be  introduced  unchanged  into  any  language, 
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but  as  this  periodical  is  intended  for  Eng- 
lish readere,  I  shall  employ  such  terms  as 
"  poison-threads,"    "  thread- 
cells,"  and  BO  forth. 

On  examining  a  single 
ceil,  its  surface  appears  to 
be  crossed  and  re-crossed 
with  extremely  fine  lines  of 
a  slightly  darker  colour  than 
the  body  of  the  cell.  A 
careful  manipulation  of  the 
light  and  delicate  focussing 
viU  show  that  this  appear- 
ance is  caused  by  a  very  fine 
thread  coiled  up  within  the 
cell.  Around  the  base  of 
the  cell  is  a  series  of  tiny 
booklets,  which  remind  the 
entomologist  of  the  beautiful 
hook-rows  which  are  found 
in  the  wings  of  bees,  wasps, 
aots,  and  other  insects  be- 
longing to  the  same  order. 

Here,  then,  is  the  poison 
apparatus,  and  the  mode  of 
its  action  is  as  follows. 

As  soon  as  one  of  these 
cells  touches  any  object  the 
walls  give  way,  and  the 
poison-thread  is  shot  out  to 
a  wonderful  distance,  its 
base  still  remaining  attached 
to  the  cell  whence  it  sprang. 
Supposing  the  cell  to  be  as 
lai^e  as  an  ordinary  grape,  the  thread  would 
Ik  six  feet  or  more  in  length,  and  as  elastic 
as  the  hair-spring  of  a  watch. 

What  a  startling  paradox  is  here!  These 
features  really  seem  to  exhibit  in  themselves 
liie  two  extremes  of  organization,  their  struc- 
tuie  appearing  to  the  eye  to  be  scarcely  re- 
moved above  inanimate  jelly,  and  yet,  under 
Ihe  microscope,  exhibiting  a  poison- apparatus 
far  surpassing  the  sting  of  the  bee,  wonderful 
md  complicated  as  it  is.  Moreover,  the  bee 
has  only  a  single  sting,  while  the  poison- 
Mils  of  the  Medusae  may  be  reckoned  by 
myriads. 

What  may  be  the  nature  of  this  poison  we 
do  not  at  present  know.  Some  persons  have 
tlioiight  that  it  was  electric  in  its  nature,  and 
connected  with  the  brilliant  phosphorescent 
powers  possessed  by  many  of  the  species. 
Its  effect  on  the  nervous  system  strengthens 
wis  opinion,  and  it  is  certain  that  no  sub- 
stance known  to  be  poisonous  has  been  dis- 
covered. The  extremely  minute  dimensions 
of  the  capsules,  however,  seem  to  prohibit 
even  chemistry,  or  iu  new  ally  the  spectro- 


scope, from  a  thorough  investigation  of  the 


Kg.  J. 

Ordinarily,  the  threads  hang  at  no  great 
length  from  the  disc,  as  may  be  seen  by  re- 
ference to  Fig.  I.  But  the  Medusae  seem  to 
be  able  to  project  the  threads  to  extraordi- 
nary distances.  At  the  time  when  I  was  so 
severely  stung  the  Medusa  was  not  within 
several  yards,  and  though  I  was  swimming 
leisurely  towards^  it,  my  feet  were  struck 
before  my  hands. '  On  lifting  my  arms  out  of 
the  water,  the  delicate  filaments  could  easily 
be  seen  hanging  fi-om  the  arm  like  so  many 
spider-threads. 

One  fact  that  militates  against  the  electric 
theory  is,  that  the  poison- threads  do  not  de- 
pend for  action  upon  the  will  of  the  creature 
to  which  they  belong.  If  a  single  filament 
be  separated  and  be  washed  against  the 
human  skin,  it  will  sting  with  as  much  viru- 
lence as  if  it  were  still  attached  to  the  body 
whence  it  sprung,  and  which  may  be  miles 
away. 

This  I  have  personally  experienced.  I 
seem  to  have  a  particular  attraction  for  the 
terrible  "Stinger"  or  "  Slanger"  of  our 
coasts  {Cyanea) ;   and,  ,if  a.  singlp^  ^^^i^t 
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should  happen  to  be  floating  about  when  I 
am  in  the  water,  it  is  sure  to  find  me.  I 
have  been  stung  even  in  an  enclosed  swim- 
ming-bath on  the  Devonshire  coast,  a  detest- 
able and  invisible  fibre  having  been  introduced 
into  the  bath  through  the  supply  pipe. 

Now  we  will  turn  to  the  umbtelia-like  disk, 
and  shall  find  that  it  is  by  no  means  the 
homogeneous  lump  of  jelly  that  it  appears  to 
be  when  carelessly  inspected. 

Look  at  any  one  of  them  as  it  lies  on  the 
sea-fihore,  and  youwillseefour  rings  of  darker 
substance  than  the  rest  of  the  disk.  These 
are  the  four  lobes  of  the  stomach ;  and  on 
turning  it  over,  you  will  see  that  the  appen- 
dages which  bang  iiom  the  centre  are  arranged 
round  the  aperture  which  leads  into  the 
stomach. 

Next  examine  the  creature  still  more  care- 
fully, and  you  will  find  that  a  number  of 
whitish  lines  radiate  from  the  stomach  to  the 
circumference,  some  straight,  while  others  are 
wavy  and  branched.  In  the  Cyanea  there  arc 
Kxteen  straight  lines  and  as  many  branches. 
All  these  canals  terminate  in  a  wide  vessel 
which  runs  round  the  edge  of  the  disk.  Here, 
then,  is  the  digestive  apparatus,  showing  a 
distinct  advance  on  the  animals  of  the  sponge 
and  coral,  in  which  no  such  apparatus  can  be 
discovered. 

Arranged  round  the  edge  of  the  disk  are 
eight  little  brown  spots,  which  are  considered 
by  Ehrenberg  to  be  eyes,,  and  indeed  the 
Naked-eyed  Jelly  Fishes  {alias  the  "Gym- 
nophthalmic  Medusiform  Ccnienterata")  were 
formed  into  a  distinct  group.  But  I  can- 
not accept  these  spots  as  eyes,  and  think 
that  Ehrenberg  was  as  hasty  in  considering 
them  as  such  as  he  was  in  describing  and 
figuring  his  so-called  "Polygastric,"  U.  many- 
stomadied,  "Infusoria."  The  many  stomachs 
with  their  connecting  tubes  are  plain  enough 
in  bis  figures,  but  no  one-except  himself  has 
succeeded  in  seeing  them  in  the  living  ob- 
jects. Professor  Rymer  Jones  failed  to  find 
them,  though  he  employed  one  of  Ross's  best 
microscopes,  an  instrument  of  Ux  clearer  de- 
finition than  that  used  by  Ehrenberg  when 
writing  his  treatises  ;  and  even  after  inspect- 
ing the  preparations  made  by  that  investi- 
gator he  still  retained  his  opinion. 

Then  other  naturalists  have  credited  the 
Medusae  with  ears  as  well  as  eyes,  asserting 
that  certain  organs  situated  at  the  base  of  the 
filaments  surrounding  the  edge  of  the  disk 
perform  the  function  of  ears.  These  organs 
are  very  small,  scarcely  exceeding  the  five- 
hundredth  of  an  inch  in  diameter,  and  are 
irregular  in  number. 


When  examined  with  a  microscope,  each- 
of  thesQ  organs  is  seen  to  be  a  spheric^  sac 
or  vesicle,  containing  from  one  to  ten  globular 
objects.  Some  observers  say  that  these  ob- 
jects vibrate,  while  others  have  failed  to  de- 
tect the  slightest  movement.  It  has  been 
conjectured,  and  in  fact  asserted,  that  the 
tiny  objects  within  these  vesicles  are  analo- 
gous to  the  ear-bones  or  "  otoliths"  of  fishes, 
and  so  the  sacs  have  been  called  "  otolithic 
vesicles,"  and  their  function  assumed  to  be 
connected  with  the  sense  of  hearing.  But 
I  cannot  accept  these  vesicles,  iiiegular  in' 
nunibcr  and  variable  in  contents,  as  having 
any  analogy  to  the  ear  structure  of  the  higher 
animals,  and  am  sure  that  their  real  of&c%  is 
yet  to  be  discovered, 

A  few  words  about  the  development  of  the 
Medusae  must  terminate  this  portion  of  the 
jelly  fish's  life-history. 

The  Medusa  which  we  find  lying  on  the 
sea-shore  has  not  always  possessed  the  same 
shape.  It  has  not  merely  grown  from  a  little 
jelly  fish  into  a  large  one,  any  more  than  a 
house  fiy  grows  into  a  blue-bottle,  or  a  gnat 
into  a  daddy-longl^s. 

It  has  passed  through  a  series  of  changes 
before  it  has  assumed  the  form  in  which  we 
know  it;  but  all  individuals  need  not  undergo 
the  same  changes.  If  we  trace  the  creature 
through  its  previous  existences,  and  suppose 
it  to  go  through  all  of  them,  we  first  find  it 
in  the  state  of  an  egg.  Thence  issues  an 
embryo  covered  with  cilia,  or  hidr-fringes,  by 
the  movements  of  which  it  swims  rapidly 
through  the  water.  Then  it  setUes  down  for 
its  next  change,  afRxes  itself  to  a  seaweed  or 
similar  object,  and  becomes  a  bell-shaped 
animal,  fixed  by  the  base  to  the  seaweed,  and 
having  longtentacles  projecting  from  the  edge- 
of  the  bell.  In  this  form  it  is  a  Hydra,  like 
that  of  our  fresh  waters.  Sometimes  a  slice 
sphts  off,  as  if  cut  with  a  knife,  very  much  as 
do  the  o&ets  of  a  tulip  bulb,  and  each  slice 
becomes  a  separate  hydra  capable  of  under- 
going its  own  development,  and  thus  escaping 
the  two  stages  of  egg  and  embryo. 

The  polyp  continues  to  grow,  and  then 
certain  little  projections  are  seen  upon  va- 
rious parts  of  the  surface,  just  like  the  buds 
of  plants.  The  buds,  increase  rapidly,  and 
become  new  polyps,  throwing  off  secondary 
buds  on  their  own  account.  The  bud  is 
technically  termed  a  "  gemma,"  to  distinguish 
it  from  the  offset,  or  "  stolon." 

When  these  gemmaa  have  attained  their 
full  growth,  a  number  of  successive  wrinkles 
surround  the  bell,  and  divide  it  into  deep 
rings.     In  this  stage  it  bears  a  curious  reseiu- 
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blance  to  the  grocer's  salad-dressing  bottles, 
"here  the  quantity  of  glass  is  supposed  to 
compensate  for  the  paucity  of  its  contents. 

The  next  st^e  is  that  each  ring  becomes 
notched  round  the  edge,  so  as  to  leave  a 
number  of  projections.  These  projections 
increase  in  length  until  they  become  mere 
threads,  while  the  divisions  between  the 
rings  becomes  deeper  and  deeper,  so  tliat 
^h  ring,  or  disk,  as  it  has  now  become,  is 
but  slightly  attached  to  its  neighbours  by  the 
cenbe.  Lastly,  the  central  attachment  gives 
*ay,  the  disks  are  set  free,  and  oach  disk  is 
then  seen  to  be  a  small  but  perfect  Medusa.^ 

Such  is  a  rapid  and  necessarily  imperfect 


sketch  of  the  varied  processes  through  which 
a  Medusa  has  to  pass  before  it  can  assume 
the  shape  which  we  see  lying  on  the  sea- 
shore. We  are  apt  to  pass  it  without  heed- 
ing it,  and  sometimes  with  even  a  feeling  of 
disgust  at  its.  appearance;  but  its  Maker 
has  thought  it  of  sufficient  importance  to 
cause  it  to  pass  through  all  these  varied 
forms,  each  with  its  separate  mode  of  organi- 
zation, before  it  can  assume  that  shape  which 
we  mostly  neglect  and  sometimes  despise. 

The  second  part  of  this  history  will  treat 
of  those  jelly  fishes  which  have  no  swim- 
ming disk,  and  do  not  come  under  the  cat^, . 
gory  of  Medusse.  '^"'  -•'''■-■'  "^'^'^'Q' 
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THE  UNUSED  SPICES. 

By  thk  Rbt.  henry  BURTON,  M.A. 

THE  Marys  watched  the  Sabbath  out. 
That  dark  and  lonely  day ; 
Their  thoughts  were  at  the  grave  without, 
Where  the  dead  Master  lay. 

What  did  they  in  that  Sabbath's  calm? 

Count  with  their  tears  their  loss  ? 
Their  wounds  could  find  no  healing  bahn, 

Their  shadow  was  the  Cross. 

The  Temple  gates  were  open  flung, 
The  trumpets  called  to  prayer, 

The  priest  his  burning  censer  swung— 
The  Maiys  were  not  there. 

Twas  not  for  them  the  swelling  hymn, 

The  priestly  blue  and  gold  ; 
Their  teara  fell  hot  and  fast  for  HlH, 

And  Sorrow  made  them  bold. 

And  ere  the  dawn  had  fairly  broke, 

They  bring  the  spices  sweet. 
The  fragrant  words  their  love  hath  spokt, 

To  pour  them  on  His  feet. 

But  lo  I  the  stone  is  rolled  away, 

And  angels  sit  and  sing 
"She  advent  of  the  Easter  day, 

The  risen  Christ,  the  King. 

O  tell  us,  women,  what  ye  did 

With  all  your  spices  rare  ? 
Within  the  tomb  they  were  not  hid, 

They  were  not  needed  there. 

But  not  in  vain  was  all  your  thought. 

Your  fragrant  gift  of  love ; 
The  tearful  hours  ye  watched  and  wrought. 

Were  all  struck  off  above. 

Your  spices  rose,  a  perfumed  breath, 

Up  to  the  Holy  Place ; 
Your  thought  was  read,  where  is  no  death, 

Where  glory  follows  grace. 

Oh  no  t  it  was  not  all  in  vain ; 

For  through  the  coming  years. 
We  see  the  joy  that  sprang  from  pain. 

The  rainbow  on  your  tears. 

And  on  your  spices  we  may  read, 
Through  all  the  times  and  lands, 

Heaven  sees  the  will  and  not  the  deed, 
And  reckons  hearts,  not  bands  t 
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FOREIGN  HOMES  OF  ENGLISH  QUEENS. 

By  thi  Rxv.  professor  SIMON. 


"  pRAGUE,  the  foreign  home  of  an  Eng- 
*■  lish  Queen  I  What  English  Queen  can 
IJ"^  be  ?  Is  it  possible  ?  "  Judging  from  ex- 
pressions of  surprise  like  these,  I  fear  many 
^glish  people  are  as  ignorant  of  this  side  of 
ilieir  history  as  Shakspere,  in  his  day,  was  of 
tbe  geography  of  Bohemia,  when  he  let  one 
™  the  characters  in  Winter's  Tale  say : 


Vet  it  is  a  fact  that  one  of  our  queens,  and 
^traih  one  of  the  best  of  them,  hailed  from 
Bohemia.  "  Good  Queen  Anne,"  as  she  was 
jusily  tenned  by  the  Enghsh  people,  the 
second  wife  of  Richard  JI.,  was  bom  and 
Wed  in  Prague.  We  have  had  three  Annes: 
Jne  Anne  I  have  just  spoken  of,.  Anne  of 
Qeves,  and  Anne  the  predecessor  of  Geoi^e  I, 
pe  last  one  of  the  name,  who  was  also  called 
^  Good  Queen  Anne,"  gave  rise  to  the  saying. 

Queen  Anne's  dead  " — a  saying  which  was 
*^y  much  in  vogue  amongst  Dissenters  of 
Ine  last  and  previous  generations.    It  origi- 


nated in  the  circumstance  that  her  death 
occurred  just  at  the  nick  of  time  to  prevent 
the  passing  of  the  Schism  Act,  which  was 
designed  to  crush  out  Dissent.  Aware  that 
on  the  Queen's  death  hung  their  hopes  of 
escaping  this  new  form  of  oppression,  every 
Dissenter  hastened  to  tell  his  brother  Dis- 
senter of  the,  to  them,  joyful  event  of  her 
decease.  "By  and  by  the  fact  became  so  well 
known  that  the  custom  arose  of  retorting, 
"  Queen  Anne's  dead,"  when  any  one  brought 
stale  news. 

The  Queen  Anne  in  whom  we  are  for  the 
present  interested  was  born  in  Prague  about 
1366— the  daughter  of  Charles  IV.,  Emperor 
of  Germany,  and  sister  of  Wenzel,  orWen- 
ceslaus,  his  eldest  son  and  successor.  Before 
being  asked  in  marriage  by  King  Richard  she 
had  been  betrothed  to  a  German  prince,  the 
Margrave  of  Thiiringen  j  but  the  betrothal 
being  for  some  cause  or  other  broken  off,  the 
plenipotentiaries  sent  by  Richard  in  1381, 
to  ask  her  band,  were  hpar^jly  wclcomcd.t- 


310 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


although  the  Udy  was  not  yet  fifteen  years  of 
age.  If  we  may  judge  by  some  of  the  condi- 
tions which  OUT  Richard  consented  to  fiiltil, 
he  must  have  been  very  anxious  to  secure 
Anne  Cor  his  wife.  Eternal  friendship  was 
to  prevail  between  the  vassals  of  the  two 
monarcbs;  an  alliance  was  to  be  formed 
against  sdiismatics,  and  such  as  were  hostile 
to  the  Romish  Church  and  Pope  Urban  VI. ; 
Richard,  who  was  a  very  poor  monarch, 
agreed  to  pay  down  20,000  gold  gulden,  and 
80,000  more  as  soon  as  his  bride  set  foot 
in  England ;  and  finally,  the  three  plenipo- 
tentiaries of  the  princess  were  to  receive 
pensions.  In  fact,  it  looks  very  much  as  though 
Wenzel,  who  was  in  need  of  money,  sold  his 
sister.  Though  the  honour  of  becoming  son- 
in-law  of  one  Emperor  of  Germany,  and 
brother-in-law  of  another,  proved  to  be  a 
very  empty  thing,  Richard  got  a  good,  in- 
telligent, well-educated,  and  pious,  though 
certainly  not  a  handsome  wife.  As  a  recent 
Bohemian  writer,  who  is  not  likely  to  over- 
state the  case,  remarks :  "  None  of  Charles 
the  Fourth's  race  could  be  said  to  deserve 
the  reputation  of  being  handsome;"  but 
there  certainly  was  more  culture  at  his  court 
than  was  common  at  the  time.  At  her  death, 
Thomas  Arundel,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
spoke  in  high  terms  of  her  love  for  the 
English  Bible,  and  of  her  zeal  in  its  study — 
a  "  zeal  beyond  that  of  man^  a  prelate  of 
the  Church."  Wycliffe,  who  hved  during  the 
reign  of  Richard,  testified,  too,  that  she  pos- 
sessed the  Gospels  in  three  languages  besides 
the  English,  viz.  :  the  Bohemian,  the  Ger- 
man, and  the  Latin ;  and  it  is  said  that  she 
did  not  a  little  by  her  encouragement  to 
promote  his  translation  c^  the  Bible  into 
English. 

Before  her  time  Bohemiaa  students  are 
said  to  have  visited  Oxford,  and  English 
students  Prague ;  but  the  intercourse  between 
the  two  universities  now  naturally  became 
much  more  lively,  and  there  cannot  be  a  doubt 
that  the  introduction  of  WycUffe's  writings  into 
Bohemia,  the  consequent  conversion  of  John 
Huss,  and  the  rise  of  the  Hussite  movement, 
were  immediate  consequences  thereof.  Indi- 
rectly, too,  the  way  was  thus  prepared  for 
the  great  German  Reformation,  On  these 
grounds,  if  on  np  other,  we  English  ought  to 
take  a  deep  interest  in  Bohemia.  In  a  sense,. 
indeed,  we  are  responsible  for  the  terrible 
conflicts  that  grew  out  of  the  Hussite  move- 
ment, and  which  brought  death  or  banish- 
ment to  thousands  of  Evangelical  Christians, 
and  imtold  disasters  to  the  country — disasters 
from  which  it  has  not  yet  recovered. 


So  let  us  now  begin  our  ramble  through 
and  around  the  city  of  Prague.  By  way  of 
first  getting  a  general  view  I  crossed  the 
Franz-Josef  suspension  bridge,  and  ascended 
to  the  Baumgarten,  a  place  of  resort,  thickly 
planted  with  plane-trees,  which  occupies  the 
top  of  a  hill,  overhanging  the  Moldau  and 
overlooking  the  city.'  Sitting  in  the  shade,  I 
contemplated  at  leisure  the  beautiful  scene 
before  me.  At  this  point  the  liver  makes  a 
bend,  in  the  form  of  the  letter  J,  and  the  city 
stretches  on  both  sides,  the  Altstadt  with  the 
Neustadt  Ailing  the  hollow,  and  the  Kieinselte, 
with  the  Hradschin,  seated  on  the  outside 
curve.  The  iaut  ensemble  is  certainly  unique. 
The  fine,  broad,  swift  stream,  with  its  harid- 
some  bridges,  wooded  islets  and  weirs;  the 
nigh  one  hundred  domes,  towers,  spires,  tur- 
rets, and  pinnacles  of  the  most  varied  and 
characteristic  forms;  the  numerous  churches, 
great  public  buildings,  and  gloomy-looking 
palaces;  the  wooded  slopes,  and  the  enor- 
mous block  of  buildings  called  the  Hradschin, 
crowned  by  the  Cathedral  to  the  right ;  all 
combine  to  justiiy  Goethe's  assertion  that 
"  there  is  no  place  whose  external  appearance 
is  grander  or  more  impressive," 

Looking  to  the  left  along  the  lower  arm  of 
the  J,  one's  eye  rests  first  on  several  islands, 
the  largest  of  which  is  called  the  Hetz  island, 
fixjmits  having  been  formerly  the  scene  <£ 
htiiir^ — DOW  a  favourite  pleasure  resort,  and 
crossed  by  the  railway  fi-om  Dresden.  Tumii^ 
towards  the  right,  we  first  see  the  Ziska  Beig, 
a  hill  of  moderate  height,  from  which  also 
there  is  a  fine  view  of  Prague,  with  the  Hrad- 
schin and  the  Laurenzbei^  as  a  background. 
At  its  foot  is  a  burial-ground. 

Straight  before  us  up  the  river  we  see 
the  little  tovn  of  Wyschehrad,  which  is  an 
independent  borough,  though  really  forming 
part  of  Prague.  This  is  reputed  to  be  the 
oldest  part  of  the  dty.  "  It  is  fiibled  to  have 
been  the  residence  of  an  Amazonian  dii^ 
and  priestess  named  libussa,  who,  being  very 
capricious,  caused  her  favourites  to  be  pre- 
cipitated from  the  top  of  the  rock  on  which 
Wyschehrad  stands  as  soon  as  eiie  grew  tired  of 
them,  so  that  the  precipice  above  the  Moldau 
still  goes  by  the  name  of  Libussa's  Bed."  At 
length  a  young  peasant  named  Frzemysl  fet- 
tered the  affections  of  the  fickle  queen,  and 
not  only  escaped  the  fate  of  his  predecessors, 
but  also  became  master  of  Libussa  and  het 
tribe,  and  founder  of  the  line  of  the  Czechian 
Dukes  of  Bohemia.  No  part  of  Prague  is 
richer  in  legends  and  historical  traditions  than 
this  scene  of  decay  and  ruin. 

Crossing  the  river  and  ascending  the  heists 
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of  the  I^ureniberg  we  come  to  the  Mooasteiy 
of  Strahow,  which,  originally  beloi^Dg  to  Be- 
nedictines, was  turned  over  to  the  Premon- 
stratensians  in  1139.  The  present  buildings, 
however,  date  merely  from  the  seventeenth 
centoiy.  Not  only  does  the  hill  afibrd  a 
gnmd  prospect  bounded  by  the  Riesengebirge 
in  the  far  distance,  but  the  mooasteiy  is 
worthy  of  a  visit  for  the  sake  of  its  fine 
library,  ball,  frescoes,  puntingSf  and  curio- 
sities. Among  the  paintings  is  a  portrait  of 
^iska,  which,  though  sadly  mis-improvid  by 
retouching,  probably  gives  a  good  idea  of  the 
person  of  the  Bohemian  Samson,  with  his 
nigged  features  and  gigantic  hand.  Orte  of 
the  chief  curiosities  is  the  autograph  of  Tycho 
Brahc,  the  celebrated  astronomer,  whose 
tomb  is  in  the  Teyn  church. 

From  the  Baumgarten  we  go  along  the 
lUQparts,  which  have  been  laid  out  as  ^' 
dens,  to  the  Belvedere,  a  villa  or  pavihon 
situated  in  the  so-called  Tbieigaiten,  and 
omsidercd  one  of  the  finest  specimens  of 
pure  Italian  Renaissance  extant.  It  used  to 
be  called  the  Observatory  of  TycBo  Brahe. 
It  was  never,  however,  tenanted  by  him, 
tliough  it  is  quite  possible  that  he  sometimes 
<xsa  hither  for  the  puipose.of  pointing  out 
the  stars  to  his  patron,  Rudolph  II.,  who  had 
oiled  him  from  Denmark.  At  present  the 
building  is  unoccupied,  but  deserves  a  visit 
both  for  its  own  sake,  for  the  sake  of  the 
^escoes  representing  scenes  from  the  history 
of  Bohemia  which  adorn  the  interior,  and  for 
the  sake  of  tlie  splendid  view  to  be  obtained 
'  tiom  the  gallery  which  runs  round  the  out- 
side. Immediately  below  is  pointed  out  the 
KKalled  Hunger  Tower,  said  to  be  the  oldest 
ia  Prague,  shaped  internally  like  a  bottle,  and 
fotmerly  used  as  a  prison. 

From  the  Belvedere  one  can  either  descend 
directly  to  the  Klein&eite,  or  go  round  by 
the  Hradschin.     I  took  the  latter  course. 

Hiadschin  (so  called  from  Hrad,  Czechish 
ibr  steep  hill),  the  name  both  of  die  palace 
ud  of  the  quarter  of  which  it  is  the  chief 
feature,  is  situated  on  a  spur  of  the  White 
Mountain  which  here  projects  and  turns  the 
Holdau  fi-om  its  straight  course.  To  my 
Qund  the  palace,  architecturally  considered, 
it  chiefly  remarkable  for  its  size,  which  is 
enormous,  containing  as  it  does  no  fewer 
than  four  hundred  apartments.  Its  myste- 
rious sounding  name  had,  I  confess,  led  me 
to  expect  a  building  with  a  flavour,  if  I  may 
90  speak,  as  distinctively  Bohemian  as  St, 
Mark's  and  the  Doge's  Palace  in  Venice  are 
distinctively  Venetian  j  and  my  disappoint- 
ment was  great  to  find  what  was  little  better 


than  a  huge  congeries  of  barracks.  Nor, 
as  a  whole,  is  the  interior  much  better  than 
the  exterior,  though  it  contains  individual 
rooms  imposing  in  dimensions  and  beauti- 
fully decorated.  Chief  interest  attaches  de- 
cidedly to  a  room  formerly  used  as  a  council-  ■ 
room,  to  the  Gothic  Hall  of  Ladislas,  in  which 
the  Bohemian  nobility  used  to  swear  alle- 
giance to  their  sovereigns,  and  to  four  old 
towers  which  once  served  as  state  prisons. 
In  the  first  are  still  preserved  the  old  table, 
chairs,  and  other  articles  of  furniture  which 
were  used  more  than  two  and  a  half  centuries 
ago;  and  primitive  in  truth  they  are,  suggest- 
ing that  those  who  met  must  have  been  more 
concerned  to  settle  business  than  to  raise 
long  discussions.  Perhaps  it  might  be  good 
for  some  of  our  imperial  and  local  legislators 
if  their  seats  were  as  hard,  straight-backed, 
narrow-bottomed,  and  weak-leggcd  as  the 
Hradschin  stools.  We  might  possibly  have 
a  little  change  in  the  relations  of  talk  and 
work.  The  towers  are  gloomy  places ; — one 
of  them  in  particular,  which  contains  a  dun- 
geon beneath  a  dungeon,  fifteen  fathoms 
deep,  into  whi<ii  prisoners  were  let  down  by  a 
rope,  doomed  thenceforth  never  again  to 
behold  the  rays  of  the  sun.  "Does  the 
world  move  on  P"  some  have  asked  in  doubt 
and  despair.  For  their  answer  let  them  look 
inhere. 

Close  to  the  palace  are  the  Gothic  cathedral 
of  St,  Vitus  and  an  institute  for  unmarried 
ladies  of  the  nobility.  The  former,  though  in 
a  completely  luifioished  condition — it  is  now 
being  restored — is  wonderfully  interesting, 
redolent  of  a  specificaUy  Bohemian  antiquity. 
I  should  far  exceed  the  limits  of  this  paper  if 
I  were  to  attempt  to  describe  in  detail  all 
that  it  contains  worthy  of  note ;  for  it  is  a 
perfect  museum  of  curiosities.  First  and 
foremost  is  the  chapel  and  shrine  of  St.  John 
Nepomuc,  as  costly  as  it  is  tasteless.  Up- 
wards of  four  thousand  pounds  of  silver  arc 
said  to  have  been  used  in  its  construction. 
The  body  of  the  saint  is  enclosed  in  a  crystal 
coffio.  His  tongue  is  preserved  as  a  most 
precious  reUc  in  a  case  in  the  wall  above  the 
altar  of  St,  Wenzel's  Chapel. 

All  the  chapels  are  remarkable,  but  the 
pearls  are  the  one  containing  a  Crucifixion  , 
carved  in  wood  by  A .  Diirer  and  that  j  ust  men-  ■ 
tioned.  The  walls  of  the  latter  are  covered 
with  frescoes  representing  scenes  from  the 
life  of  Christ,  executed  by  native  artists  of 
the  fourteenth  century,  and  bordered  with 
Bohemian  garnets  aud  other  precious  stones. 
The  sword  and  armour  of  the  saint  are  pre- 
served here ;  but  the  most  valued  objwM-.i*C 
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the  brass  handle-ring  on  the  door,  which  was 
brought  hither  from  the  church  of  Alt-Bunz- 
lan,  and  to  which  he  is  said  to  have  clung 
when  he  was  murdered  by  his  brother  in 
926.  The  treasury  of  the  cathedral  contains 
a  large  collection  of  ecclesiastical  and  other 
curiosities  and  antiquities,  as,  for  example, 
upwards  of  three  hundred  embroidered  mass 
robes,  two  worked  out  of  the  bridal  dresses 
of  an  empress  and  a  countess  j  and  a  number 
of  relics  used  at  coronations,  amongst  which 
are  portions  of  the  bones  of  Abraham,  Isaac, 
and  Jacob,  the  Virgin  Mary's  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, one  of  the  palm-branches  strewed 
in  Christ's  way  when  he  rode  into  Jerusalem, 
and  a  bit  of  the  sponge  which  was  placed  on 
a  hyssop  when  He  hung  on  the  cross. 

But  we  must  hasten  on  our  way.  Adjoin- 
ing the  Hradschin  are  several  splendid 
palaces  of  the  nobility,  one  of  which,  that  of 
Prince  Schwarzenberg,  is  specially  note- 
worthy for  its  resemblance  to  the  Pitti  Palace 
at  Florence. 

Opposite  the  vast  palace  of  Count  Czemin, 
now  used  as  a  barracks,  is  the  Loretto 
Chapel,  an  exact  copy  of  the  one  in  Italy  so 
famous  as  the  goal  of  pilgrimages.  It  con- 
tains even  a  model  of  the  black  viigin.    A 


curious  phenomenon  is  the  belief  in  a  virgin 
at  once  white  and  black — a  phenomeooQ 
which,  along  with  others  connected  with  the 
worship  of  the  Virgin,  I  am  disposed  to  think 
throws  light  on  the  rise  of  idolatry. 

The  National  Museum,  which  is  also  close 
by,  though  by  no  means  one  of  the  fint 
order,  deserves  a.  visit.  It  contains  a  collec- 
tion of  antiquities,  upwards  of  a  thoDsand 
paintings,  mostly  poor,  a  library  whose  chief 
preciosa  are  the  autograph  challenge  affixed 
to  the  gate  of  the  University  of  Prague  by 
John  Huss,  offering  to  dispute  with  all 
comers  on  the  articles  of  his  belief,  and  a 
letter  in  the  handwriting  of  Ziska.  0;^  the 
former  one  might  muse  for  hours,  endeavour- 
ing to  imagine  for  oneself  the  struggles  which 
must  have  preceded  the  significant  act.  One 
may  well  fancy,  too,  that  Luther  took  the  idea 
of  the  course  he  adopted  with  his  theses 
from  Huss. 

Descending  the  steep  hill  and  turning  to 
the  left,  we  come  to  the  huge  and  handsome 
palace  of  Waldstein  or  Wailensiein,  as  he  is 
known  to  readers  of  Schiller.  A  few  rooms 
are  in  the  state  in  which  he  left  them,  bui  the 
only  relics  of  its  founder  are  a  bad  full- 
length  portrait  of  him,  and  the  favourite 
horse  which  bore  him  at  Lutien,  stuffed. 
The  apartments  now  occupied  by  the  family 
arc  furnished  with  very  great  taste,  mough 
they  have  a  gloomy  look. 

We  will  now  quit  the  Kleinseite,  with  its 
massive  gloomy  palaces — fit  relics  of  a  time 
when  nobles  kept  armed  retainers  to  liglit 
out  their  private  quarrels  with  their  cBgh- 
botirs — and,  passing  on  our  n-ay  the  noble 
monument  to  Radetzky,  who  is  represented 
standing  on  a  shield  bome  up  by  soldiers; 
and  the  church  of  St.  Nicholas,  a  fine  speci- 
men of  the  meretricious  and  worldly  style  of 
architecture  adopted  by  the  Jesuits,  to  whom 
it  belongs,  we  will  cross  the  celebrated 
Carlsbriicke  (Charles's  Bridge)  into  the  old 

This  massive  stone  bridge  is  said  to  he  the 
longest  in  Germany,  and  is  ornamented  by 
no  fewer  than  sixty  statues  of  saints.  The 
tirst  on  our  right  hand  stands  on  a  peditnent 
in  which  is  a  sort  of  cave  representing  puf- 
gatory,  filled  with  miserable  wTetches  who 
are  guarded  on  the  one  side  by  an  armed 
man,  on  the  other  by  a  snarling  dog.  Of  the 
remaining  monuments,  the  most  noteworthy 
is  that  to  the  memory  of  St.  John  Nepomuc, 
which  is  visited  by  thousands  of  Bohemian 
pilgrims  every  year  on  the  anniversary  of  his 
supposed  martyrdom.  The  legend  goes  that 
he  was  thrown  from  the  bridge  at  this  exact 
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spot,  by  <Kder  or  King  Weozel,  in  1381,  and 
drowned,  because  he  refused  to  betray  the 
secrets  confided  to  him  by  the  Queen  in  con- 
fession. Five  stars  will  be  noticed  endrc- 
ling  the  double  cross  which  surmounts  the 
parapet,  lltese  denote  the  miraculous  flames 
whidi  flickered  on  the  surface  of  the  water 
just  beneath  where  his  body  lay,  for  several 
days  after  he  perished,  and  which  led  to  the 
discovery  of  hta  coipse.  He  was  hist  canon- 
ized in  i739,siDce  which  time  he  has  become 
the  patron  saint  of  bridges  in  Roman  Catho- 
lic i£stricts.  In  reality,  the  whole  thing  is 
an  imposture.  No  such  man  ever  existed; 
no  such  event  ever  occurred.  The  legend 
was  got  up  by  the  Jesuits  in  order  to  sup- 
plant the  name  of  John  Huss  in  the  affections 
of  the  Bohemian  people.  Further  on  is  a 
amcifix  of  bronze,  cast  and  set  up  about 
1660  at  Aie  expense  of  a  Jew,  who  was 
charged  with  blaspheming  the  name  of  Christ. 

As  we  leave  the  bridge  we  pass  under  the 
beautiful  archway  of  a  handsome  watch- 
tower,  on  which  may  be  seen  the  remains  of 
fonnei  ornaments  and  figures. 

Immediately  to  the  left  is  the  monument 
erected  in  1848  at  the  fifth  cen- 
tennial anniversary  of  the  Uni- 
versity, in  honour 


Karl  IV.  A  short  distance  to  the  right  is 
another,  to  the  memory  of  the  Emperw 
Francis.  Both  these  are  amongst  the  most 
beautiful  works  of  the  kind  that  I  evet 
remember  seeing. 

Passing  up  the  Carlsgasse,  opposite  the 
bridge,  we  come  on  the  left  to  the  Clemen- 
tinum,  a  vast  pile  of  buildings  with  five 
distinct  gateways  opening  into  several  streets, 
and  forming  almost  a  little  town  of  itsel£  It 
dates  from  1651,  and  comprises  at  present 
seven  courtyards,  two  chuidies,  two  (lapels, 
four  large  and  two  small  towers,  the  Univer- 
sity library  and  lecture  rooms,  a  gymnasium, 
a  school  of  art,  a  clerical  seminary,  and  an 
observatory.  The  style  is  Italian.  Some  of 
the  halls  are  veiy  fine;  but  on  the  whole, 
both  the  exterior  and  interior  have  a  gloomy 
andneglectedlook.  In  the  library  and  obser- 
vatory are  some  highly  interesting  relics :  for 
example,  in  the  former,  a  richly  illuminated 
Hussite  liturgy,  on  one  of  whose  pages  tiiere 
are  three  miniatures  representing  WycMe 
striking  the  light,  Huss  blowing  the  flame, 
and  Luther  holding  the  blazing  torch.  How 
beautifully  significant,  one  cannot  help  saying. 


lb*  cbttlMia  •Hiud  to  tba  late  of  the  UniTcnitf- 
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What  a  grand  history  summed  up  and  set 
forth  in  three  litde  bits  of  art.  Here  are 
themes  worthy  surely  of  the  grandest  efforts 
of  the  highest  artistic  genius.  Id  the  ob- 
servatory are  Tycho  Brahe's  portrait  and 
sextant. 

I  must  -hasten  past  the  old,  or  rather  the 
new-old,  Town  Hall — for  it  has  undergone 
many  changes  since  its  erection  in  1399,  and 
the  oldest  iclic  is  the  httle  Gothic  chapel  and 
the  tower,  the  former  built  in  1381,  the  latter 
in  1474-^— with  its  memories  of  the  butcheiy 
of  Hussites ;  the  curious  clock  in  the  tower 
with  its  hourly  procession  of  apostles  and 
evangelists,  and  figure  of  death  ringing  the 
warning  bell ;  die  market-place  with  its 
monuments;  the  splendid  palaces  close  by; 
the  massive  houses  with  their  iron-barred 
windows  and  grand  doorways ;  the  strange 
shops,  passages,  courts,  alleys,  comers ;  and 
all  the  other  noteworthy  features  of  the  town, 
and  go  on  to  the  Jewish  quarter.  Let  us, 
however,  linger  for  a  few  moments  in  the 
Teyn  church,  the  most  characteristic  ecclesi- 
astical edifice  of  Prague,  and  for  long  the 
religious  centre  of  the  Hussite  movement. 
At  one  time  it  bore  on  the  gable  between 
the  two  towers  a  huge  sacramental  cup,  but 
after  the  final  overthrow  of  the  Utraquist 
party  in  1620,  an  image  of  the  Virgin  Mary 
was  substituted  for  it.  The  church  is  in  the 
main  pore  Gothic,  but  with  a  curious  admix- 
ture of  features  from  other  styles  of  architec- 
ture :  for  example,  the  joined  ceiling  is  con- 
nected with  the  supporting  columns  by  Greek 
pilasters,  the  columns  themselves  have  Greek 
capitals;  and  the  sacristy  at  the  back  is  in 
the  odious  Jesuit  style.  The  interior  is  on 
the  whole  strikingly  beautiful,  and  full  of  in- 
terestii^  objects,  though  it  is  also  greatly 
disfigured  by  the  tawdry  ornaments  and  silly 
votive  figures,  candles,  tapers,  wreaths,  paper 
shiekls,  and  the  like  with  which  Romanism 
has  crowded  every  vacant  spoL 

On  Sunday  morning  I  attended  the  nine- 
o'clock  service,  and  found  the  church  crowded 
with  apparently  devout  worshippers.  The 
singing,  in  which  the  congr^ation  joined,  was 
led  by  a  small  band  of  instruments,  and  was 
very  impressive.  As  I  stood  in  one  comci 
and  saw  the  light  streaming  in  broad  bands 
across  the  gloomy  arches,  and  pillars,  and 
aisles,  and  the  clouds  of  incense  ascending, 
and  watched  the  congregation  bowing  reve- 
rently at  the  elevation  of  the  host,  I  could 
not  but  feel  that  an  element  was  represented 
there  which  Protestants  are  apt  to  overlook — 
the  element  which  philosophers  would  call 
objective. 


But  it  is  time  we  entered  the  Jewish 
quarter.  Iflweretodevoteapapertothisone 
feature  alone  I  could  scarcely  convey  an  ade- 
quate impression  of  ite  strangeness.  No  one 
part  is  quite  so  peculiar  as  the  old  Indengassc 
in  Frankfort-on-the-Maine;  but  then  we  hare 
to  do  here  with  a  whole  quarter  of  about  ten 
thousand  inhabitants.  Such  narrow,  crooked,  > 
dirty  streets  and  courts,  fiill  of  smoke-be- 
grimed houses  and  shops,  whose  only  light 
is  drawn  from  the  doorways ;  their  contents 
seemingly  as  repulsive  as  the  neighbourhood; 
filthy,  three-quarters  naked  childxen;  gesticu- 
lating, jabbering,  long-coated,  ringletted  men 
and  women  to  match,  at  every  step.  It 
needs  remarking,  however,  that  at  the  pre- 
sent time  as  many  poor  Chrisdans  as  Jews 
inhabit  this  quarter,  so  that  its  peculiarities 
must  not  all  be  set  to  the  account  of  the 
latter.  Indeed,  so  tar  as  the  matter  of  diit 
and  general  untidiness  is  concerned,  I  know 
not  which  would  carry  off  the  palm,  the 
Bohemians  or  the  Jews.  I  fancy  there  ii 
much  of  a  muchness.  In  Germany,  to  speak  of 
a  farm  or  hotel  as  a  "bohmische  Wirthsch^" 
(Bohemian  mhtage)  is  about  the  same  as, 
widi  us,  to  describe  it  as  "  Irish." 

The  moment  I  set  foot  in  the  cUef  street 
of  the  quarter  I  was  pounced  on  by  Jews, 
young  and  old,  offering  their  services  with 
the  persistency  and  intrusive  familiarity  too 
oflen  characteristic  of  their  race. 

Though  there  are  nine  synagogues  onl; 
one  is  worthy  of  special  attention,  namely 
the  Altneuschule  (literally,  old  new  school) ; 
that,  however,  is  one  of  the  most  curious 
places  in  Europe.  The  floor  is  considerably 
below  the  level  of  the  street,  as  is  indeed  the 
case  with  several  of  the  other  synagogues. 
If  anywhere,  here  is  to  be  found  the  holy 
gloom  in  which  some  delight.  Little  light  is 
admitted  from  witiiout,  and  the  walls,  ceiling, 
and  everything  in  the  place  are  so  begntoM 
with  the  dust  and  smoke  of  centuries-^t  i* 
too  sacred  to  be  cleaned — that  everything 
wears  at  first  the  vague  and  indistinct  loqk 
of  objects  in  one  of  Rembrandt's  pictures. 
Tradition  says  that  the  foundations  of  ihe 
synagogue  were  laid  by  Jews  who  fled  into 
Bohemia  after  the  destruction  of  Jerasalem; 
the  fact,  however,  is  that  the  lower  part  of 
the  edifice  dates  from  the  fourteenth  century, 
whilst  the  upper,  especially  the  Gothic  porch, 
is  considerably  later.  There  is  a  wonderful, 
though  doubtless  unintentional,  symbolism  in 
the  superposition  of  Gothic  on  the  Moorish 
style  generally  adopted  for  Jewish  sjma- 
gogues  i  Christianity  resting  on  Judaism.  ■ 
■   '  the  thought  to  the  fussy  little  old 
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man  who  acted  as  our  guide,  but  he  turned 
away  from  it  and  me  with  just  such  a  look  as 
I  sboold  have  deserved  had  I  said  something 
imeudurable  to  decency.  Considering  how 
highly  the  Christian  church  esteems  the 
Jewish  Scriptures,  and  how  persistently  it 
has  recognised  Judaism  as  the  soil  out  of 
which  Christianity  sprang,  it  is  wonderful 
that  the  genuine  Jew  should  treat  Christ  as 
he  (till  does,  whererer  he  is  strong  enough  to 
express  his  opinion  freely  and  openly. 

From  the  synagogue  I  went  to  the  buriat 
ground,  and  venly,  there  I  felt  myself  trans- 
ferred to  another  world.  It  is  no  longer 
csed,  having  been  closed  for  upwards  of  a 
hundred  years,  and,  perhaps  fortunately  for 
visitors,  is  in  an  utterly  neglected  state. 
There  must  be  thousands  of  grave-stones  of 
all  shapes  and  sizes,  in  every  conceivable 
variety  of  position,  "  some  fractured,  some 
a<ny  as  though  about  to  fall,  and  all  weather- 
bciUen  and  mossgrown."  As  I  wandered 
about  looking  at  the  Hebrew  inscriptions, 
and  the  curious  figures — stag,  bunch  of 
grapes,  coffee-pot,  fish,  cat,  wolf,  lion,  bear, 
iirias,  stietched-out  hands,  and  so  forth — 
carved  on  the  stones,  each  symbolical  of  the 
name,  or  vocation,  or  character  of  those  who 
lay  buried  below,  and  at  the  weird,  decrepit 
oH   elder-trees,  with   their   wrinkled    and 


twisted  branches,  I  could  not  help  feeling 
that  I  had  before  me  the  outward  and  visible 
embodiment  of  the  spirit  of  Judaism  as  ex- 
pressed in  that  hterary  wilderness,  the 
Talmud. 

There  is  still  one  spot  in  Prague  that  I 
ought  to  mention — the  spot  of  all  others  that 
Evangelical  Christians  will  look  upon  with 
interest.  Everything  the  Jesuits  could  do  to 
efface  the  traces  and  memory  of  John  Huss 
was  done  by  them.  His  chapel  in  the  Beth- 
lehem Street  was  razed  to  the  ground,  and 
his  work  was  well-nigh  utterly  overthrown; 
but  curiously  enough  one  scant  relic  of  his 
house  remains,  namely,  the  doorway  into  his 
study.  The  door  itself  has  perished,  and  the 
entrance  is  walled  np ;  but  the  pointed  arch 
still  exists,  with  its  stones,  with  the  great  iron 
hinges  on  which  the  door  swung,  and  the 
holdfast  to  which  it  was  locked.  It  is  to  be 
found  just  inside  the  passage  of  the  house  at 
the  comer  of  the  street.  A  few  strong  blows 
and  an  entrance  could  be  effected,  the  space 
would  be  free.  Is  this  too  symbolic?  If 
Protestants  now  do  their  duty,  who  knows  but 
that  the  memory  of  John  Huss  may  yet  be 
revived  in  Bohemia,  and  the  land  again  be 
rescued  from  the  ignorance  and  supersHtion 
to  which  centuries  of  Jesuitism  have  reduced 
it? 


Jobs  Hon  It  tfas  itske. 
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THE  STORY  OF  JAMES  DODDS,  SOLICITOR. 

Bv  ALEXANDER  MACLEOD  SYMINGTON. 


FOR  the  iHiiposc  with  which  this  paper  is 
written,  it  will  be  best  to  invert  the 
natural  order  of  a  biographical  sketch,  telling 
the  last  first. 

Mr.  Dodds  went  to  London  and  entered 
on  business  as  a  Parliamentary  solicitor  at 
the  close  of  1846,  being  then  in  the  thirty- 
fourth  year  of  his  age;  and  he  pursued  his 
work  in  that  line  steadfastly  till  his  death'  in 
1S74.  Outside  his  office,  he  was  known  to 
a  considerable,  yet  limited,  number  of  persons 
throughout  Scotland  and  in  ifae  capital  as 
a  man  who  spoke  with  very  notable  eloquence 
on  matters  pertaining  to  the  heroic  portions 
of  Scottish  history,  the  days  of  Widlace,  of 
Bruce  and  Knox.  In  particular,  some  twenty-  ■ 
five  years  ago,  he  prepared  a  series  of  lectures 
on  the  fifty  years'  struggle  of  the  Covenanters, 
the  fifty  years  preceding  the  coming  of 
William  and  Mary ;  and  after  delivering  these 
to  delighted  crowds  in  places  of  less  note,  he 
repeated  them  in  Edinburgh,  in  compliance 
with  a  requisition  "  s^ed  by  jut^es,  members 
of  Parliament,  professors  of  the  University, 
magistrates,  doctors  of  divinity  of  all  the 
Churches,  physicians,  advocates,  editors, 
artists  and  other  influential  persons;"  and 
their  reception  there  was  equally  enthusiastic. 
But  the  lecturer  seemed,  as  soon  as  he  left 
the  platform,  to  go  suddenly  out  of  sight. 
Struck  by  his  culture,  the  fulness  and  patient 
accuracy  of  his  historical  information,  his 
philosophical  candour,  his  enthusiasm  setting 
history  ablaze,  men  asked  who  be  was,  and 
might  be  told  that  he  was  a  lawyer  of  some 
kind,  resident  in  London,  but  who  had  no 
very  visible  position  in  the  political  or  the 
forensic,  least  of  all  in  the  religious  world. 
When,  in  1861,  the  lectures  were  issued  in  a 
volume,  you  had  the  opportunity  to  satisfy 
yourself  that  you  had  not  been  carried  away 
by  the  speaker's  unusual  eloquence,  but  were 
in  possession  of  a  book,  peifect  in  its  kind, 
the  fruit  of  vigorous  thought  and  high  culture, 
gleaming  every  here  and  there  with  touches 
of  manly  pathos,  disappointing  only  to  those 
who  held  extreme  views  on  one  side  or 
the  other  of  the  great  struggle.  This  was 
all.  The  singular-looking  speaker  went  his 
way  into  the  only  effective  desert  which 
civilisauon  has  left  us,  London,  itself  the 
result  of  our  civilisation,  so  called.  If  very 
diligently  inquired  after,  he  might  have  been 
heard  of,  but  not  heard,  in  the  House  of 


Lords  in  connection  with  the  great  Morgan 
will  case,  or  the  Glen  Tilt  case,  or  a  new 
branch  railway.  If  run  to  earth,  he  might 
have  been  found  in  Cheyne  Row  talking  to 
Thomas  Carlyle,  or  in  the  bosom  of  a  very. 
quiet  family,  or  up  to  the  ears  in  parchments 
at  his  office  in  Fludyer  Street.  Mr.  Dodds 
was  manifestly  capable  of  having  kept  him- 
self before  the  world  to  good  purpose  by  his 
pen  and  his  tongue;  and  it  was  equally 
obvious  that  there  was  a  passionate  impulse 
in  him  to  move  men  towards  things  good 
and  true ;  but  for  some  reason  he  did  not. 
We  now  know  what  that  reason  was;  and 
the  story  of  his  struggling  growth  has  lessons 
in  it,  we  apprehend,  for  all,  specially  for 
ardent  young  students  aspiring  after  literary 
or  forensic  fame. 

In  the  case  of  James  Dodds,  as  in  the 
case  of  a  good  many  others  who  have  ended 
far  enough  away  from  anything  straitlaced  in 
their  religious  opinions,  the  roots  of  a  noble 
character  were  nourished  in  Puritan  soil 
The  influences  under  which  his  boyhood  was 
spent  were  those  of  a  meek,  godly  mother,  and 
a  rare  old  grandfather  cast  in  a  mould  now 
lost  His  grandson,  bom  a  hero-worshipper, 
describes  him  as  "  a  veritable  patriarch,  an 
Abraham  among  his  people,  who,  though 
bom  in  humble  life,  was  well  educated  and 
intelligent ;  a  deep  thinker  on  the  great  poli* 
tical  and  social  problems  of  his  day,  and  as 
remarkable  for  his  unfailing  good  sense  as 
for  his  fervent  piety."  He  was  gentle  too, 
and  large-minded  enough  to  be  the  first  man 
in  his  district  who  became  a  subscriber  to 
the  London  Missionary  Society.  The  shrewd 
Border  men  about  Kelso,  where  he  spent  all 
his  days,  looked  up  to  him  as  a  saint  and  an 
oracle.  In  riper  years  James  Dodds  showed 
the  effect  of  his  example  in  resolute  labour 
and  self-denial,  and  other  patient  virtues 
which  are  of  more  value  than  an  orthodox 
creed ;  but  in  his  early  days  he  shot  suffi- 
ciently far  out  of  the  calm  and  regular,  yet  not 
contracted,  orbit  in  which  the  grand  old  man 
would  have  guided  him,  making  a  course  for 
himself  decidedly  meteoric. 

There  was  no  question  about  the  fire. 
While  a  mere  child  he  astonished  everybody 
by  the  quickness  of  his  understanding  and 
the  vigour  of  his  imagination,  improvising 
new  and  wonderful  versions  of  the  Border 
tales  and  ballads.    At  the  age  of  eight  he 
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vas  sent  to  the  parish  school  of  Mertoun 
with  a  view  to  his  being  prepared  for  the 
University  of  Edinburgh ;  but  in  his  eleventh 
year  he  ran  off  to  the  great  city,  detennined 
to  see  the  world.  "  I  had  a  vague  idea,"  be 
wrote  late  in  life,  "of  living  by  my  pen,  and 
carried  away  in  my  flight  a  quantity  of  poems 
and  a  history  of  the  world,  by  which  I  ex- 
pected to  get  riches  to  live  upon  and  immor- 
tal &me  after  death."  Being  brought  back 
to  Muserig,  his  grandfather's  house,  two  miles 
from  Kelso,  he  was  subdued  by  the  old 
man's  gentleness  and  forgiveness.  At  thir- 
teen he  had  mastered  Warburton's  "  Lega- 
tion "  and  moat  of  the  writings  of  Dr.  John- 
son, and  precociously  imitated  both  the  style 
of  these  writers  and  their  reasoning.  At  fif- 
teen he  was  sent  to  the  University  of  Edin- 
bu^h,  through  the  good  offices  of  the  Duke 
of  Roxburgh's  factor,  his  grandfather  being 
Dov  dead,  and  passed  through  one  session 
in  his  own  extraordinary  way.  With  enough 
of  latin  and  Greek  scholarship  to  have 
given  him  a  good  place  in  the  classes,  he 
spumed  all  the  restraints  of  regular  work ; 
fiercely  independent,  he  quarrelled  with  the 
professors  and  his  best  friends,  and  gave  free 
play  to  his  enthusiasm  for  general  literature 
and  oratory.  In  the  mathematical  class  only, 
where  the  Professor  (Wallace)  was  an  original 
and  a  wit,  and  in  the  debating  society,  where 
he  at  once  grappled  with  the  leader  and 
seized  his  place,  did  the  young  student  enjoy 
himself.  Indeed,  there  he  seemed  to  have 
nothing  to  learn  ;  few  were  so  young  as  him- 
self, but  all  paid  homage  to  his  extraordinary 
acuieness,  fluency,  and  vigour.  There  were 
giants  in  those  days,  1828-19,  Henry  Brough- 
am, Andrew  Thomson,  Thomas  Chalmers; 
and  the  ardent  youth  would  let  nothing 
binder  him  from  hearing  these  distinguished 
orators,  himself  "  often  yearning  for  an  oppor- 
tunity of  exercising  in  some  conspicuous 
sphere  that  gift  of  eloquence  of  which  he  was 
sometimes  painfully  conscious,"  The  hope 
ofhis  friends  was  that,  in  due  time,  he  would 
become  a  shining  ornament  of  the  Secession 
pulpit,  but  he  flung  to  the  winds  all  notions 
of  pmdence  and  frequented  theatres  and  the 
society  (rf  actors. 

He  remained  in  Edinburgh  after  the  close 
of  the  session,  trying  to  support  himself  by 
teaching.  The  attempt  failed,  and,  "begin- 
iiing  to  be  in  want,"  be  applied  to  his  friend 
the  factor.  His  appeals  were  met  flist  by 
silence,  then  by  rebuke :  whereupon  the 
budding  genius,  who  had  still  to  learn  for 
the  greater  part  wherein  true  manliness  con- 
sists, "fired  up  in  grand    explosive  style" 


and  walked  o£f  to  England  with  eighteen- 
pence  in  bis  pocket  to  achieve  independent 
greatness.  A  lad  from  Tweedside  met  him 
and  doubled  his  store  with  a  generosity  never 
forgotten.  Finding  that  one-half  was  de- 
manded for  the  first .  breakfast  he  ordered, 
the  remainder  was  turned  into  copper  coins 
and  spent  penny  by  penny  in  the  purchase 
of  bread  only.  Arrived  at  Newcastle,  he 
joined  a  band  of  strolling  players,  as  low 
comedian ;  and  being  possessed  of"  an  exube- 
rant fund  of  rt^icking  humour,"  "  sang  in 
many  a  bam  comic  songs  with  voice  and 
gesticulations  provocative  of  immense  laugh- 
ter and  applause." 

This  lasted  for  nine  months,  during  which 
he  passed  into  his  eighteenth  year,  his  soul 
loathing  the  coarseness  and  worse  amid 
which  day  and  night  were  spent.  At  length, 
being  in  a  considerable  town,  he  heard  that 
one  of  the  friends  of  his  childhood,  the 
Episcopal  minister  of  Kelso,  was  residing 
there  at  the  time.  To  the  wife  of  this  gentle- 
man, mother  of  one  with  whom  he  had  en- 
Joyed  literary  intercourse  in  boyhood,  he 
made  his  position  known  ;  and  no  one  could 
have  better  enacted  the  part  of  the  father  in 
the  most  pathetic  of  the  parables.  Without 
using  a  word  that  could  rouse  his  pride, 
she  quite  melted  the  erratic  genius  by  her 
motherly  kindness,  reconciled  him  to  his 
fiiends,  and  treated  him  as  her  own  son.  A 
year  or  two  later,  being  employed  to  write  a 
sketch  of  the  pastor  under  whose  ministry  he 
had.  sat,  he  took  occasion  to  say : — 

"Should  my  name  ever  be  known,  this 
shall  be  known  also,  that  in  the  hour  of 
deepest  adversity,  when  all  men  stood  aloof 
from  me,  she  stepped  boldly  forward,  rescued 
me  from  misery,  restored  my  health,  perhaps 
my  life,  and  certainly  nay  character ;  placed 
me  in  bei  own  family,  and  made  me  hope  for 
better  days.  And  better  days  I  now  see,  but 
I  never  cease  to  thank  her,  and  Heaven  shall 
reward  her  for  these  acts  of  a  most  excellent 
and  rare  charity,  I  could  not  refrain  from 
saying  this  much,  and  they  who  know  matters 
will  be  smprised  that  I  could  say  so  little." 

Tbe  diction  is  remarkable  for  a  lad  of 
nineteen,  but  the  taste  and  feeling  are  more 
remarkable. 

This  was  the  turning-point  The  fires  of 
his  highly  impulsive  temperament  were  neither 
burned  out  nor  quenched  by  any  means,  but 
they  were  placed  henceforth  under  the  firm 
restramt  of  virtuous  principle,  and  the  next 
ten  years  were  spent  in  noble  self-denial.  He 
supported  himself,  first  as  teacher  of  a  side- 
school,  then  as  clerk  to  a  lawyer  near  Mehose, 
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eamiDg  barely  enough  to  keep  soul  and  body 
together,  till  he  was  twenty-seven  years  ol  age. 
All  the  while  he  was  growing.  Literature 
was  eagerly  cultivated;  and  while  his  duties 
in  the  lawyer's  office  were  discharged  so  ably 
and  conscientiously  as  to  earn  his  employer's 
waim  praise,  he  found  time  to  electrify  the 
Border  bur^s  with  political  speeches,  and  to 
keep  village  audiences  of  douce  farmers  and 
theii  wives,  whom  die  very  thought  of  play- 
going  would  have  raade  sleepless,  hanging 
brea^ess  on  his  lips  while  he  poured  forth 
Shaksperian  recitations  and  expositions.  All 
honour  to  the  brave  soul  that,  witii  these 
inraulses  and  conscious  of  these  powers,  re- 
mained so  strictly  Mthfiil  to  the  "  stem  law- 
giver," Duty.  Little  wonder  diat  he  found 
her  ere  long  "wearing  the  Godhead's  most 
benignant  grace." 

Towards  the  close  of  this  period,  eariy  in 
1840,  began  that  correspondence  with  the 
Nestor  of  oui  literature,  which  has  chiefly 
attracted  us  to  the  bic^raphy  of  Mr.  Dodds.* 
Feeling  the  pinch  of  want,  he  had  hinted  to 
his  cousin  (now  his  biographer)  that  he  might 
dee  out  his  miserable  income  by  writing  for 
some  of  the  London  periodicals ;  and  his 
cousin  sent  on  the  letter,  full  of  generous  as- 
pirations, to  Mr.  Carlylc.  The  reply,  bear- 
mg  date  "  5th  February,  1840,"  contains  the 
foUowing  wholesome  words : — 

"  A  man  is  not  so  easily  fie^ed;  the  help 
that  would  avail  such  a  man  as  your  cousb 
seems  to  be  must  come  from  within  rather 
than  from  without  As  to  this  project  of 
wilting  tor  the  periodical  press,  I  must  say, 
in  the  first  place,  that  there  is  yet  no  evidence 
of  your  cousin's  having  acquired  a  faculty  to 
write  what  would  be  succes^ul  or  useful  there. 
....  And,  then,  alasl  thirdly,  that  it  b 
doubtful  to  me  whether  the  highest  con- 
ceivable '  success '  in  that  coarse  might  not 
be  for  your  cousin  an  evil  in  place  of  a 
blessii^.  I  speak  advisedly  in  this  matter. 
There  is  no  madder  section  of  human  busi- 
ness now  wdtedng  under  the  snn  than  that 
of  periodical  literature  in  England  at  this 
day.  The  meagrest  bread -and-water  wages 
at  any  honest,  steady  occupation,  I  should 
say.aie  preferable  forayoungman,  especially 
for  an  ambitious,  excitable  young  man.  I 
mistake  much  if  your  cousin  were  not  wise 
to  stick  steadfastly  by  his  law  and  what 
benefits  it  will  yield  him;  studying,  of  course, 
in  all  ways  to  perfect  and  cultivate  himself, 
but  leaving  all  literary  glory,  &c.,  &c.,  to  lie 

'   •  "  La^  of  tHs  Covi 


in  the  distance,  an  obscure  possibility  of  the 
future,  which  he  might  attain,  perhaps,  but 
also  could  do  very  well  without  attaining. 
In  another  year,  it  seems,  his  official  salary 
may  be  expected  to  increase  into  something 
tolerable.  He  has  his  mother  and  loved 
ones  within  reach;  he  has,  or  by  diligence 
can  borrow  and  have,  some  books  worth 
reading ;  his  own  free  b(3ut  is  within  him,  to 
shape  into  human  wisdom,  or  mar  into  violent 
madness ;  God's  great  sky  is  over  him,  God's 
green  peaceable  earth  around  biro.  I  really 
know  not  that  he  ought  to  be  in  haste  to 
quit  such  arraDgements." 

This  letter  was  immediately  followed  by 
one  introducing  the  young  clerk  to  Dr.  Aitken, 
minister  of  Minto,  in  whose  friendship,  and 
in  whose  la^e  library,  he  found  just  what  at 
the  time  he  most  needed.  Before  long  we 
find  Mr.  Carlyle  writing  to  himself  after  this 
fashion.  Let  it  be  marked  that  Mi.  Dodds 
had  been  denouncing  the  explosive  character: 
after  nine  years  of  patient  toil  he  bad  some 
right  to  do  that. 

•'LoNDOK,  iist  Stpumbtr,  1841." 

"  My  nxA>  Sn,— The  tmchful,  geoul  temper 
manifested  in  your  letter  caanot  but  incfease  the  ic- 
tereit  I  felt  in  yon.  II  will  be  good  news  in  all  time 
coming  to  learn  that  inch  ■  life  as  yotin  nnlbtd] 
itself  according  to  its  promise,  imd  becemti  in  some 
tolerable  degree  what  it  is  capable  of  being.  Tie 
problem  is  youi  own  to  make  01  to  mar ;  a  mU 
problem  for  you,  as  the  like  ia  for  every  man  Mfn 
into  ttus  world.  You  have  my  entire  sympathf  in 
youi  denunciation  of  the  'expiodve'  character.  It 
IS  trequent  in  these  times;  and  deplorable  wherever 
met  with.  ZipIodoDs  are  ever  waitefol,  woefnl : 
central  fire  should  not  ex{Jode  itself,  but  lie  iilenc> 
lai  down,  and  make  all  gpoA  traits  gran.  We  can- 
not loo  often  repeat  to  ourselves,  'strength  is  seen 
not  in  spasms,  but  in  »tont  bearing  of  boideni.' 
Von  can  t^e  conifort  in  the  meanwhile,  if  you  need 
it,  by  the  cxperiottce  of  all  wise  men,  Ihat  a  right 
heavy  bordcn  is  precisely  the  thing  wanted  for  a  yoang 
strong  man.  GnevouB  to  be  borne ;  but  bear  it  weD; 
you  will  find  it  one  day  la  have  been  verity  blMsed." 

Then  follows  a  quotation  from  Jean  Paul, 
"I  would  not  for  any  money  have  had 
money  in  my  youth;"  to  which  we  will  add 
a  verse  from  the  Lamentations — "It  is 
good  for  a  man  that  he  bear  the  yoke  in 
his  youth." 

At  the  close  of  this  period  Mr.  Dodds  mar- 
ried and  went  to  Edinbmrgh.  There  bis  cir- 
cumstances ceased  to  be  painfully  straitened, 
and  fortune  met  him  in  the  friendship  of  Mr, 
Hunter,  of  Qaigcrook,  a  friendship  both  pro- 

•  Tbe  "  Keoinluwncc*,"  by  Tlomu  Carl)4e,  nn  in  dor 
baddt,  five  tDtcmt  Hnd  |tatlHi  to  tbeie  Aite*.  HU  own  and 
bU  v\W%  heroic  atrbnln  with  poverlj  weic  tcucolv  past; 
ud  it  wu  ia  tbe  midit  at  (bHiUng  occButiam  Oat  be 
laund  tima  trt  write  lettAn  lo  iriae  aaa  kind.  Bexidsa,  bit  alao 
. ..^__.  j^^j  days  W womilea 
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fessional  and  literary.  But  now  he  had 
another  aod  sorer,  though  also  briefer,  con- 
flict to  wage.  In  the  autumn  of  1841  he 
mites,  "  Although  all  outward  things  wear  a 
sufficiently  smiling  appearance,  yet  I  have 
Dcrer  had  darker  moments  within  than  since 
I  came  heie.  This  arisu  entirely  from  in- 
vud  causes.  It  is  the  revolution  that  has 
long  been  going  on  in  my  nature  come  to 
the  last  agonizing  crisis.  I  have  fought  in 
my  own  way  '  with  wild  beasts  at  Ephesus.' 
1  have  fought  with  poverty,  pride,  calamity — 
wild  passions  as  ever  wrung  any  poor  heart — 
scepticism,  total  darkness,  and  bewilderment 
and  disbelief.  I  have  nearly  boxed  the  com- 
pass of  torturing  experiences  that  the  soul 
can  be  subjected  to ;  and  now,  with  broken, 
trembUng  heart,  I  pray  God  that  this  weaiy 
warfare  may  end."  His  prayer  was  heard. 
Rest  both  came  as  the  direct  gift  of  Christ, 
and  was  found  in  that  way  in  which  He 
engages  it  shall  be  found,  by  taking  His 
yoke  and  learning  of  Him  to  be  meek  and 
lowly  of  spirit. 

Although  Mr.  Dodds  never  connected 
himself  with  the  Presbyterians,  nor,  in- 
deed, very  closely  with  any  Church,  we 
doabt  not  his  spiritual  position  would 
liave  satisfied  his  noble  old  grandfather. 
.\inoDg  the  projects  of  his  later  years  was  a 
owse  of  lectures  on  the  Evidences  of  Chris- 
tianity. How  much  the  non-fulfilment  of  the 
plan  is  to  be  regretted  may  be  seen  itx>m 
what  tie  says  to  his  biend,  Mr.  Hunter: — 
"I  wish  particularly  to  address  young  men 
who,  in  tiiese  days  of  enterprise  and  rapid 
locomotion,  are  hurried  from  scene  to  scene 
and  launched  into  places  far  removed  from 
home,  where  they  are  apt  to  be  seduced  and 
mined  in  consequence  of  never  having  seri- 
onslj'  thought  over  the  question.  How  do  I 
bow  Christianity  to  be  from  God?  You 
blow  I  am  neither  fanatic  nor  sectarian ;  too 
little  of  either  to  please  whimsical  and  deno- 
luaational  people;  but  I  consider  that  the 
<^  salvation  of  our  country  depends  upon 
a  Christian  revival,  that  is,  a  revived  convic- 
tioQ  and  an  inward  profound  faith  that  Chris- 
tianity is  God's  word  to  man.  I  am  the 
better  witness,  too,  because  in  my  time  I 
we  struggled  through  all  the  shades  and 
labyrinths  of  doubt,  and  it  is  by  hard  fighting 
that  I  am  what  I  am." 

The  rest  has  been  told  so  far  as  ve  have 
space  to  tell  it    In  1844  he  met  Mi.  Cailyle 


for  the  first  time  in  Edinburgh,  and  the  sage 
wrote  after  returning  to  London,  "My  inter- 
view with  you  remains  very  dear  and  very 
pleasanL  The  sight  of  your  face — of  your 
mdomitable  laughing  eyes,  gives  new  assur- 
ance ;  your  whole  way  of  life  seems  to  me  of 
good  augury,"  And  when  Mr.  Dodds  pro- 
posed going  to  setde  in  London,  it  was 
thus  he  was  admonished  : — "  The  successful 
lawyer  amasses  hundreds  of  thousands,  and 
even  converts  himself  into  what  we  might 
call  a  '  spiritual  speldrin,'  no  very  blessed 
bargain  1  On  the  whole,  I  would  not  pro- 
phesy for  you  the  first  prizes  in  such  a  course, 
nor  like  you  the  worse  that  you  went  without 
prize  at  all  in  it." 

His  prize  certainly  was  not  g^;  it  was 
cheerful  labour,  as  much  of  good  hterary 
society  as  he  cared  for,  the  opportunity 
of  befriending  such  men  as  Leigh  Hunt 
and  Kossuth,  and  many  of  less  note,  the 
warm  love  and  veneration  of  his  family, 
the  delight  of  exercising  his  gift  of  oratory 
whenever  the  claims  of  business  allowed  him 
to  indulge  in  that  luxury,  and  the  smile  of  a 
good  conscience.  Except  for  the  manner  in 
which  the  years  from  his  eighteenth  to  his 
twenty-seventh  were  spent,  the  career  of  the 
gifted  man,  with  such  immense  store  of  force 
in  him,  would  not  have  closed  so  honourably 
and  usefully. 

Being  on  a  visit  to  Dundee  in  the  autumn 
of  1874,  Mr.  Dodds  one  day  walked  a  Httle 
way  into  the  country  to  visit  a  gentleman  to 
whom  his  face  was  not  known.  He  fell  down 
dead  at  his  door,  and  had  lain  some  time  in 
his  house  before  his  name  was  discovered. 
Over  his  grave  is  written  his  favourite  word — 
Patikntia, 


The  lesson  of  James  Dodds'  life  will  have 
been  read  by  those  who  have  perused  this 
sketch,  yet  we  may  state  it  in  his  own  good 
words.  "This  one  thing  we  must  all  re- 
member :  no  genius,  no  surpassing  talents, 
no  wit,  no  charming  social  powers,  even  no 
excellence  of  character  will  enable  us  to 
make  real,  permanent  progress  in  life  with- 
out that  Iord^>araniount  of  all  earthly  quali- 
\.\eA,steadinas — dogged,  unflagging  steadiness. 
This  quality,  small,  coarse,  and  unadorned 
as  the  acorn,  is  the  one,  after  all,  which  gives 
strength,  magnitude,  perseverance,  and  gran- 
deur to  the  character,  and  roots  it  fast  and 
massive  as  the  oak." 
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"PEACEABLE   FRUIT." 

By  LYDIA  hope. 

Babraa  lii.  ii. 

*  DEACEABLE  FRUIT  1 "    Is  it  possible,  Father  ? 

Can  joy  spring  from  chastening,  and  hope  from  dcsp:uri' 
Had  we  judged  Tor  ourselves,  we  had  Tanded  the  rather 
That  peace  implied  freedom  from  sorrow  and  care. 

"  Peaceable  fruit "  from  souls  riven  nith  anguish, 
Hearts  that  are  aching,  and  eyes  that  o'eiDow; 

Hopes  disappointed,  and  spirits  that  languish. 
Are  these  the  seeds  whence  such  precious  fruits  grow  ? 

Yet  Thou  hast  said  it,  Thy  word  is  eternal. 

True  are  Thy  judgments,  and  faithful  Thy  ways ; 

Winter's  dark  months  end  in  blossomings  vernal. 
Spring's  balmy  roomings,  and  summer's  bright  days. 

Father,  we  trust  Thee;  we  know  that  Thy  chastening 

Is  sent,  not  in  anger,  but  tenderest  tove ; 
Ihat  the  long  night  of  sorrow,  the  glad  mom  is  hastening 

When  Thy  children  shall  perfectly  please  Thee  above. 

We  thank  Thee  then,  Lord,  for  Thy  gracious  child-training^ 

Though  bitter  and  grievous  at  present  it  be ; 
We  know  that  Thy  love  is  each  trial  ordaining; 

We  cannot  be  crushed,  for  out  hope  is  in  Thee. 


We  will  leave,  then,  to  Thee  every  thought  for  the  morrow ; 

Thou  lovest  Thy  children.  Thou  countest  their  tears ; 
Thou  tellest  their  wanderings,  Thou  knowest  their  sorrow, 

Thou  bearest  their  burdens,  and  soothest  their  feais. 

Oh,  help  us  to  praise  Thee,  and  grant  that  Thy  training. 
Though  pruoing  the  braoches,  may  strengthen  the  root ; 

That  our  spirits  new  graces  from  grief  may  be  gainii^, 
Afterward  yielding  Thee  "  peaceable  fruit," 


"  lipiiDg'i  balmy  moiaingi.'' 
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BOY  BRIGADES. 

By  Mks.  CHARLES    GARNETT. 

JO.    II. — THE   SHOE-BLACK 


AS  in  nature  so  in  grace,  God's  law  is  ever 
thelawofprogressanddcvelopment.  Our 
forests  sprang  from  a  seed  blown  or  washed 
to  our  island  shores  long  ages  since  ;  the  bril- 
Ibnt  colour  and  cushion-like  fulness  of  our  hot- 
house geranium,  from  the  poor  ragged-robin 
of  our  dusty  lanes;  the  satin  skin,  straight 
back,  and  full,  tender  eye  of  a  prize  short- 
horn, from  a  rough,  wild  Scotch  ancestress ; 
the  cultivated  English  lady  and  gentleman, 
ttom  the  savages  who  once  roamed  through 
British  wastes  with  woad-stained  bodies  and 
matted  hair,  but  in  whose  free  life  and  mys- 
terious faith  lay  the  germs  of  their  descend- 
ants' later  strength. 

Yes,  to  nature  in  her  every  phase  the 
Divine  word  of  command  is  "  Forwards,"  and 
in  obedience  to  this  "  stiU  small  voice,"  this 
penetrating  order,  which  is  everywhere  heard, 
from  one  development  another  rises,  and 
each  advancing  step  is  but  the  precursor  to 
another  and  a  higher  one. 

"Onwards  and  upwards  !" 

So  nature,  invention,  knowledge,and  science 
are  continually  becoming  somewhat  more 
perfect ;  for  thus  God  decrees,  and  thus  men 
who  have  no  personal  belief  in  God  are  used 
as  unconscious  took  to  conform  all  things  to 
the  Divme  will. 

And  if  this  is  so  in  material  results,  how 
much  more  so  is  it  in  the  Spirit-given  life  of 
each  soul  which  is  longing  after  union  with 
God,  and  is  being  drawn  daily  more  into 
that  fellow^ip  by  every  event  and  circum- 
stance through  which  the  man  or  woman  is 
called  to  pass.  No  life  is  more  vigorous  or 
real  than  this  silent,  unseen,  and  unsuspected 
one,  which  ia  Icnown  only  to  God  and  the  in- 
dividual soul  which  thus  He  is  moulding  and 
shaping  into  His  own  likeness.  But  distinctly 
risible  to  the  world  around,  "  seen  and  known 
of  all  men,"  is  the  outcome  of  this  secret, 
God-given  life.  It  is  a  witness  for  Christ  to 
which  the  most  sceptical  cannot  but  listen. 
As  time  rolls  on  its  voice  rings  out  with 
clearer  distinctness,  and  commands  attention. 

.\nd  this  "work  for  Christ,"  so  unselfish, 
so  devoted,  is  also  emphatically  progressive 
3.^^  self-devdoping.  Amongst  those  engaged 
10  it  no  phrase  is  more  commonly  heard  than 
that  of  "  The  work  is  growing." 

Seventy-nine  years  ago  a  Ragged  School 
was  not  dreamed  of;  but  then  neither  were 
Sunday^hoolswhat  they  have  since  become. 


Taking  Nelson  Street,  Windmill  Lane,  for 
instance.  Ra^ed  School  operations  were  com- 
menced here  in  the  year  1810  by  Thomas 
Cranfield, of  honoured  Sunday-schoolmeraory, 
and  a  friend  of  his,  George  Medley.  These 
two  leased  for  twenty-one  years  a  building  to 
be  used  by  them  as  a  Ragged -School  room. 

Now  within  the  London  five-mile  circle  of 
Charing  Cross,  and  excluding  all  the  sub- 
urban Ragged  Schools,  there  were  in  the 
year  ending  May,  18S0,  149  schools.  On 
Sunday  in  these  schools  33,563  children 
had  been  taught;  in  the  day-schools, 
4,898;  in  the  night-schools,  5,335;  in  the 
industrial  classes  3,256  scholars  had  at- 
tended; and  also  1,239  scholars  had  been 
sent  out  to  situations.  All  this  work  has  been 
carried  on  by  1,179  voluntary  teachers  and 
199  paid  teachers,  of  whom  356  were  for- 
merly scholars,  and  are  now  helping  to  give 
instruction,  many  of  them  in  the  very  schools 
where  they  themselves  were  taught.  But 
these  results,  large  as  they  are,  are  by  no 
means  all  the  Ragged  School  Union  has  to 
show.  Bible  Classes,  Ragged  Churches, 
Bands  of  Hope,  and  Parents'  Meetings,  all 
have  been  well  attended,  while  33,497  volumes 
have  been  taken  from  the  various  libraries  for 
perusal,  and  ;£i  1.570  iis.  4d.  has  been  paid 
into  the  Penny  Banks,  and  ;£i,557  iss.  nd. 
into  the  Clothing  Clubs.  Lord  Shaftesbury,  . 
ever  one  of  the  warmest  friends  of  the  Rag- 
ged-School movement,  says,  "  For  nearly 
thirty-five  years  this  society  has  exercised, 
through  God's  blessing,  a  vast  influence  for 
good  in  the  thickest,  most  wretched,  and 
neglected  portions  of  this  great  metropolis, 
and  multitudes  of  children  have  been  rescued 
from  infamy  and  crime,  large  numbers  of 
whom  are  now  occupying  positions  of  respect- 
ability and  usefulness.  Not  a  few  of  them 
are  engaged  in  endeavouring  to  rescue  their 
still  neglected  brethren  from  sin  and  degra- 
dation, mto  which  they  themselves  had  fallen. 
It  is  with  much  concern  I  find  that  this  work 
of  benevolence  and  mercy  is  put  in  peril  by 
the  yearly  tailing  off  of  subscriptions,  so  that 
the  expenditure  for  the  last  three  years  has 
exceeded  the  income  by  a  sum  little  short  of 
;^a,30o."  So  has  the  Ragged  School  grown, 
but  not  alone.  From  this  movement,  at  a 
very  early  period,  another  development  arose. 
The  second  of  our  London  Boy  Brigades  in 
the  Sunday  Magazine,  but  fitst4I)^^49t_ 
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time  and  length  of  service,  stands  the  Shoe- 
black Brigade.  Thus  was  it  formed.  It  was 
the  November  of  1850,  and  the  whole  civi- 
lised world  was  looking  forward  with  curio- 
sity mingled  with  keen  speculative  interest 
to  the  great  Universal  Exhibition  which  (the 
following  May)  was  to  be  held  in  Hyde  Park. 
Every  one  in  England  was  thinking  and  talk- 
ing of  the  coming  event.  Amongst  the  rest, 
the  Ragged-School  teachers  were  fired  with  a 
desire  to  seize  this  great  opportunity  for  gain, 
not  for  themselves,  but  for  the  outcast  chil- 
dren, whom  it  was  their  aim  to  rescue,  and 
whom  it  was  their  happiness  to  save.  For 
this  purpose,  on  the  twenty-eighth  of  that 
month,  a  number  of  them  met  under  the 
presidency  of  Lord  Ashley  to  consider  means 
by  which  boys  might  get  new  employment 
when  the  Great  Exhibition  would  bring  un- 
numbered thousands  of  visitors  to  London. 
Many  schemes  were  proposed,  and  after 
various  discussions  the  meeting  broke  up. 
Three  of  the  teachers,  all,  we  believe,  bar- 
risters, R.  J.  Shape,  J.  MacGregor,  and  J. 
R.  Fowler,  Esqrg.,  were  crossing  over  Hol- 
bom  arm-in-arm,  when  one  of  them,  taught 
no  doubt  by  the  Spirit  of  all  wisdom  and 
light,  to  whom  they  had  just  been  praying 
for  guidance,  exclaimed — 

"  Why  not  make  some  of  our  boys  into 
shoe-bladcsfor  the  foreigners  to  employ  in  the 
streets,  as  I  have  often  seen  in  Paris  ?  " 

And  before  the  three  had  crossed  the  street 
they  had  promised  los.  each  to  begin  with. 
A  short  money  difficulty  followed,  but  the 
promoters  of  the  Shoe-black  Brigade  worked 
with  energy  and  were  successful.  On  the 
rgth  of  January,  1851,  the  public  first  saw  a 
shoe-black  at  work.  Captain  Trotter  took 
the  chair  at  a  large  meeting  in  the  Field 
Lane  Schoolroom,  and  the  three  friends  saw 
their  selected  lad — lately  an  expert  thief — 
mount  the  platform  in  his  bright  red  jersey 
to  show  how  the  work  was  going  to  he 
done.  On  the  34th  of  February  some  rooms 
were  hired  near  John  Street,  in  the  Strand,  at 
a  weekly  rent  of  half-a-crown,  and  here  the 
young  barristers  taught  the  lads  to  polish 
boots :  a  merry,  happy  school,  good  for  the 
teachers  upon  whose  feet  the  boys  practised, 
and  very  good  for  these  poor  boys  "picked 
up  from  the  gutter."  An  admirable  manager 
was  next  secured;  for,  one  day,  while  the 
Committee  were  asking  God  to  send  a  suit- 
.  able  man,  the  very  man  needed  knocked  at 
the  doer,  was  engaged,  and  for  nineteen 
years  worked  faithfiilly  and  zealously. 

The  last  day  of  March  had  come,  and  five 
boys  were  considered   ready  for  their  new 


calling.  The  first  Brigade  boy  who  worked 
in  the  London  streets  did  so  at  the  corner  of 
Leicester  Square.  And  here  is  a  description 
of  that  first  morning : — 

"Oh!  I  was  very  anxious  to  see  whether 
anybody  would  employ  the  shoe-black  ;  and 
glad  indeed  was  I  to  observe  a  good,  honest, 
fat-sided  Englishman  approach  the  little  boy 
and  place  his  great  boot  upon  the  top  of  his 
box.  The  boy  touched  his  cap,  set  to  work 
upon  his  knees,  smartly  brushed  the  mud 
from  the  man's  trousers,  turned  them  care- 
fully up,  attacked  the  muddy  leather  with 
vigour,  and  soon  made  it  a  yellow-grey,  then 
he  applied  the  blacking  and  briskly  plied  the- 
polisher  unril  the  boot  was  bright  So  was 
the  other  foot  finished.  The  man  paid  his 
penny,  the  boy  touched  his  cap,  and  the  work 
was  done.  Another,  and  another,  and  an- 
other, came  and  paid  and  went.  First  a 
clerk  wishiTig  to  show  off  at  his  office,  then  a 
milliner  girl  who  had  spattered  her  thin  shoes, 
next  a  burly  farmer  striding  along  inhis  huge 
top  boots,  a  fish-wife  next,  a  whiskered 
foreigner,  and  then  a  peer  of  the  realm.  The 
shoe-blacks  that  day  obtained  a  footing  in 
London." 

Next,  stations  were  allotted  the  boys  by 
the  police,  and  the  red'  regiment  invaded  the 
Strand,  Piccadilly,  Regent  Street,  Holbom,. 
garrisoned  the  bridges,  and  at  last  marched 
on  the  Parks.  And  now  recruits  were  con- 
tinually joining  the  Brigade,  as  the  dignity  of 
earning  an  honest  and  respectable  livelihood 
became  understood  and  appreciated  amongst 
the  street  Arabs,  from  whose  great  tribes  the 
shoe-blacks  were  drawn. 

Their  new  life  was  not  at  first  an  easy 
calling.  Habits  of  industry,  civility,  and 
carefulness  are  not  learnt  in  a  moment ;  and 
to  lads  used  to  the  idling,  loafing  life  of  mud- 
larks, or  to  the  excitement  and  sharpness  of 
thieving,  the  regular  routine  of  a  steady  day's 
work  is  a  strange  trial.  Then,  too,  idle  boys 
hung  round  laughing  at  them,  twitching  their 
aprons,  or  throwing  flour  into  their  boxes  ! 
Costermongers  called  them  "Young  Car- 
dinals," or  "Red  Republicans."  Foreigners 
paid  strange  coins  which  the  lads  could  not 
afterwards  change.  An  old  man  with  a 
wooden  leg  saved  id.  by  only  paying  for  his 
one  boot.  And  twice  the  lads'  honesty  was 
tried  (both  times  successfully)  by  receiving, 
and  returning  to  their  rightful  owners,  half-a- 
crown  and  a  sovereign  paid  in  mistake. 

Mr.  MacGregor  tells  us  as  the  result  of 
that  summer  of  the  year  1851,  "Our  red 
jackets  steadily  increased  in  number,  until, 
on  July  30th,  thirty-three  shoe-blacks  mandied 
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through  the  Exhibition  and  then  lunched  in 
Hyde   ParlE,  sitting  on  the  grass.     On  an 
average    twenty-five    boys   were    etnployed 
(luring     Exhibition    time.       They    cleaned 
101,000  pairs  of  shoes,  for  which  the  public 
paid  them  ^joo.     In  October  five  of  our 
boys  emigrated  to  America,  and  seven  years 
afteiwaids  one  of  them  jumped  down  into 
my  aims  from  'his  own  carnage' in  Toronto, 
ind  he  was  delighted   to  give  me  a  long 
drive."    Thus  a  noble  beginning  was  made, 
ind  thousands  of  good  lives  have  been  built 
npby  the  Shoe-black  Brigade  from  the  most 
unpromising   materials     since    then.      For 
eumple,  a  lad,  who  -afterwards  turned  out 
well,  had  been  at  the  police  office  thirteen 
auies  before  he  began  this  new  life.    But 
TDore  than  this,  the  founders  of  the  Brigade 
earnestly  desired,  not  only  to  make  these 
vaib  and  strays  into  respectable  citizens,  but 
^  into  Christian  men  living  their  daily  life 
in  the  fear  of  God.     Was  this  not  reasonable  ? 
lor  irlieie,  with  all    their  theoretic  human 
brotherhood,  can  the  genuine  children   of 
iofidelity  point    to    unseifish    rescue   work 
rtich  they  have  originated  and  carried  on 
for  the  love  of  humanity?    No  !  Christians 
on  alone  claim  the  proud  distinction   of 
baring  created  not  only  Bible  and  Tract 
Societies,  established  churches,  preached  the 
gospel  at  home  and  sent  missionaries  abroad, 
b'jtalso  of  having  founded,  and  of  still  sup- 
potting,  all  the  mighty  bmevolmt  institutions 
of  England  and  Scotland.    It  is  the  essen- 
tial spirit  of  Christ  to  carry  pity  and  help 
and  sympathy  into  the  people's  life — body, 
soul,  and  spirit.     Nor  can   this  spirit   find 
anything  too  great  or  anything  too  small. 
IVhile  Christians,  by  a  lifetime  of  toil  and 
stniggle,  gained  freedom  for  the   slaves  in 
onr  colonies,    they  also  rescued    from   an 
equally  sad  life  the  chimney-sweep  boys  at 
borne.    There  can  hardly  be  shown  a  single 
instance    to   the    contrary   where    love  to 
fellow-creatures,  as  shown  in  its  innumer- 
able manifestations,  cannot  be  traced  to  the 
humanizing  influence  of  Christ.     Love  to 
Him  has  ever  found  a  vent  in  care  for  "  those 
others  "  for  whom  He  died.    This  motive  was 
the  motive  of  the  originators  of  the  Shoe-black 
Brigade ;  .and  this  being  so  they  naturally  did 
not  confine  their  efforts  to  the  outward  lives  of 
the  boys,  but  strove  to  influence  their  hearts 
ind  make  them  Christians  too.     So  each  day 
began  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  moming  with 
prayer  and  hearing  a  portion  of  the  Bible. 
Thus  the  lads  were  sent  to  their  work  with 
holy  thoughts  accompanying  them,  and  when 
they  returned  in  the  evening,  after  leaving 


their  uniforms  and  boxes  at  the  dep6t,  they 
went  off  to  their  Ragged  Schools,  and  ended 
the  day  as  they  began  it,  with  prayer. 

So  far  we  have  given  a  rough  sketch  of  the 
rise  of  the  Shoe-black  Brigade.  Now,  passing 
from  the  November  of  r85i  to  that  of  1880, 
we  would  ask  the  reader  to  accompany  us  to 
the  home  of  the  "  Old  Reds,"  and  look  with 
us  at  what  is  the  life  and  what  are  the  trials 
and  successes  of  the  boys  as  we  learn  them 
on  the  spot  at  this  the  oldest  centre  of  the 
Brigade.  In  passing,  however,  we  would 
state  that  the  institution,  since  1851,  has 
rapidly  spread — it  has  grown,  in  fact.  Not 
only  in  many  parts  of  London,  but  also  in  the 
chief  cities  and  towns  of  our  land,  branches 
of  the  Brigade  are  to  be  found. 

In  London  itself  there  are  at  present  nine 
socieries,  all  connected  with  the  Ragged- 
School  Union.  They  are  classified  and  dis- 
tinguished in  their  uniforms  as  follows: — 
Central  (1851),  red;  East  London  (1854), 
blue;  South  London  (1854),  red  with  black 
collar ;  North- Western  (1S57),  red,  and  black 
facings;  West  London  (1857),  purple;  North 
London  (1858),  brown,  and  red ;  IJnion  Jack 
(iSgS),  blue,  and  white  facings;  Notting 
Hill  (1869),  blue ;  and  the  Tower  Hamlets  in 
1873.  Each  of  these  oflshoots  is  self-sup- 
porting, "  paying  their  way  "  being  the  central 
principle  of  the  system. 

In  the  year  1879  to  May,  1880,  the  total 
earnings  of  the  boys  were  jJ^ia.Sgg  gs.  id., 
andin  thebank;^695  i6s.  7d.  was  deposited. 
From  April,  18511  when  their  successful 
career  began,  and  in  the  succeeding  twenty- 
nine  years,  the  boys  earned  a  total  of 
^£308,301,  and  each  year  during  this  long 
period  the  yearly  balance-sheet  showed  an 
increase  on  the  earnings  of  the  preceding  one. 

To  give  one  year  as  a  specimen  we  wilt 
take  the  year  1877-8,  and  we  find  the 
number  of  boys  employed  by  nine  societies 
was  three  hundred  and  seventy- three,  and 
their  joint  earnings  were  ;^n,393  is.  od., 
which  on  an  average  gives  about  ^£33  earned 
by  each  boy  during  the  year.  The  deposits 
in  the  bank  belonging  to  the  boys  at  the  close 
of  the  year  amounted  to  £.1'^')  5s.  8d. 

It  was  a  September  evening,  a  misty  glory 
hung  about  the  trees  of  Hyde  Park,  and  a 
faint  sweet  pink  flushed  the  sky  above  the 
new  South  Kensington  Museum  as  we  went 
forth  to  visit  the  home  of"  Old  Reds" — the 
original  Shoe-black  Society.  A  plunge  into 
the  dismal  close  depths  of  the  Metropolitan 
Railway,  and  then  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
we  find  ourselves  with  a  general  feeling  of  ^ 
unrest  in  a  very  different  neighbourhood  to-' 
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the  one  we  have  quitted.  It  is  dark  now, 
and  as  we  make  our  way  from  Farringdon 
Street  Station  to  Saffron  Hill,  we  wonder 
vaguely  how  we  are  to  find  the  Shoe-blacks' 
Home.  We  turn  the  corner  of  a  brick  build- 
ing in  which  gleam  lighted  windows,  and 
seeing  two  or  three  boys  chattering  merrily 
in  the  roadway  ask  for  information. 

"Here  you  are,  ma'am.  You're  all  right." 
And  we  are  eagerly  hustled  to  a  doorway  in 
the  building.  The  man  who  stands  keeping 
the  entrance,  and  who  we  afterwards  find 
is  himself  an  "  old  boy,"  ushers  us  in. 

"  We  want,"  we  tell  him,  "  to  see  Mr, 
Nichols,  the  manager.  We  come  from  Mr. 
Gent  at  Exeter  Hall "  (Mr.  Gent  being  the 
excellent  secretary  of  the  Ragged-School 
Union,  who  had  been  bemoaning  the  falling 
off  of  the  sorely  needed  Union  funds  to  us  the 
day  before). 

"  Oh,  certainly;  very  glad,  he  is  sure,  Mr. 
Nichols  will  be  to  see  us."  And  it  hardly 
seemed  that  the  little  man  was  mistaken,  for 
Mr.  Nichols  took  infinite  pains  to  tell  us  all 
we  wanted  to  know,  and  to  show  us  every- 
thing there  was  to  be  seen.  He  took  a 
fatherly  delight  in  the  boys,  and  no  "canny 
wife"  could  be  more  "house-proud"  than 
Mr.  Nichols  was  of  the  Home  on  Saffron 
Hill.  We  found  ourselves  in  a  large  roorn  fur- 
nished with  some  long  tables  and  forms,  and 
also  a  kind  of  counter,  behind  which  stood  a 
motherly  woman  cutting  up  a  joint,  or  rather 
joints,  one  of  beef,  another  of  bacon.  Tea 
and  bread  were  also  being  served  out.' 

Boys  were  everywhere,  some  seated  at  the 
tables  eating  heaitily,  others,  who  had  finished 
their  meal,  restlessly  moving  about,  talking, 
joking,  and  "  larking,"  as  much  as  they  dared 
— boys  of  all  sizes,  shapes,  and  types.  We 
ask  a  question,  and  instantly  half-a-dozen 
lads  crowd  round  to  give  the  answer, 

"  I'll  tell  the  lady."  "  No,  she  arsk'd  me." 
One  gives  us  a  gentle  tap  on  the  arm,  another 
elbows  his  way  to  the  front  and  looks  up  into 
our  face  with  such  thorough  earnest  determi- 
nation to  catch  an  idea  of  our  inquiry  which 
he  has  not  heard,  and  do  all  the  answering 
too  if  he  can  only  get  a  glance  at  its  tail  as  it 
were,  that  we  cannot  help  laughing,  in  which 
all  the  group  join  without  knowing  in 
least  why — all,  that  is,  save  the  boy  in  front, 
who  is  far  too  desirous  of  finding  out  what  we 
want  to  know  than  to  commit  himself  to  any- 
thing so  wasteful  of  time  and  opportunity. 

"  Now,  my  boys,  it  stands  to  reason  you 
can't  all  talk,  so  the  boy  I  asked  first  is  to 
answer.  This  tea  which  you  are  having,  does 
the  Institution  give  you  it  ?  " 


"  No,  we  pay  for  it,  and  then  we  gets  what 

"  How  much  ?  " 

"  A  half-penny  for  a  big  slice  of  bread  " — 
holding  it  up — "  a  half-penny  for  half  a  pint  of 
tea,  a  penny  a  slice  for  meat,  a  penny  for  a  neg." 

"  Is  the  meat  always  beef? " 

"  No,  pork,  and  all  sorts,  sassages,  some- 
times bacon  or  eggs  on  a  Sunday  morning." 

"Then  you  pay  for  your  breakfasts  and 
teas  at  once  when  you  get  them  ? " 

""  Yes,  ma'am ;"  and  apparently  to  show  how 

done  a  boy  jumps  up  and  marches  to 

the  matron,  proudly  laying  down  i^d.  and 

receiving  a  "  big  slice  "  of  bread  with  one  of 

iieat  laid  upon  it 

"  Do  you  take  dinner  with  you  ?  " 

"  Well,  we  each  have  given  us,  when  we 
leave  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  four 
slices  ofbread  and  butter  (we  has  half  an  hour 
allowed),  and  generally  'get  somefing  to  it.'" 

"  What  time  do  you  come  home  ? " 

"  Half-past  six," 

"  No,  we  don't  all  sleep  here,  only  about 
half  of  us ;  it  costs  3d.  a  night  to  lodge  in 
the  best  rooms,  and  only  ad.  and  z^d.  in  the 
others,"  And  then  some  of  the  beds  here  we 
find  are  better  than  the  rest,  from  being  only 
three  in  one  room  instead  of  being  placed  in 
a  large  dormitory,  and  these  higher  priced  and 
classed  beds  are  reserved  as  privileged  ones 
ior  the  better  and  older  boys. 

"  Why  do  not  all  the  lads  sleep  here  ?  "  we 
ask  the  matron. 

"  The  rest  of  them  have  mothers  or  some- 
body, and  go  home." 

What  a  contrast,  we  could  not  help  feeling, 
the  wretched  places  they  called  "  homes " 
must  present  to  this,  the  tme  home  of  their 
lives  1  and  how  sad  it  was  that  after  having 
had  a  taste  of  better  things  tbey  should  have 
nightly  to  return  to  dirt  and  degradation  ! 
And  yet,  perhaps,  we  were  wrong  in  thinking 
this.  We  know,  as  a  fact,  that  many  of  these 
lads  have  raised  their  homes  and  their 
relatives  instead  of,  as  time  passed  onward, 
sinking  to  the  old  level. 

This  was  tlie  case  of  one  of  the  verj'  first 
lads  employed  thirty  years  ago  in  the  Shoe- 
black Brigade.  He  was  picked  up  by  Mr. 
MacGregor,  who  found  him  sweeping  a  cross- 
ing near  St  Martin's  Church,  without  shoes 
or  cap,  but  with  his  head  well  covered  by  a 
doomiat-hke  mass  of  sandy  hair.  His  friend 
says.  "  In  one  week's  work  at  the  ExhibitioB 
with  his  brush  and  box  he  earned  £i  is- 
The  last  time  I  met  him  was  on  the  platfonn 
at  a  school  meeting.  He  was  '  dressed '  as 
a  gentleman,  and  Jiad^l;i^,;$iU[,^umbrclla»' 
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and  his  fond  mother  said,  'My  boy  has 
icadc  me  a  lady,  sir.' " 

\Vc  look  back  again,  with  these  thoughts 
of  the  good  these  lads  may  be  unconsciously 
doing  in  their  homes  in  our  minds,  into  the 
bright,  young  faces  which  surround  us,  and 
wonder  what  will  be  the  end  of  tAese  boys. 
C'Jt  just  now  Mr.  Nichols  makes  his  appear- 
ance from  his  office — a  cornet  partitioned  off 
ihe  big  room,  the  side  looking  into  this 
:oom  being  mostly  of  glass,  with  a  small  pay- 
window  in  it.     He  kindly  invites  us  to  enter. 

The  lads  are  still  dropping  in  hy  twos  and 
threes.  As  each  does  so  he  comes  up  to  the 
pay-window  and  pushes  his  day's  earnings  in. 
Whatever  the  amount  may  be,  or  even  if  he 
is  so  unfortunate  as  to  bring  nothing,  six- 
pence is  immediately  handed  to  him. 

"What  is  that  sixpence  for?"  we  ask. 

"That  is  his  allowance.  We  calculate  in 
this  way.  See,  here  are  the  books  "  (and  most 
btiutifully  exact  they  were).  "  First,  we  give 
back  to  the  boy  sixpence.  You  see  this  lad 
has  brought  in  two-and-ninepence.  That  is 
ihirty-three  pence.  He  has  got  sixpence, 
ind  twenty-seven  pence  are  left.  That  is 
jnst  three  times  ninepence.  The  first  third  I 
give  him  also  back,"  passing,  as  he  spoke  the 
wtds,  ninepence  more  to  the  boy.  The  lad 
turned  away  and  joined  his  fellows.  "That 
ninepence  is  to  keep  him  here,  or,  if  he  lives 
out,  to  take  home  to  his  mother.  The  second 
Kinepence  goes  to  the  boy's  bank  and  helps 
liiin  to  buy  clothes,  be  apprenticed,  or  to 
emigrate.  The  third  ninepence  we  take  for 
jhe  Society.  Oh,  yes  i  the  Society  provides 
Mushes,  blacking-boxes,  and  their  uniforms," 

"Then  you  cannot  have  much  profit. 
I'ahaps  you  get  subscriptions  to  keep  the 
Brigade  going  ?  " 

"Ceruinlynot;  veaxeqaitese/f-suppffrting. 
The  'Old  Reds,'  as  we  are  called,  were  for- 
merly located  in  Gteystoke  Place,  off  Fetter 
Une ;  but  we  came  here  seven  years  ago. 
We  had  saved  then  ;^r,6oo  out  of  our  share 
of  the  earnings  after  all  working  expenses  had 
been  paid,  and  as  much  more  was  given  us, 
ccrtlected  by  the  gentlemen  interested  in  the 
ftigade,  and  this  place  was  buUL  We  have  to 
[ay  a  ground-rent  of  ^^150  a  year,  and  there 
,    ireeighty-nincmoreyearsof  our  lease  to  run." 

Another  boy  now  appears  at  the  window. 
'  He  produces  only  twenty-one  pence.  After 
j  deceiving  his  sixpence  and  fivepeoce,  he 
■  Pushes  back  twopence  and  says,  "  Breakfast, 
;  ^ir;"  and  now  we  remember  the  other  boy 
didihesame.    We  ask,  "  How  is  thai ? " 

"  They  always  have  a  back  debt  for  break- 
fast." 


"  But  why  don't  they  save  from  their  six- 
pence of  the  day  before  ?  " 

"  Ah  I  that's  what  they  ought  to  do  ;  but 
they  never  are  so  provident  as  that  Even 
boj-s  with  good  sums  in  the  bank  run  into 
debt  for  breakfast." 

We  find  each  boy  has  a  number  of  his  own, 
and  each  of  the  stations  is  also  numbered. 
There  are  83  stations.  When  the  number  of 
boys  comes  to  100,  no  more  arc  taken.  For 
the  83  stations  83  boys  are  required,  but 
sometimes  extra  ones  are  needed.  Boys  are 
not  allowed  to  take  permanent  possession  of  a 
station,  because  some  are  much  more  lucrative 
than  others;  therefore  the  stations  are  changed 
twice  a  week.  There  are  four  divisions  in 
the  Brigade,  Each  lad,  as  he  enters,  starts 
at  the  bottom  of  the  lowest  division,  and  his 
progress  upwards  depends  upon  his  own 
honesty,  quickness,  and  diligence.  The  best- 
paying  stations  are  apportioned  to  the  5rst 
division,  and  are  called  "  City,"  the  second 
best  to  the  second  division,  and  so  on. 

To  encourage  the  boys  to  be  honest  and 
diligent,  every  month  prizes  in  money  are 
given  to  those  lads  earning  most,  allowance 
of  couTK  being  made  for  the  nature  of  the 
station.  These  prizes  vary  from  3s.  6d.,  3s., 
as.  6d.,  down  to  6d-  In  the  four  weeks,  for 
instance,  of  last  June,  no  less  than  £4  6s. 
was  given  in  reirards;  in  August,  £3  i6s- 
was  &e  amount  of  prize-money.  Looking  at 
the  book,  we  notice  that  one  boy's  total  of  earn- 
ings in  August  was  1,377  pence, or ;^s  7s.  gd.; 
but  no  other  total  came  so  high  that  month 
as  this.  Mr.  Nichols  told  us,  however,  that  a 
boy  had  earned  los.  a  day,  and,  turning  to  hts 
page,  showed  that  he  had  £24  in  the  bank. 

April,  May,  and  June,  we  leam,  are  the 
months  when  people  like  best  to  have  their 
boots  cleaned.  Sharp  showers  fall  when 
least  expected,  dust  is  turned  into  puddle, 
and  yet  the  clouds  are  rolling  upwards,  the 
sun  is  coming  out  again,  and  splashed  boots 
look  hideous.  This  is  all  as  it  ought  to  be  for 
our  Brigade  boys.  They  do  indeed  make  hay 
while  the  sun  shines.  Let  winter  come,  and 
few  pedestrians  will  care  how  dirty  their 
boots  are ;  but,  in  strnimer,  it  is  another 
affair,  and  in  one  favourable  day  a  shoe- 
black has  earned  a  pound. 

On  Saturday,  June  19th,  seventy-two  boys 
earned  in  that  one  day  ;£24  17s.  7d.,  the 
largest  amount  ever  earned  in  one  day  for 
the  hst  seven  years.  The  total  sum  that 
week  brought  in  by  the  "  Old  Reds "  was 
^83  5s.  "  Very  good,"  emphatically  says 
Mr.  Nichols,  and  no  doubt  our  readers  will 
agree  with  him.  1  , 
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OUT  on  the  plains  of  the  far-away  West, 
Some  one  who  loved  you  has  gone  to 
his  rest ; 
Under  the  bloom  of  the  prairie  he  lies, 
One  of  the  few  who  are  honest  and  wise; 
One  who  was  noble  when  others  were  base. 
One  who  could  look  a  false  world  in  the  face; 
Out  of  your  life  dropped  a  soul  that  was  true, 
One  of  the  few. 

Down  in  a  village  that  nobody  knows. 
Some  one  is  going  "  the  way  of  the  rose ;" 
One  who  was  constant  through  changes  of 

lot. 
One  who  remembered  when  others  forgot ; 


Patient  and  tender,  she  clung  to  you  fast. 
In  the  dark  days  of  your  sorrowful  past ; 
Out  of  your  life  fades  a  soul  that  is  true, 
One  of  the  few. 

What  is  there  left  in  the  crowd  that  you  seek? 
Hearts  that  are  shallow,  and  loveless,  and 

weak; 
Few  are  the  Faithfuls  in  Vanity  Ftur, 
Lover  and  friend  are  no  sojourners  there; 
Angels  pass  by  you  with  pitying  eyes. 
Follow  their  path-way  wherever  it  lies ; 
Dare  to  be  steadfast,  and  simple,  and  tnie. 
One  of  the  few. 

SARAU   DOUDNEV. 


ANOTHER  PARACLETE. 

By  DONALD  ERASER,  D.D. 


W 


I  iriU  pny  Iha  Fathar,  uid  he  iball  (in  yot 
E  live  in  the  times  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
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whose  operation  among 
succession  to  the  work  which  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  finished  on  earth,  and  inclose  relation 
to  that  work  which  the  Lord  is  now  carrying 
forward  in  heaven.  Christ  intervened  in 
behalf  of  the  world — came,  not  to  destroy, 
but  to  save  it.  So  also  the  Holy  Spirit  deals 
in  mercy  with  the  world,  convincing  it  of  sin, 
of  righteousness,  and  of  judgment.  Christ 
had  special  regard  to  the  Church,  loved  it, 
and  gave  Himself  for  it  So  also  the  Holy 
Spirit  has  special  regard  to  the  Church,  dwells 
in  it,  teaches  and  purifies  it.  Now  it  is  in  this 
latter  and  more  intimate  relation  of  the  Son 
of  God,  and  then  the  Spirit  of  God,  to  the 
Church,  that  the  title  Paraclete  is  employed. 
Jesus  among  His  disciples  was  the  first 
Paraclete.     The  Holy  Spirit  is  "another." 

It  is  almost  impossible  to  translate  this 
designation  into  an  English  equivalent.  Some 
would  render  it  Advocate,  others,  Comforter ; 
and  the  authorised  version  has  both  of  these 
(see  I  John  ii.  i).  The  former  has  the  better 
support  from  Greek  use ;  and  yet  Advocate,  at 
least  in  our  modem  English,  is  a  terra  of  far 
too  limited  meaning  to  express  what  is  sup- 
plied to  the  Church  by  a  Divine  Paraclete. 
We  want  to  say  Counsellor,  as  well  as  Pleader; 
and  to  include  also  the  functions  of  a  monitor, 
a  guide,  and  a  consoler  of  the  people  of  God. 
The  Paraclete  is  one  who  points  oui-  way 
and  guards  our  welfare,  teaches  us  to  pray, 
helps  us  to  endure,  and  with  profound  wisdom 
and  knowledge  corrects  our  errors  and  assists 
our  inexperience. 
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For  all  those  ends,  Jesus  Christ  was  a 
loving  Paraclete  to  His  disciples,  so  long  as 
He  tarried  with  them.  He  opened  and 
tr^ned  their  understandings ;  He  enlightened 
and  admonished  them  by  His  words,  which 
were  such  as  no  man  ever  had  spoken ;  He 
revealed  to  them  the  Father ;  He  taught 
them  to  pray ;  and  by  the  holy  influence  of 
His  presence,  and  beauty  of  His  example. 
He  led  them  into  the  ways  of  childlike  faith 
and  obedience.  But  He  did  not  lead  them 
into  all  the  truth,  because  they  were  not 
capable  of  so  rapid  a  spiritual  education. 
They  could  not  in  a  month  or  two,  or  evoi 
a  year  or  two,  be  lifted  quite  out  of  thai 
former  selves  and  all  their  accustomed  and 
inherited  modes  of  thought,  into  a  dear  and 
full  conceprioo  of  what  the  kingdom  of  God 
really  meant,  and  of  the  new  era  which  had 
come  for  all  nations.  It  may  be  uiged, 
that  this  need  not  have  hindered  a  really 
Divine  Paraclete,  because  he  might  have 
supematuially  quickened  the  mental  pro- 
cesses of  the  "  men  of  Galilee  *'  and  enlarged 
their  capacity  of  receiving  spiritual  truth. 
No  doubt.  Divine  power  could  have  efiecied 
all  this  ;  but  it  seemed  better  to  the  Divine 
wisdom  not  to  disturb  the  ordinary  lawi 
which  govern  the  mental  and  moral  constitu- 
tion of  man.  Therefore,  in  order  to  lead 
the  disciples  "  into  all  the  tmth,"  and  unfold 
to  them  the  meanings  contained  in  the  sayings, 
and  half-concealed  in  the  parables  of  their 
Master,  more  time  was  needed  than  it  was 
fitting  for  Him  to  spend  in  human  form  on 
the  earth.     But  this  did  not  disconcert  His 
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plan.  He  conducted  the  training  of  His  dis- 
ciples to  a  point  at  which  "another  Para- 
clete "  would  take  it  up,  and  can?  it  on  to 
completion. 

BefoTe  He  left  them,  the  first  Paraclete  had 
prayed  much  for  His  follower,  and  taught 
them  to  pray.  He  had  manifested  to  them 
the  Father's  name ;  and  they  had  received 
the  truth  that  Jesus  had  come  from  God, 
that  the  Father  had  sent  Him.  He  had 
instructed  them  regarding  the  free  forgiveness 
of  sin,  the  righteousness  of  the  kingdom  of 
God,  the  need  of  watching  against  temptation, 
and  the  beauty  of  meekness,  patience,  and 
brotherly  love.  And  in  part  at  least  they 
bad  understood  Him.  New  hopes  sprung 
up  in  their  breasts,  and  new  motives  began 
10  actuate  their  lives,  for  they  had  imbibed 
more  from  Christ  than  they  were  themselves 
awoic  of.  Still  there  was  much  more  for 
(hem  to  learn,  that  they  might  teach  others, 
and  more  life  for  them  to  receive  that  they 
might  overcome  the  powers  of  darkness  and 
death,  and  be  "  a  savour  of  life  "  in  thetr 
ministry  to  others.  In  view  of  this  necessity, 
the  Lord  announced  to  His  disciples  a  Divine 
provision  exactly  suited  to  their  condition. 
He  was  soon  to  return  to  the  Father,  but 
TOuM  not  forget  them  in  His  elevation.  He 
would  still  be  Paraclete,  but  not  with  them, 
with  the  Father,  guarding  their  interests  at 
the  right  hand  of  power.  He  would,  however, 
pray  the  Father  to  send  down  "another 
Paraclete"  to  dwell  with  the  disciples  on  the 
«iith,  to  continue  their  spiritual  training  and 
education,  so  that  they  in  the  footsteps  of 
their  Master  might  finish  their  career  of  holy 
senice,  and  then  go  to  the  Father. 

Vae  answer  to  the  prayer  of  Jesus  ap- 
peired  at  Jerusalem  on  the  Day  of  Pente- 
cost. On  the  disciples  of  the  first  Paraclete 
descended  another  Paraclete,  and  they  were 
111  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  Hence  the 
•mdowments  of  wisdom,  high  courage,  and 
patient  endurance  with  which  they  addressed 
iNemselves  to  their  heavenly  calling,  as  wit- 
nesses to  Jesus,  whom  God  had  "  made  both 
I^rd  and  Christ."  At  Ca^sarea  the  same 
Spirit  fell  on  the  Gentiles  who  heard  the 
apostolic  testimony.  And  since  these  early 
<lays  of  blessing,  it  is  the  quickening  and 
pervading  Spirit  that  has  given  to  the  gospel 
convincing  and  persuasive  power,  and,  not- 
withstanding many  errors  and  confusions  of 
human  origin,  has  drawn  round  the  person 
of  the  unseen  Saviour  a  believing  Catholic 
Church. 

It  may  be  of  use  to  indicate  points  of  agree- 
oent  and  points  of  distinction  between  the 


one  Paraclete  and  the  other,  for  we  must 
neither  separate  one  from  the  Other,  nor 
merge  one  in  the  other. 

I.  Poinis  of  Agreement. 

The  blessed  Son  of  God  and  the  Holy 
Spirit  of  God  take  the  same  title — Paraclete. 
TTiey  have  come  forth  from  God  to  deal 
with  men  on  earth.  They  have  dealt  with 
men  for  the  same  end,  viz.  to  save  them 
from  sin  through  knowledge  and  belief  of 
the  truth.  In  such  dealing  with  men,  in 
order  to  save  them,  they  have  acted  with 
power  on  conscience  and  heart  Jesus  con- 
vinced men  of  sin,  righteousness,  and  judg- 
ment. So  does  the  Holy  Spirit,  Jesus  opened 
the  Scriptures,  and  opened  the  understand- 
ings of  men.  So  does  the  Holy  Spirit. 
Jesus  comforted  mourners,  and  so  does  the 
Holy  Spirit  Jesus  taught  disciples  to  pray 
to  the  Father  in  heaven.  So  does  the  Holy 
Spirit  teach  Christians  to  pray,  Abba,  Father ; 
and  helps  their  infirmities,  because  they 
know  not  what  to  pray  for  as  they  ought 
Jesus  prayed  for  the  disciples,  and  now  lives 
to  make  intercession  for  those  worshippers 
who  come  to  God  in  Him.  The  Holy  Spirit 
dwelling  in  believers  makes  intercession  for 
them  with  pantinga  of  hope  that  cannot  be 
uttered.  Indeed,  so  complete  is  the  corre- 
spondence between  ihcparaeleas  of  the  Son 
and  that  of  the  Spirit,  that  the  abidmg  of 
the  latter  is  tantamount  to  that  continued 
presence  of  the  former  which  has  been 
promised  to  disciples  even  to  the  end  of  the 
age.  ITie  Holy  Spirit  is  described  as  the 
Spirit  of  Christ;  and  the  expressions,  "the 
Spirit  in  you,"  and  "Christ  in  you,"  ate 
interchanged  as  virtual  equivalents.  This 
indeed  is  that  Real  Presence  without  which 
nothing  is  holy,  nothing  is  strong. 

Alas  I  there  is  another  point  of  correspond- 
ence. When  the  Son  of  God  came,  the  world 
knew  Him  not,  because  it  had  not  known 
the  Father,  It  received  Him  not.  Though 
the  world  which  surrounded  Him  was  that 
Jewish  world  which  possessed  the  oracles  of 
God,  it  could  not  recognise  or  honour  Him, 
because  of  its  preoccupation  with  vain  and 
unspintual  ambitions.  So  also  the  world 
knew  not  the  Spirit  of  God,  but  ascribed  the 
fervour  which  He  inspired  to  the  fumes  of 
"new  wine,"  and  persists  to  this  day  in 
resisting  and  vexing  the  Holy  One.  Most 
obtuse  of  all  is  that  world  which  calls  itself 
Christian— tiiat  mass  of  secular  opinion 
which  can  survey  and  criticise  the  outward 
aspects  of  our  religion,  but  is  so  wonderfully 
ignorant  of  its  inward  life  and  power. 
Nothing  was  so  baffling ud ii^otedible,u>  the> 
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Jewish  worldly  mind  as  the  presence  of  the 
incarnate  Son  of  God  among  men ;  and 
nothing  is  so  baffling  or  incredible  to  the 
wordly  mind  in  Chrislendom  as  the  presence 
of  the  abiding  Spirit  of  God  in  the  hearts  of 
men  who  believe  and  love. 

2.  PoinSs  of  Distinction. 

(i.)  The  one  Paraclete  was  seen  by  men 
and  angels  on  the  earth,  and  is  how  seen 
in  the  place  of  His  heavenly  advocacy  for 
us.  The  other  Paraclete  is  a  Spirit  unseen 
by  men  in  the  body,  and  to  be  recognised 
only  by  the  influence  He  exerts,  the  light 
and  connfort  He  supplies,  and  the  fruit  pro- 
duced in  the  characters  of  those  who  yield 
themselves  to  His  quickening  power. 

(a.)  The  one  Paraclete  came  in  the  Father's 
name,  and  taught  what  He  had  heard  with 
His  Father,  having  it  for  His  avowed  object 
to  glorify  His  Father  on  the  earth.  The 
other  Paraclete  has  come  in  the  name  of 
Christ,  the  Son,  to  glorify  Him  on  the  earth, 
bringing  to  remembrance  words  which  Christ 
spoke,  and  causing  those  sayings  which  were 
but  dimly  apprehended  by  the  apostles  to  be 
more  fully  and  clearly  understood. 

It  may  be  asked  how  this  occupation  of 
the  Holy  Spirit  in  behalf  of  the  Son,  and  of 
the  Son  in  behalf  of  the  Father,  consists  with 
the  doctrine  that  "  these  three  are  one  God, 
the  same  in  substance,  equal  in  power  and 
glory?"  TTic  answer  is,  that  such  subor- 
dination (if  the  term  may  be  used)  is 
not  necessary  but  voluntary,  springs  not 
out  of  the  essence  of  Divine  relations,  but 
from  the  arrangements  of  Divine  wisdom, 
and  proceeds  under  the  free  action  of  the 
Divine  will,  in  order  to  the  accomplishment 
of  a  definite  Divine  purpose,  viz.,  the  re- 
covery of  men  to  union  and  communion 
with  God.  It  leaves  the  eternal  equality 
and  unity  in  the  Holy  Trinity  untouched. 

We  should  like  to  put  a  counter  question. 
Who  can  think  of  the  intimacy  and  co-opera- 
tion of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  in  the 
salvation  of  men,  and  not  perceive  that  this 
must  be  rooted  in  a  Divine  Tri-Unity?  In 
our  view  the  doctrine  of  the  two  Paracletes 
carries  with  it  the  supreme  doctrine  of  the 
Trinity.  How  can  we  otherwise  account  for 
it  ?  That  the  one  Paraclete  was  a  carpenter's 
son  of  Nazareth,  and  the  other  Paraclete 
was  the  posthumous  influence  of  that  Naza- 
rcne  ?  Preposterous  explanation ! — mocking 
our  common  sense,  as  well  as  hurting  all  our 
sense  of  reverence  ! 

(3.)  The  one  Paraclete  made  but  a  short 
stay  on  the  earth  ;  whereas,  the  other  abides 
in  the  Church  for  ever.     There  are  various 
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reasons  for  the  shortness  of  the  period  during 
which  the  Son  of  God  "  tabernacled  among 
men;"  and  of  those  reasons,  so  far  as  known 
to  us,  one  of  the  chief  was  this :  He  had 
come  to  atone  for  our  sins  by  the  sacrifice  of 
Himself;  and  it  was  not  fitting  that  His  time 
of  suffering  should  be  protracted,  or  that  the 
death  which  He  was  to  endure  should  be 
kept  before  Him  during  a  long  human  life. 
He  was  straitened  till  His  baptism  into  death 
should  be  accomplished.  Accordingly  His 
time  was  fulfilled,  and  by  an  eariy  death  on 
the  cross  His  atoning  work  was  "  finished." 
Thereafter  it  was  not  expedient  that  He 
should  remain  on  the  earth  in  the  body  of  His 
glory  longer  than  to  prove  to  a  competent 
group  of  witnesses  the  feet  of  His  resurrec- 
tion. Accordingly,  He  left  the  world  and 
went  to  the  Father.  The  witnesses  saw  Hito 
ascend.  But  the  other  Paraclete  needed  not 
to  become  man  or  wear  any  physical  fomi. 
There  was  no  more  sacrifice  for  sin  required. 
The  mission  of  the  Holy  Ghost  was  of  a 
difierent  character  from  that  of  the  Son  ;  but 
none  the  less  has  it  exemplliied  Divine  patience 
and  displayed  the  strength  of  Divine  love. 
Christ  on  earth  endured  the  contradiction  of 
sinners  against  Himself.  On  the  very  cross 
His  ears  were  filled  wiih  their  taunts  and  blas- 
phemies. What  contradiction  has  the  Holy 
Ghost  encountered  ;  what  obstinate  and  pro- 
tracted resistance  !  And  with  what  sublime 
forbearance  and  gentleness  has  this  other 
Paraclete  continued  to  strive  with  successive 
generations  of  men  ;  admonishing  the  care- 
less, instructing  the  ignorant,  correcting  the 
perverse,  upholding  the  weak,  teaching  the 
same  lessons  over  and  over  again,  contending 
with  the  same  misconceptions  and  prejudices ! 

It  is  easy  to  ask  why  the  Holy  Spirit,  if 
really  Divine,  and  therefore  omnipotent,  does 
not  insist  on  having  His  way  in  the  hearts 
of  men,  and  breaking  down  all  resistance. 
But  the  patience  of  the  Spirit  is  in  harmony 
with  the  patience  of  the  Father  and  the  Son. 
In  fact,  it  is  the  way  of  God,  as  we  have 
already  hinted,  to  treat  man's  moral  nature 
and  will  with  respect,  and  not  to  violate,  even 
for  man's  benefit,  the  conditions  which  are 
essential  to  his  responsibility. 

But  let  every  man  beware  how  he  presumes 
to  resist  that  Holy  Spirit.  What  would  He 
have  men  do?  Comi  to  Christ.  Then  will 
the  Spirit  rest  on  you  while  you  rest  in  Christ. 
And,  then,  what  more?  That  you  sin  not. 
Disturb  not  by  sin  the  resting  dove-like  Para- 
clete. "  Grieve  not  the  Holy  Spirit  of  God 
whereby  ye  were  sealed  until  the  day  of 
redemption." 


"  lUjiooiid  aod  Viola,  b 


ON  THE  WINGS  OF  THE  MORNING. 

By  d.  ALCOCK,  Authob  of  "The  Spanish  Bkotbxss,"  "In  the  Shadow  of  God," 


CHAPTER  XIV. — CHAINS   BROKEN. 

"  pOUNT     RAYMOND     CHALCON- 
^    DYLES,  are  you  a  brave  man  ? " 
RajTuond  "rose  up  from  before  his  dead," 

and  with  some  surprise  on  his  sorrowful  face, 

met  the  searchii^  gaze  of  Dr.  Levi  Voltena. 

■'\Vhy  doyou  ask?" 
"Because  if  you  are,"  said  the  doctor  in  a 

^liisper  from  which  he  couid  not  banish  all 

signs  of  agitation,  "  you  may  be  a  free  man 

by  the  morning's  light." 
Raymond's  heart  throbbed  with  a  strong 


sudden  boimd ;  his  eyes  shone  through  their 
quivering  tears. 

"  Were  I  the  veriest  coward  upon  earth,"^ 

he  said,  "  I  could  dare  and  suffer  all  things 
for  that  hope." 

"Be  quiet  then.  Sit  down  and  listen  to- 
me. I  am  running  a  terrible  risk  for  your 
sake,  young  gentleman — a  terrible  risk." 

"  "Hiere  are  those  will  reward  you  nobly, 
and  God  and  the  saints  will  bless  you." 

"Ch^!  ch^l  we  will  hope  so,"  said  the 
little   physician — who,    of  course,  'had    not 
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play  without  large  stipulations  for  protection 
and  compensation.  His  family  were  already 
on  their  way  to  Venice,  and  he  himself  was 
soon  to  follow,  unth  the  assurance  of  a  good 
place  and  a  handsome  competence  from  the 
influence  and  liberality  of  the  Benedettos. 
"  But  I  put  myself  apart — quite  apart,"  he 
continued,  "  I  think  of  you  alone  at  present. 
Does  not  the  unwonted  absence  of  the 
priest  from  the  chamber  of  death  surprise 
you  ?  " 

"  Nay,  it  revolts  me,"  Raymond  answered 
with  warmth ;  "  that  the  body  of  my  friend 
should  lie  uawatched  and  untended  seems  a 
bitter  and  grievous  insult,  worthy  of  the 
cruelty  that  brought  him  to  fais  death," 

"  Do  not  blame  the  poor  priest.  He  was 
overcome  by  his  trying  duties,  and  felt  faint ; 
so  he  asked  me  for  a  cordial,  and  I  gave  kirn 

"Well?" 

"  He  is  on  his  own  bed  now,  nearly  as 
helpless  as  the  dead  on  his.  I  can  give  you 
the  same,  if  you  like." 

"  Heaven  forbid  !'* 

"  Oh,  as  for  that,  it  will  not  harm  him. 
He  will  be  well  enough  to-morrow.  I  am 
no  poisoner,  Count  Raymond  ; — but  I  wanted 
him  out  of  the  way  for  a  few  hours.  Now 
listen.  The  kinsfolk  of  that  poor  young 
gentleman  have  made  their  humble  suit  to 
the  Pope  that  his  remains  may  be  given  up 
to  them,  and  the  Pope  has  granted  their 
prayer — most  graciously."  There  was  a 
whole  world  of  hate  and  irony  in  the  em- 
phasis flung  upon  the  last  words. 

But  Raymond  made  no  response.  His 
spirit  had  sunk  below  the  point  where  in- 
vectives give  relief.  He  only  said  mourn- 
fully— 

"Oh,  what  a  home-coming  I  God  comfort 
his  poor  mother.  But  are  his  kinsfolk  then 
in  the  city?" 

"  His  &ther  is  here ;  and  his  hand  is  ^v-ith 
us  in  this  business.  Count  Raymond,  ^ou 
must  take  the  place  of  the  dead  in  his  coffin, 
he  yours  on  yonder  couch," 

Raymond  started,  and  bis  pale  face  took  a 
yet  deeper  pallor. 

"Oh,  not  that!"  he  cried.  "How  could 
I  take  from  that  mourning  lather  the  sad 
•consolation  of  looking  once  more  upon  the 
face  of  the  dead,  and  from  my  fiiend  his 
chance  of  an  honourable  and  Christian 
burial?" 

"  Better  so,  than  for  thy  mother  to  mourn 
AS  his  to-day.  Be  reasonable,  Count  Ray- 
mond. I  tell  you  the  lather  of  your  friend 
has  given  his  willing  consent  to  the  plan ; 


and  as  for  him — can  it  matter  so  much,  aftci 
all?  The  priest  tells  me  he  has  made  a 
most  edifying  end,  like  a  saint  or  martyr  in 
fact ;  and  there  will  be  masses  in  abundance 
said  for  the  repose  of  his  soul." 

Raymond  turned,  and  stood  in  silence, 
looking  at  the  dead. 

"  If  I  but  knew,"  he  said  at  last,  "  that 
the  touch  of  no  rude  careless  hand  would 
profane  what  was  once  Agostino  Campano." 

"  You  may  trust.  When  the  authorities 
discover  what  is  done,  they  will  lay  the 
remains  reverently  enough  within  the  fortress. 
Popes  may  be  infallible,  but  they  are  not 
immortal ;  and  men  less  shrewd  than  the 
governor  of  the  castle  may  reflect  that  times 
change,  and  that  the  victims  of  one  day  are 
the  martyrs  of  the  next" 

Raymond  heard  little  more  than  the  open- 
ing words  of  this  speech.  His  soul  was 
holding  converse  with  itself.  Life  looked 
beautiful  to  him :  the  wine  was  red,  and 
gave  its  colour  in  the  cup,  and  moved  itself 
aright — ^he  could  not  push  it  aside  untastcd 
from  his  lips. 

"  I  will  try  your  plan,"  he  said  at  last. 

"  That  is  well.  Count  Raymond." 

"I  think  he  would  wish  it,  could  he 
choose,"  Raymond  pursued,  still  looking  at 
the  dead.  "  True  iriend,  thy  life  was  given 
for  the  master ;  thy  grave  is  given  for  me." 

"  More  true  to  him  you  (^1 '  the  master ' 
than  the  master  has  been  to  himself,"  said 
the  Jewish  doctor  sharply,  "Your  great 
Fomponius  Laetus  bas  written  to  the  Pope, 
explainmg  and  excusing  everything,  and 
imploring  mercy  iti  terms  the  most  humble." 

"  It  is  false — I  do  not  believe  a  word  of 
it,"  said  Raymond  with  a  flash  of  the  old 
enthusiasm ;  which,  nevertheless,  was  waning 
and  paling  gradually,  as  all  passions,  not 
intertwisted  with  the  very  roots  of  a  man's 
being,  are  sure  to  do  under  bitter  and  pro- 
tracted suffering.  ' 

"  That  is  just  as  you  please,"  said  the 
doctor,  satisfied  with  his  success  in  bringing 
the  colour  to  his  patient's  cheek  and  the  fire 
to  his  eye.  Indignation  is  a  good  stimulant, 
although,  as  with  other  stimulants,  there  is 
danger  of  reaction. 

"  Now,  Count  Raymond,  let  me  explain 
to  you  the  details  of  our  plan,  as  they  have 
been  carefully  elaborated  by  Dr.  Theodore 
and  myself,  with  the  assistance  of  Dr.  Theo- 
dore's invaluable  servant.  Perils  and  plotting 
seem  to  be  that  man's  native  element ;  he  is 
like  a  fox  of  the  mountains,  who  has  baflSed 
the  pursuers  so  often  that  he  is  an  adept  in 
every  turn  and  doubling,  and  the  more  daring 
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the  game  the  better  he  likes  it"  (Dr.  Levi, 
himself  a  timid  dud,  admired  daiisg  exceed- 
ingly) "When  the  warders  come  at  midnight 
to  remove  the  dead ;  *  Count  Raymond  lies  on 
his  pallet  in  yonder  corns' ;  he  has  been  ill 
and  is  sleeping  with  exhaustion ;  I  have 
covered  him  carefully  with  his  own  mantle, 
and  beg  them  not  to  disturb  him.  I  volunteer 
my  aid  in  their  mournful  office,  which  they 
are  certain  to  regard  with  the  greatest  repug- 
nance, like  all  your  Komans  of  the  lower  class. 
Probably  with  very  scant  and  careless  help 
from  them,  I  lay  the  dead  in  the  coffin  they 
have  brought.  If  you  have  ever  seen  a 
Roman  coffin,  you  know  it  is  at  best  a 
coarse,  ill-made  shell ;  and  Giulio  shall  con- 
trive that  this  one  be  sufficiently  ill-made 
to  adroit  the  air — since  a  living  man  must 
breathe.  It  will  be  delivered  up  to  the  bec- 
diioi  at  the  gate  of  the  castle,  as  they  could 
not  be  pennitted  to  enter  here.  Giulio  him- 
self makes  one  of  them ;  but  the  others  are 
not  in  the  secret,  nor  aie  the  Frati  who 
will  attend  with  tapers,  as  it  would  not  be 
safe  to  intrust  it  to  so  many.  The  coflin  duly 
laid  upon  the  bier,  and  the  velvet  pall 
thrown  over  it  as  usual,  tho  mournful  proces- 
sion will  wind  its  way  through  the  silent 
streets  to  the  Church  of  Santa  Maria  in 
Traslevere." 

"Where  Stefano  Forcaro  lies  buried?" 
said  Raymond-  "  Ah !  I  fear  nothing  there." 
"  You  need  not  The  men  of  Trastevere 
are  less  degenerate  than  the  rest — old  Ro- 
mans, so  at  least  they  call  themselves,  and 
perhaps  they  have  a  spark  of  the  old  fire  in 
them  yet.  The  church  odm  reached,  you 
ate  safe.  The  cura  is  a  kinsman  of  the 
Forcari,  and  what  you  call  a  Humanist.  He 
and  Dr.  Theodore  wilt  await  you  there,  and 
open  the  door  of  your  narrow  prison ;  and  to- 
morrow you  will  see  the  sun  rise." 

Words  which  threw  Raymond  into  a  dream 
of  rapture,  from  which,  however,  the  practical 
doctor  quickly  recalled  him.  "  We  have 
enough  to  do  between  this  and  midnight, 
iie  said,  "  but  our  first  duty  is  to  strengthen 
you.  Here  are  bread,  meat,  and  wine.  Do 
justice,  I  pray  you,  to  the  hospitahty  of  his 
Holiness,  for  you  are  not  likely  to  enjoy  it 
Jgain." 

Thus  exhorted,  Raymond  tried  to  eat; 
but  his  was  the  courage  of  the  highly-strung 
nervous  oiganixation,  not  that  of  the  hard 
phlegmaticone — andhefailed.  Hedranksome 
wine,  however,  and  then  silently  assisted  the 
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doctor  in  the  arrangements  rendered  neces- 
sary by  their  plan.  Allowing  for  an  interval 
of  rest,  which  the  doctor  insisted  upon  his 
taking  while  he  watched  by  his  side,  still 
before  midnight  all  was  ready ;  the  dead  lay 
in  the  place  of  the  living,  the  living  in  that 
of  the  dead. 

At  last  the  great  dock  of  the  castle 
sounded  the  midnight  hour,  and  with  extra- 
ordinary punctuality  the  door  was  unlocked, 
and  the  warders  entered  with  thdr  solemn 
burden.  Raymond  heard  every  sound,  but 
of  course  saw  nothing.  He  lay  perfectly 
still,  his  limbs  composed  into  the  closest 
simulation  of  the  rigidity  of  death  possible  to 
the  living.  The  warders  disliked  the  sight 
and  the  touch  of  the  dead  quite  as  much  as 
the  doctor  expected,  so  that  he  succeeded 
admirably  in  performing  the  only  part  of  his 
task  that  he  had  regarded  with  apprehension. 
He  took  care  to  leave  the  Castle  with  the 
fiineral  procession — and  for  the  last  time. 

For  Raymond,  the  horror  of  the  two  hours 
that  followed  was  only  rendered  endurable 
by  the  sweet  hope  of  freedom.  He  learned 
the  meaning  of  "darkness  that  might  be 
felt."  In  viun  he  tried  to  occupy  his 
thoughts  by  listening  to  the  hoarse  monoto- 
nous chant  of  the  Frati,  "  Miserere  Domine," 
their  rough,  careless,  unmusical  voices  only 
exasperated  him.  Then  he  sought  to  divert 
his  mind  by  encouraging  all  sorts  of  vague, 
trivial,  irrelevant  fancies.  Some  of  these 
connected  themselves  with  the  letter  Agos- 
tino  had  given  him ;  and  which  he  read 
during  his  moumflil  interval  of  waiting  in 
the  empty  ceil.  The  penmanship,  rather 
than  the  matter,  occupied  his  thoughts ;  he 
was  perplexed  by  its  resemblance  to  that  of 
Giacomo,  the  painter  friend  of  his  boyhood, 
who  had  written  to  him  once  or  twice  since 
he  came  to  Rome.  Only  a  morbid  iancy 
(so  far  as  he  knew)  could  identify  Giacomo 
with  the  unknown  correspondent  of  Agos- 
tino.  Still,  those  capitals  and  final  flourishes 
were,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  remarkable. 
There  was  a  kind  of  harmony  too  between 
Giacomo's  picture  of  the  compassionate 
Saviour  leading  the  blind  man  fi'om  the  city 
that  He  might  restore  bis  sight,  (how  well 
he  remembered  that  picture  I  was  it  finished 
yet  ?  he  wondered) — and  this  writer's  eloquent 
delineation  of  His  infinite  love  and  pity,  the 
love  of  a  Man  for  men.  Could  it  indeed  be 
true  that  a  human  heart  was  throbbing  witJi- 
in  the  blaze  of  the  unapproachable  light  f 
That  the  cross  meant  tenderness,  not  terror? 
Hitherto  he  had  only  known  the  terrible 
avenging  Christ  of   medis^ral  CaUiolicisiu^ 
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or  the  pale  vague  Christ  of  the  Humanists, 
just  a  little  greater  than  Socrates ;  nor  had 
he  bestowed  upon  either  a  serious  thought 
or  a  genuine  feeling.  This  Christ  was 
different — this  Christ  whom  Agostino  loved 
and  trusted,  to  whose  presence  he  was  glad 
to  go,  and  in  whose  Father's  house  there 
were  many  mansions. 

But  ever  and  anon,  as  these  thoughts 
flitted  through  his  mind,  he  was  called  back 
to  the  present  by  the  horrible  blackness  of 
darkness,  the  stifling  heat,  the  uneasy  jolting 
of  his  narrow  prison.  Would  this  never 
end  ?  Were  they  carrying  him  all  round  the 
city?  Was  he  betrayed  to  certain  death, 
and  death  in  its  most  abhorrent  form  ?  No, 
not  that.  His  trust  in  Theodore  was  un- 
bounded. Still,  he  had  leisure  to  ask  him- 
self the  question  many  times,  and  to  &nd  an 
answer  as  best  he  could,  before  a  halt  and  a 
parley  with  his  bearers  announced  that  the 
church  of  Santa  Maria  in  Trastevere  was 
reached  at  last. 

Was  ever  light  so  sweet  to  human  eyes  as 
the  laint  and  sickly  glare  of  the  tapers  that 
burned  upon  the  altar  in  that  dim  old 
church  ?  Was  ever  face  so  beautiful  as  that 
of  Theodore  when — having  wrenched  off  the 
frail  ill-fitting  coffin-lid  with  the  hand  of  a 
giant — he  stooped  over  his  rescued  friend, 
every  feature  beaming  with  triumph  ? 

CHAPTER  XV. — STRONGER  CHAINS   BROKEN. 


The  rapture  of  recovered  freedom  was 
delicious,  but  it  might  be  dangerous.  Not 
long  did  Theodore  allow  Raymond  to  in- 
dulge it  He  took  him  to  the  sacristy,  and 
furnished  him  with  clothing,  lent  by  the 
friendly  priest,  and  therefore  likely  to  prove 
a  safe  and  suitable  disguise.  Then  he  brought 
hiro  to  his  own  lodging,  which  was  nigh  at 
hand.  His  inclination  had  led  him  to  Tras- 
tevere, a  quarter  of  the  city  in  which  so  many 
of  his  brethren  resided  j  while  his  ample 
means  enabled  h  m  to  provide  himself  with 
handsome  apartments  in  the  Lungaretta,  the 
best  street  of  the  locality.  As  they  passed 
along,  the  August  sun  flashed  up  in  glory,  and 
Raymond  grew  faint  and  diizy  with  the  unac- 
customed splendour.  His  friend  supported  his 
tottering  footsteps,  until  at  last  they  reached 
a  quiet  room,  with  blinds  closely  drawn, 
where  Giulio  stood  waiting  to  welcome  theni, 
having  divested  himself  oi  the  hideous  black 
cloak  and  hood  of  the  becchino.  Raymond 
grasped  his  hand,  and  poured  out  fervent 
thanks  for  his  share  in  the  rescue. 


"  Thank  God,  signor,"  was  the  answer.  "  I 
have  but  fulfilled  the  will  of  my  master,  and 
he  has  but  fulfilled  the  will  of  God." 

"  That  is  more  than  I  say  for  myself,  good 
Giulio,"  said  Theodore. 

"  You  will  say  it  one  day,  signor  doctor," 
returned  Giulio  quietly,  as  he  left  the  room. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  Raymond  tried  to 
find  words  for  his  gratitude  to  Theodore. 

"  Truest  of  friends  bast  thou  been  to  me," 
he  said. 

"  You  would  have  done  as  much  in  my 
place,"  replied  Theodore ;  "  you,  who  are 
no  son  of  Israel.  As  for  us,  our  loves  and 
our  hates  are  alike  intense,  and  they  last 
from  generation  to  generation." 

"  One  word,  dearest  Theodore.  How  fare* 
my  mother?" 

"  She  has  been  ill  j  but  the  Aews  of  thy 
deliverance  will  be  her  best  medicine.  Fain 
would  she  have  come  hither,  to  plead  thy 
cause  in  person  with  the  Pope;  but  my 
father  withheld  her,  telling  her  it  would  not 
serve  thee.     Nor  would  it  have  done  so." 

"  I  will  go  to  her.  And  the  sooner  I  go 
the  better.  In  all  probability  my  escape  will 
be  discovered  this  morning,  and  search  will 
be  made  for  me.     I  shall  endanger  you." 

"  It  is  but  too  certain  you  must  leave 
Rome,  and  that  immediately.  But  not  for 
Venice.  The  Pope  is  a  Venetian,  and  the 
Signoiy,  for  a  miracle,  are  but  too  complaisant 
to  his  Holiness  at  present.  They  have  al- 
lowed him  to  get  into  his  clutches  your 
master,  Fomponius  Laetus,  for  whom  you 
have  all  suffered  more  th^n  he  deserves." 

"Say  not  that,  Theodore." 

"Well,  perhaps  I  need  not.  Why  should 
a  man  be  a  martyr  for  old-world  habits,  and 
uncertain  speculations,  and  curious  I^tinity  ? 
Or  for  aught  else,  indeed  ?" 

"Saveforfriendship," said  Raymond.  "Or 
love." 

"True;  for  love.  But  to  return  to  your 
matters.  The  heat  is  fierce;  you  cannot 
travel  until  nightfall.  Still,  as  you  may  be 
sought  lor  in  the  ci^  during  the  day,  it  is  best 
we  should  agree  upon  some  lonely  spot — say 
in  the  Borghese  Gardens — where  I  can  find 
you  to-night,  and  bring  you  what  is  necessary 
for  your  journey." 

"  But  whither  can  I  go,  if  not  to  Venice  ?" 

"  Back  with  me  to  Montpellier." 

There  followed  a  discussion  of  some 
length,  and  Raymond,  while  he  talked  and 
listened,  partook  with  his  friend  of  a  more 
hearty  meal  than  he  had  enjoyed  since  his 
imprisonment  He  was  disposed  to  antici- 
pate, with  hope  aijd  pleasure,  the  long  jour- 


ON  THE  WINGS  OF  THE  MORNING. 


333 


ney  before  him ;  aud  he  had  reasons  of  his 
own  for  wishing  to  visit  Languedoc,  which 
had  ever  been  with  him  the  land  of  romance 
and  dreams. 

"It  is  strange  enough,"  he  said,  "that  I 
am  bound  by  a  solemn  promise  to  go  thither 
one  day — and  why  not  now  ? " 

"  You  never  told  me  about  that." 

"  I  told  no  one  ;  that  too  was  a  promise, 
though  meant,  I  suppose,  only  to  bind  my 
heedless  youth.  From  thee,  and  now,  I  can 
have  no  secrets.  One  of  my  fore&,thers,  a 
ousading  knight,  has  bequeathed  our  family 
3  legend  about  a  treasure  buried  in  the 
garden  of  his  ancestral  home.  My  grand- 
^ther,  on  his  death-bed,  made  me  promise 
to  go  and  seek  for  it  one  day.  Should  I 
succeed  it  will  be  doubly  welcome,  now  that 
I  am  as  bare  of  this  world's  goods  as  when 
I  came  into  it.  Even  my  clothes  and  my 
books  I  can  never  hope  to  see  again." 

And  with  the  happy  light-hearted  ncss  of 
youth,  he  laughed  at  his  own  destitution, 
more  than  satisfied  with  the  one  priceless 
jewel  he  had  won  back — the  peatl  of  free- 
dom. 

"  Giulio,  though  an  Italian  by  birth,  has 
gone  up  and  down  in  Languedoc  for  many  a 
year,  and  knows  every  rood  of  the  land. 
And  you  may  trust  him  utterly.  It  were 
well,  therefore,  to  take  him  into  counsel. 
Have  you  any  clear  indication  of  the  spot 
where  this  treasure  is  supposed  to  be  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  an  exact  description,  which  I  have 
always  worn  about  my  person,  though  I  have 
not  read  it  for  years.  In  fact,  it  is  in  the 
Komance  tongue,  which  I  could  not  easily 
understand.     Here  it  is." 

He  took  from  its  place  the  little  silken 
bag  that  contained  his  treasures ;  and  as  he 
drew  out  the  reliquary,  his  grandfather's  gift, 
the  half  circle  of  silver  fell  upon  the  table. 

Then  there  swept  over  the  face  of  Theo- 
dore one  of  those  swift,  sudden  changes 
i>ossible  only  to  the  children  of  the  fiery  East. 
He  touched  the  toy  with  a  trembling  finger, 
and  said,  in  tones  that  scarcely  seemed  his 

"  Whence  comes  thai.  Count  Raymond  ?  " 

Raymond  was  not  looking  up. 

"  Oh,  that  1 "  he  answered  with  a.  blush  and 
tL  smile ;  for  in  this  happy  hour  his  whole  soul 
was  flung  open  to  the  sunshine,  and  secret 
hopes  and  aspirations  blossomed  into  instan- 
taneous flower  under  the  magic  of  its  touch. 
"  Don't  you  remember,  long  ago,  when  we 
were  boys  at  the  Academy  of  Venice,  how 
ne  one  day  succoured  a  distressed  damsel  in 
the  Piazza  San  Marco  P  " 


"Allow  rae  to  correct  you.  Count  Ray- 
mond ;  jyou  were  a  boy,  I  was  a  man." 

"That  day  I  picked  up  this,  and  stored  it 
as  a  relic ;  and  then  I  sought  once  and 
again,  with  boyish  admiration,  a  sight  of  the 
sweet  face  of  her  whose  hand  it  had  touched. 
But  soon  we  were  parted ;  I  came  hither,  as 
ihou  knowest,  to  complete  my  studies." 

"  Was  there  no  high-born  Roman  lady 
amongst  the  Orsini,  the  Saveili,  the  Colonna, 
the  Rivere  who  were  Count  Raymond's 
daily  associates,  upon  whom  he  could  have 
fixed  his  wandering  fancy  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  I  had  wandering  fandes  enough ; 
I  blush  to  own  it.  Six  times  at  least  I 
imagined  myself  in  love.  Until  she  came — 
and  then  I  knew  the  gold  from  the  tinsel. 
For  these  things  a  man  has  no  words.  This 
only  will  I  say,  with  Viola  di  Porcaro  yester- 
day's dungeon  would  have  been  a  Paradise ; 
without  her,  or  the  hope  of  winning  her,  to- 
day's freedom  would  be  a  dungeon." 

"Count  Raymond,  I  have  heard  your 
stoiy.     Now  hear  mine." 

"My  friend,  my  friend,  what  has  hap- 
pened?" cried  Raymond,  horror-stricken  at 
the  look  in. his  companion's  face. 

"  Only  what  happens  every  day  between 
Jew  and  Christian,"  said  Theodore  with 
intense  bitterness.  "  Another  edition  of  the 
old  parable  Nathan  told  David.  Moreover, 
a  little  touch  is  added  which  rather  heightens 
the  effect.  The  poor  man  had  just  saved 
the  rich  man's  life,  at  some  risk  to  himself." 

"  Dearest  Theodore  !  "  cried  Raymond  in 
great  distress,  as  the  truth  broke  at  last  upon 
his  mind.  "  I  never  dreamed  of  this !  How 
could  I  ?  " 

"  How  could  you  net  t  Were  you  not 
aware  that  I  ministered  to  her  every  need, 
and  to  those  of  her  grandfather  ?  That  I  was 
there  every  day  ?  " 

"You  forget  that  I  left  Venice  nearly  a 
year  before  you  did." 

"  I  forget  nothing."  He  rose,  unlocked  a 
strong  box  that  lay  upon  a  cabinet  at  one 
side  of  the  room,  and  took  out  a  half  ring  of 
silver  corresponding  exactly  with  Raymond's. 
"  I  too  have  kept  my  token  since  that  day," 
he  said,  "  though  I  cannot  boast,  like  a  love- 
sick boy,  of  wearing  it  next  my  heart." 

The  taunt  was  but  a  dash  of  spray  Rang 
up  from  the  fount  of  bitterness  that  slumbers 
in  the  depths  of  every  strong  human  heart. 

"  I  never  dreamed  you  had  it,"  Raymond 
said  with  truth. 

"  I  think  you  might  have  dreamed — but 
let  that  pass,"  Theodore  resumed  in  a  gentler 
tone.  "I  have  heard  you— iM>wlip«!n^^4* 
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for  you,  you  own  you  have  had  six  tancies— 
this  is  the  seventh.  As  for  me,  I  liave  known 
since  manhood  dawned  this  one  passion,  this 
one  hope — no  other.  To  become  worthy  of 
Viola  di  Porcaro  I  have  toiled,  and  striven, 
and  endured.  I  have  won  successes  in  the 
schools,  stooped  to  pick  up  honours  my 
heart  despised,  turned  my  learning  into  gold 
and  gloiy  for  her  sake.  But,  you  will  tell 
me,  I  am  a  Jew — what  chance  has  one  of 
the  accursed  race  against  untainted  blood, 
Christian  faith?  Not  so  fast.  Count  Ray- 
mond Chalcondyles.  Remember,  she  too 
belongs,  by  birth,  to  the  ranks  of  the  out- 
lawed— her  father  died  on  the  gibbet  in  the 
Castle  of  St.  Angelo,  and  he  died  unshriven. 
Moreover,  she  is  poor  and  friendless;  her 
kinsfolk  (curse  them  I)  care  for  her  but  little, 
may  force  her,  any  day,  to  enter  a  convent. 
But  were  the  distance  between  us  ten  times 
greater,  I  will  try  what  courage,  faith,  patience, 
and  the  skill  that  is  bom  of  thought  and 
experience  can  do  to  bridge  it  over.  Thus 
have  I  sworn.  Now,  Count  Raymond,  are 
wc  to  be  friends  or  foes  ?  " 

Raymond's  head  drooped  on  his  hands. 
The  alternative  was  very  bitter.  On  the  one 
side,  ingratitude  to  the  friend  who  had  just 
saved  him  from  a  fate  worse  than  death — on 
the  other,  abandonment  of  his  dearest  earthly 
hopes.  Which  should  he  give  up,  Theodore 
or  Viola  ?  Still,  the  man's  heart  could  find 
but  one  answer. 

Once  more  he  raised  his  head,  and  the  two 
gazed  steadfastly,  each  in  the  other's  face. 
Characters  of  race  never  seen  before,  at  least 
by  Raymond,  had  now  become  visible  in 
Theodore's — a  look  of  resistance,  fierce, 
determined,  sullen,  as  of  a  creature  brought 
to  bay  and  fighting  to  the  last — a  look,  not 
quite  of  hatred,  but  still  the  look  of  a  man 
who  could  hate  with  unspeakable  intensity. 
It  was  he  who  spoke  first. 

"  Count  Raymond,  I  have  loved  you  more 
than  brother  loves  brother ;  yet,  should  you 
bar  my  way  here,  I  tell  you  I  will  strike  you 
from  my  path — if  I  can" 

"  And  I,"  said  Raymond — for  his  spirit 
was  kindling  too — "  I  will  refer  my  cause  to 
her  who  alone  has  the  right  to  decide 
between  us." 

"What!  As  you  are?  A  hunted  fugi- 
tive? But  do  what  you  please,  I  do  not 
pretend  to  control  your  actions,"  returned 
Theodore,  with  the  coldness  that  covers 
strong  passion. 

"  But  do  not  let  us  part  in  wrath,"  Ray- 
mond pleaded. 

"There  is  no  question  of  wrath.     Only,  I 


do  not  suppose  the  poor  man  in  the  parable 
regarded  his  wealthy  neighbour  with  any  very 
lively  affection." 

Theodore  feared  Raymond  as  a  rival  ex- 
ceedingly ;  strange  compound  as  he  was  of 
pride  and  humility,  he  greatly  undervalued 
his  own  personal  advantages,  and  thought 
the  brilliant,  beautiful  young  Greek  must  be 
well-nigh  irresistible.  Sorely  tempted  was  he 
to  hate  him  for  it.  The  power  to  love  im- 
plies a  corresponding  capability  of  jealousy, 
as  strong  light  implies  deep  shadow.  More- 
over, the  ancient  irrevocable  doom  of  his 
race  rang  in  his  ears,  and  sounded  like  a 
knell  to  his  heart.  "Thou  shaSt  be  only  op- 
pressed and  spoiled  evermore,  and  no  man 
shall  save  thee ;  thou  shalt  betroth  a  wife, 
and  another  man  shall  take  her ;  thou  shalt 
build  a  house,  and  thou  shalt  not  dwell  there- 
in; Ihou  shalt  plant  a  vineyard,  and  shalt 
not  gather  the  grapes  thereof.  Thy  sons  and 
thy  daughters  shall  be  given  unto  another 
people,  and  thine  eyes  shall  look  and  fail 
with  longing  for  them  all  the  day  long  :  and 
there  shall  be  no  might  in  thine  hand."  So 
long  had  he  brooded,  in  the  depths  of  his 
angry  soul,  upon  oppression,  violence,  and 
wrong,  that  his  eye  could  see  nought  else, 
whithersoever  it  turned,  but  the  sombre  hues 
to  which  it  was  accustomed.  The  natural 
interest  which  Viola,  with  all  her  kindred, 
had  evinced  in  the  fate  of  Raymond  was 
now  transformed  into  the  evidence  of  a 
very  different  feeling.  And  Raymond's 
silence  on  the  subject  at  their  first  meeting, 
which  was  no  more  singular  than  his  own, 
became  an  evidence  of  deep  and  trearfierous 
design. 

"  So  it  was  for  this  I  rescued  you,"  he  con- 
tinued at  last.  "  Be  it  so.  Try  the  power 
of  your  fair  face,  your  soft  eyes,  your  plead- 
ing voice — ay,  even  your  misfortunes,  against 
the  sour-faced,  world-hardened  Jew  physician, 
with  his  furred  robe  and  gold-headed  cane. 
Tell  the  signorina  how  you  dreamed  of  her 
bright  eyes  in  the  dungeon  of  Si.  Angelo, 
while  your  rival  lost  his  time  dreaming  of  you 
and  your  rescue.  To  be  sure  you  have  at 
present  no  fortune  to  outweigh  the  certainty 
of  a  very  comfortable  establishment  at  Mont- 
pellier ;  but  you  have  a  buried  treasure  some- 
where, if  you  can  only  find  it." 

"  Not  from  any  other  in  the  whole  world 
would  I  hear  such  words,"  said  Raymond. 
"  And  even  from  you  I  will  hear  no  more  of 
them.  While  we  talk,  time  passes.  Every 
moment  increases  my  danger,  and  yours,  if 
I  am  found  here.  I  have  no  longer  the  right 
to  imperil  you  ;  and  so,  i3feK^.,.M§.j  God 
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have  you  in  His  keeping,  and  may  He  show 
j-ou  my  innocence  towards  you." 
"  Godi"  Theodore  repeated,  in  a  tone  of 

bitter  incredulity  that  revealed  too  clearly 
the  real  root  of  his  want  of  faith  in  man. 
Ere  the  mocking  echo  of  the  word  had  died 
away,  Raymond  was  gone  past  recall. 

The  old  cobbler  who  sat  at  the  corner  be- 
tween the  Lungaretta  and  the  Piazza  di  Santa 
Maria  paused  in  the  song  with  which  he 
l^hiened  his  toil,  to  observe  to  his  friend  the 
fruitseller,  "  Sec  that  poor  young  priest  with 
±t  sad  face  hurrying  up  the  street,  keeping 
OD  the  sunny  side  too,  as  if  he  were  a  dog  or 
a  foreigner.  Per  Bacco  I  he  will  have  a  sun- 
stroke," 

"  He  is  going,  no  doubt,  to  some  dying 
man.    Stay  him  not." 

"Ay,  stay  him  not.  I  warrant  me  it  is  to 
some  one  who  has  been  stabbed  in  a  fray."' 

Then,  with  admirable  consistency,  the  two 
fricods  tc^ether  beset  Raymond.  "A  bunch 
of  grapes  for  a  batocco !  Two  pears  for  a 
nezzo-baiocco ! " — "  Mend  your  reverence's 
shoes  for  a  couple  of  baiocchi."  While  half- 
a-dozen  idle  bystanders  chimed  in,  and  began 
to  whine  out  their  petitions  for  charity  "  for 
the  sake  of  God  and  the  blessed  Virgin." 

Raymond,  hearing  the  word  "  baiocco,"  a 
sound  too  familiar  to  all  sojourners  in  Rome, 
mechanically  thrust  his  hands  into  the 
pockets  of  his  soutane,  to  perform  what  every 
Roman  who  had  a  pocket  was  taught  to  con- 
sider the  first  of  Christian  and  social  duties. 
Their  absolute  emptiness  seemed  to  startle 
him ;  but  he  only  shook  his  head,  and  walked 
rapidly  on,  pursued  by  a  torrent  of  words 
'Aich,  it  is  to  be  feared,  were  not  blessings ; 
It  least,  the  sound  of  "  apoplexy  "  was  dis- 
tinctly audible  more  than  once.*  He  passed 
(IPickly  through  the  Piazza,  never  halting 
until  he  reached  the  door  of  Santa  Maria. 
Then,  after  a  moment's  pause,  he  ascended 
the  steps,  and  plunged  out  of  the  blazing 
sunlight  into  the  darkness  of  the  grand  old 
church. 

For  an  instant  its  antique  legend  flashed 
across  his  mind,  as  irrelevant  thoughts  are 
apt  to  do  in  hours  of  intense  excitement. 
Here,  it  was  said,  had  a  fountain  of  oil  sprung 
up  miraculously  on  the  same  day  that  the  oil 
of  joy  for  the  whole  toiling  suffering  world 
had  been  poured  forth  in  the  birth,  far  away, 
of  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem.  With  slackened 
footsteps  he  ascended  the  seven  steps  that  led 
lo  the  transept,   and  stood  looking  at  the 


worn  inscription  in  the  pavement,  "  Fons 
olei,"  which  indicated  the  site  of  the  alleged 
miracle.  But  no  marvel  of  the  distant  past 
could  hold  him  long  from  thoughts  of  the 
nearer  past  of  his  own  brief  history,  when  he 
used  to  haunt  that  church  for  a  glimpse  ol 
Viola.  He  felt  as  though  it  would  still  the 
tumult  within  him  to  breathe  a  prayer  where 
she  had  prayed  so  often. 

At  an  altar  near  that  of  St.  Philip  and  St. 
James  a  priest  was  doing  something,  and  a. 
few  market-women  and  contadini  were  kneel- 
ing around  muttering  prayers,  Raymond 
went  forward  and  knelt  amongst  them,  and 
from  his  confused  troubled  spirit,  darkened 
thoughitwas  with  a  great  cloud  of  ignorance, 
there  arose  a  murmur,  like  the  lisping  of  a 
child,  to  One  who  was  great  and  good,  and 
who,  as  he  dimly  hoped,  would  hear  and 
help  htm. 

As  he  rose  his  eye  sought  out  a  well-known 
object,  one  of  the  curious  antique  columns 
that  supported  the  chmrch,  conspicuous 
amongst  the  others  for  its  size  and  for  the 
representations  ofhcathen  deities  that  adorned 
its  Ionic  capital.*  Behind  this  pillar,  as  he 
well  knew,  had  been  interred,  not  inappro- 
priately, die  remains  of  the  old  Roman, 
Stefano  Porcaro,  though  even  the  hand  of 
affection  had  not  dared  to  mark  the  plain 
slab  that  covered  them,  save  with  a  cross, 
two  letters,  and  a  date.  And  now,  beside 
that  grave,  two  persons  were-  standing,  ap; 
parently  in  earnest  conversation — Viola  di 
Porcaro  herself,  and  Theodere's  servant 
Giulio. 

Viola  wore,  as  usual,  her  dress  of  deep 
mourning ;  but  her  sweet  face  shone  with  an 
animation  he  had  never  seen  in  it  before. 
The  fawn-eyed,  frightened  child  of  the  Piazza 
San  Marco  was  a  woman  now — a  grave, 
thoughtful  woman,  ivith  a  brow  shadowed 
evermore  by  the  reflection  of  a  great  sorrow. 
She  looked  like  one  whose  heart 


Very  beautiful  indeed  she  was,  but  not  with 
the  rich  beauty  of  the  Roman  maid,  ripened 
by  the  kiss  of  southern  suns,  Viola  was  a 
flower  that  had  grown  in  the  shade, — she  had 
the  delicacy,  the  grace,  the  fragrance  of  her 
namesake.  Raymond  stood  and  gazed ;  in- 
demnifying himself  by  that  gaze  for  the  lonely 
months  that  had  been— the  lonely  years  that 
were  to  be,  if  his  foreboding  heart  spoke 
true. 

And  there,  all  the  time,  stood  the  grave. 
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mysterious  scholar  whom  Theodore  called 
his  servant;  no  doubt  delivering  messages 
from  him,  and  pleading  his  cause.  It  was  a 
pity  that  Raymond's  delicate  sense  of  honour 
kept  him  just  outside  earshot,  or  he  might 
have  been  undeceived.  The  words  that  had 
such  power  to  bring  the  light  to  Viola's  eye 
and  the  colour  to  her  cheek  were  not  those 
of  earthly  hope  or  love.  But  this  Raymond 
could  not  guess.  As  he  looked  and  waited 
the  fire  bumed  in  his  heart.  If  Theodore  all 
this  time  had  been  working  for  himself,  then 
his  hands  were  unbound,  he  might  do  the 
same.  He  was  a  hunted  fugitive — yesterday 
a  prisoner,  to-morrow  an  exile — he  had  suf- 
fered long  and  terribly.  Was  not  the  poor 
man  free  to  ask  an  alms,  the  traveller  free  to 
beg  a  "  God  speed  "  to  help  him  on  his  way  ? 
And  yet,  poor  as  he  was,  it  might  be  that 
fortune  had  left  him  somewhat  to  offer  that 
Viola  di  Porcaro  might  not  quite  disdain. 
Had  he  not  a  true  heart,  a  princely  name,  a 
buried  treasure? 

Meanwhile  Giulio  bowed  respectfully,  and 
moved  away.  As  he  reached  the  door,  a 
£ontadina,  leading  a  child  by  the  hand,  dipped 
her  finger  in  the  vessel  of  holy  water,  crossed 
herself  on  the  forehead,  and  did  the  same  to 
the  little  one ;  then  she  stepped  courteously 
■aside  to  allow  the  stranger  to  perform  the 
pious  ceremony.  This,  however,  Giulio  chose 
to  decline,  and  that  he  might  do  so  with  less 
observation,  he  turned  back  for  a  moment 
into  the  church,  and  saw  Raymond  and 
Viola  standing  together,  hand  clasped  in 
hand. 

CUAPTEK  XVI. GIULIO. 

"  The  dumb,  dmd  people  thit  ut,  i 

AU  nlihl  wilhoul  icreen  for  tliB  night, 

AU  d«T  without  toDd  for  the  dar, 

The*  ilull  sot  rim  their  hixvut  any, 
Tlier  dull  Ml  of  iti  &ult  and  wir  bt  r  - 
TbnihallHe  the  deiicB  of  IheiT  •'-'-- 

Tho'  the  wij  of  ths  KH 
Tber  iball  clinb  it  with  b 

Put  in  the  lickle  ud  in 

Ons  of  the  grandest  chapters  in  all  history 
has  yet  to  be  written  adequately — the  epic 
of  the  long  conflict  between  humanity  and 
Rome.  Should  some  transcendant  poet- 
bistorian  ever  arise,  joining  the  heart  of  fire 
to  comprehend  high  impulses  and  heroic 
issues  with  the  hand  of  patient  industry  to 
piece  together  confused  and  fragmentary  de- 
tails, he  would  have  to  begin  far  back  in  the 
dun  twilight  of  modem  society,  with — 


But  where  he  would  have  to  end,  God  only 
knoweth,  who  knoweth  all  things. 


Funeral  piles,  fed  with  living  bodies,  flash 
out  here  and  there,  all  through  the  darkness 
of  mediaeval  times.  Now  and  then  some 
strange,  awful  tragedy  arrests  our  gaze  and 
freezes  our  blood  with  horror;  some  tale,  i 
like  Dolcino's,*  of  cruel  oppression  provoking 
wild  resistance  to  be  crushed  at  last  with  ! 
cruelty  yet  more  appalling.  Then,  there  is 
the  great,  dark  blood-stain,  never  more  to  be 
effaced,  which  blotted  out  for  ever  the  gloiy 
and  the  prosperity  of  the  fair  land  of  the  trou- 
badours. There  is  the  long  martyr-story  of 
the  simple  and  harmless  dwellers  in  Alpine  | 
valleys.  Besides  the  Albigenses  of  Langue- 
doc,  and  the  Waldenses  of  Piedmont,  and 
their  colonies,  there  are  a  few  well-kno^Ti 
names  familiar  to  every  ear — such  as  Peter 
Waldo,  John  Wickliffe,  John  Huss,  Jerome 
of  Prague,  the  lord  of  Cobham ;  samples  of 
many  more,  which  are  written  only  in  the 
book  of  God's  remembrance. 

Yet  the  historian  of  Protestantism  should 
be  on  his  guard  against  a  very  natural,  but 
veiy  serious  mistake.  It  does  not  follow  that 
every  foe  of  Rome  was  a  fiiend  of  truth,  of 
freedom,  of  Christ.  It  must  be  remem- 
bered, on  the  one  hand,  that  Rome  was  the 
representative  of  spiritual  law  and  of  social 
order,  and  therefore  all  those  to  whom  law 
and  order  were  abhorrent  found  themselves  ; 
in  the  ranks  of  her  enemies ;  on  the  other, 
that  the  very  darkness  of  the  times  engen- 
dered hideous  forms  of  moral  and  mental 
corruption,  so  that  Rome's  sole  responsibility, 
with  regard  to  some  sects  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  seems  to  lie  in  this,  that  they  could 
not  have  existed  at  all  had  she  not  left  the 
surrounding  community  in  a  depth  of  igno- 
rance and  depravity  that  made  all  horrible 
delusions  possible  and  contagious.  Without 
doubt  Rome  has  sent  many  a  man  to  the 
stake  who,  at  least,  fully  deserved  the  gibbet. 

Therefore  it  is  impossible  for  mortal  eye 
wholly  to  penetrate  the  darkness  that  over- 
hangs this  part  of  the  great  battle-field  be- 
tween truth  and  error.  Rome  herself  has 
been  the  historian  of  her  enemies ;  and  she 
has  enveloped  them  all  in  one  black  sul- 
phureous smoke  of  undistinguishing  ana- 
themas. Here  and  there,  through  the  smoke, 
we  may  catch  the  gleam  of  a  robe  so  white 
that  malice  itself  cannot  tarnish  its  pure 
lustre ;  for  insUnce,  the  Waldenses  of  Pied- 
mont aid  the  Poor  Men  of  Lyons  may  be 
considered  above    reproach,   their  enemies 


•  The  horriWe  bat  beroic  itorr  muf  >>»  ««^  "  MIIiub  • 
"  Hitt.  of  Latin  Clirirtiuiltr,"  to[.  ni.  pp.  3S9-)*r-  ,1'  ""^ 
to  hive  hKioated  Ifag  mxt  loul  of  Kincilef.  tsea  Iha  uwn 
pucni  "Marnnl  to  Doleioo,-  "  Doldno  lo  MarfuM, 
ud  I  Ttiy  .(.iking  pf^e, ia, ■'  iwp^Veari  A^ 
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Unworthy  indeed  were  the  Protestant 
«ho,  for  controversial  purposes,  should  as- 
sume ought  beyond  what  may  be  proved,  or 
reasonably  inferred,  frotn  recorded  facts.  For 
't  is  the  very  life  and  essence  of  Protestantism 
lo  set  truth  before  all  else ;  to  believe  nothing 
tiecause  it  is  convenient,  or  comfortable,  or 
interesting,  or  eesthetic,  or  even  edifying — 
unless  it  be  true.  That  God  is  light,  and 
|iiu  in  Him  is  no  darkness  at  al! ;  that  God 
is  truth,  and  that  no  lie  is  of  the  truth,  is 
ihe  keynote  of  Protestantism.  Therefore,  for 
^  Protestant  to  take  falsehood  as  his  weapon, 
and  to  stab  Rome  with  a  lie,  would  be  both 
3  blunder  and  a  baseness. 

No  tima  was  more  disastrous  for  the 
enemies  of  Rome  than  the  second  half  of  the 
fifteenth  century.  It  seemed  almost  as  if  ail 
protesting  voices  were  to  be  silenced  at  last, 
■hough  it  proved  eventually  only  the  dark 
hour  before  the  dawning  of  the  day.  The 
fierce  religious  wars  of  Bohemia  were  dying 
out,  and  even    there    the  dominant  party 


amongst  the  Hussites,  the  Calixtines,*  could 
not  properly  be  styled  sectaries,  as  they  only 
differed  from  Rome  upon  a  point  of  cere- 
monial, and  were  sincerely  anxious  for  the 
recognition  of  the  Church.  £ut  then,  as 
ever,  the  WaldenSes  of  the  Alps  maintained 
their  testimony ;  and  the  same  was  done  in 
Bohemia  by  a  few  poor  oppressed  com- 
munities of  United  Brethren.  Besides  these, 
and  in  other  countries,  isolated  witnesses  for 
the  faith  once  delivered  to  the  saints  were 
never  wholly  wanting. 

Such  a  witness  was  the  wandering  scholar 
who,  for  reasons  of  his  own,  had  consented 
for  a  time  to  act  as  servant  to  Dr.  Theodore 
Benedetto.  Giulio  was  by  birth  an  Italian, 
and  he  had  been  early  trained  in  the  practice 

and  ce'lma^a  of  Iho  RomPib^i^'uicb.  'F^m'tUT^nm, 
or  more  AdTaD<:ed  Huiiito  piiCv,  ipranf  the  tmly  Bvanre- 
licalChurthoftbe"l.'nItedlir«liren."    For*  clear  imdlB- 

durio/lhlt^ century  ««*'nB%°rforiiM\i!foro  [haRefar- 
matioD,"  by  Emile  dfl  BannechiHe. 
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of  a  curious  and  delicate  handicraft,  almost 
a  fine  art.  Thus  faculties  naturally  keen 
were  developed  and  educated ;  but  he  was 
thoughtful  and  speculative  as  well  as  quick 
and  dexterous,  and  as  he  watched  beside  the 
furnace  where  his  crystal  vases  were  being 
annealed  to  the  point  of  absolute  perfection, 
he  had  time  to  ponder  many  things  in  heaven 
and  earth.  He  grew  dissatisfied,  first  with 
the  parish  pne$t  to  whom  he  applied  for 
the  solution  fif  some  of  his  difficulties,  then 
with  priests,  monks,  and  friars  in  general, 
lastly  with  the  whole  Church  system.  By 
night  and  by  day  his  dreams  were  of  reform, 
possible  and  impossible.  Already  had  his 
soul  felt  the  magnetic  touch  of  spiritual  aspi- 
ration, but  there  were  many  vibrations  of  tne 
needle  before  it  pointed  to  the  pole  of  truth 
and  settled  there,  to  move  no  more  for  ever. 
There  was  a  time  when  he  seemed  likely  to 
become  the  founder  gf  a  new  rehgious  order; 
and  indeed  Rome  has  cursed  many  whom, 
under  conditions  slightly  altered,, she  would 
have  canonised,  and  canonised  some  whom 
she  might  easily  have  cursed.  Giulio's  indig- 
nation against  the  prevailing  Mariolatry  de- 
cided his  late.  In  an  ill -regulated  ebullition 
of  zeal  he  one  day  destroyed  an  image  of  the 
Virgin  which  was  an  object  of  apccial  reve- 
rence to  the  workmen  of  his  cH,  He  had 
to  flee  from  their  vengeance  for  his  life, 
although  afterwards  their  tsprit  de  corps  led 
them  secretly  to  repair  tha  image  and  to 
hush  up  the  scandal  amongst  themselves. 

He  made  his  way  to  the  south  of  France, 
where  the  art  he  was  able  to  practise  and  to 
teach  secured  him  the  means  of  comfortable 
subsistence.  It  would  even  have  raised  him 
to  honour  and  aSluence  could  he  have  found 
rest  for  the  sole  of  his  foot.  But  he  was  still 
in  search  of  a  faith,  and  his  unquiet  heart 
made  him  a  wanderer  up  and  down  the  land. 
Blood  and  fire  had  extinguished  almost  every 
trace  oi"  the  Albigenses,  but  here  and  there  a 
few  hidden  sparks  of  the  old  life  may  Iiave 
smouldered  amongst  the  ashes.  Wherever 
Giulio  perceived  a  disposition  to  resist  the 
i)'Tanny  of  the  Church  and  the  exactions  of 
tiie  priesthood,  he  followed  up  the  scent 
carefully  and  patiently,  though  in  most  cases 
with  no  result  except  disappointment  Once, 
however,  he  was  fortunate  enough  to  meet  an 
intelligent  and  enlightened  old  man,  who  put 
into  his  hand  the  celebrated  "NoblaLey^on" 
of  the  Waldenses.  It  came  upon  his  thirst- 
ing soul  like  rain  from  heaven.  Its  brief, 
calm  words,  simple  with  the  unadorned  sim- 
plicity of  Scripture  narrative  and  exhortation, 
showed  him  what  he  longed  to  know,  how  to 


refuse  the  evil  and  to  choose  the  good  in  ilie 
creed  of  his  childhood.  With  this  help,  anil 
that  of  such  fragments  of  Holy  Scripture  .ii 
he  could  gather  out  of  missals  and  brevianes. 
he  shaped  his  faith.  A  whole  Bible  he  haJ 
never  seen ;  but  he  afterwards  visited  a  com- 
munity of  United  Brethren  in  Bohemia,  aiiJ 
he  found  with  them  the  Gospel  and  thi' 
Revelation  of  St  John,  and  the  Epistle  oi 
St  Paul  to  the  Romans,  which  they  had  ob- 
tained from  the  Waldenses  in  the  Romance 
dialect,  although  they  had  translated  theoi 
into  German  for  their  own  use.  Gitllio  copie^i 
them  for  himself,  and  profited  gready  by  the 
occupation. 

He  was  now  as  one  who  had  dwelt  sll  hi> 
life  amidst  the  obscure  alleys  of  a  city,  and 
who  yields,  perhaps  reluctantly,  to  those  «bj 
persoade  him  to  go  forth  and  see  green  fieks 
and  budding  flowers.  The  loss  of  old  sur- 
roundings and  associations,  which  he  haJ 
feared  so  greatly,  was  swallowed  up  in  ijit 
sense  of  a  gam  absolutely  immeasurable  j—tor 
a  narrow  strip  of  blue,  the  whole  vault  o; 
azure;  for  crowded  streets  and  dusky  lanes, 
the  free  campaign  and  the  boundless,  Smitles 
ocean.  At  last  his  soul  found  fireedom  and 
peace.  No  longer  was  there  any  veil  betnew 
him  and  God  his  Father,  Christ  his  Redeemer, 
the  Divine  Spirit  his  Sanctificr. 

The  impulse  to  teach  was  as  strong  upon 
him  now  as  the  desire  to  learn  had  beu 
before.  He  went  to  and  fro  through  ik 
earth,  seeking  out  the  sorrowful,  the  lonely, 
the  doubting,  to  bring  them  the  message  o: 
the  love  of  God,  and  the  way  of  access » 
Him  open  evermore  through  Christ.  Of 
course  his  path  was  one  of  continual  peril,  ^ 
that  of  the  apostle  who  "  died  d^ly;"  for  ^^ 
message  he  bore  had  in  it  the  seed  of  Romes 
downfall,  even  if  his  own  hostility  to  i1k 
dominant  Church  had  not  been  Ifte  "'''j 
ointment  of  his  right  hand,"  that  "  bewnyeu 
itself"  condnually. 

But  this  very  hostility  gave  him  a  po*erf"i 
friend  in  Dr.  Theodore,  who  made  his  "■ 
quaintance  first  as  a  patient,  and  then  "'^ 
attracted  by  his  shrewdness  and  insight  an- 
by  the  courage  with  which  he  avowed  h*-- 
opinions,  Giulio  was  anxious,  lor  man; 
reasons,  to  revisit  his  native  land,  and  Thei> 
dore  offered  to  take  him  thither  if  he  wouiJ 
assume  for  the  time  the  position  and  in^ 
duties  of  his  confidential  servant  The  .i'- 
rangement  succeeded  admirably.  Gini.^ 
proved  abundantly  useful  to  his  tempo"') 
master,  and  the  relation  between  them  b*^ 
came  every  day  more  intimate.  As  the' 
laboured    together  for   the  deliverance  d 
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KajTDond,  Theodore  could  not  sufficiently 
admire  the  courage,  the  tact,  and  the  fertility 
of  resource  which  Giulio  had  learned  in  half 
a  lifetime's  conflict  with  persecution. 

Giulio  entered  the  capital  of  Christendoni 
full  of  the  hope  of  finding  secret  brethren 
there,  as  he  had  done  already  in  other  cities, 
fie  was  disappointed;  the  nobles  seemed 
abandoned  to  violence,  hixucy,  and  profli- 
gacy, while  the  common  people  were  stink  in 
sloth  and  veDalit7.  Tnie  sons  of  the  slaves 
of  Caligula  and  Tiberius,  who  used  to  raise 
the  cry  "  Panem  et  drcenses,"  love  of  gain 
and  love  of  pleasure  seemed  the  only  pasaons 
they  were  capable  of  cherishing.  Giulio's 
brightest  hours  in  IU)me— except,  perhaps, 
(hose  spmt  in  penning  the  letter  th^  soothed 
the  death-bed  of  Campano — were  the  hours 
in  which  he  sought  to  lighten  the  dark  cloud 
that  overhung  the  soul  of  Viola  di  Forcaro. 
It  was  something  to  make  her  understand 
that  to  die,  as  her  father  died,  "  unhousel'd, 
disappointed,  unanei'd,"  was  not  necessarily 
to  die  unrepentant  and  forsaken  of  God ;  it 
Tfis  more  to  make  her  see  that  she  herself 
was  not  alone  in  the  world,  a  mere  buiden 
upon  the  cold  good-will  of  relatives  who  cared 
not  for  her — since  she  too  bad  a  Father  in 
heaven. 

On  the  eventful  day  of  which  we  are 
tracing  the  history,  Giulio  returned  at  once 
from  dte  church  to  the  lodging  of  his  patron, 
tiiinking  that  now  Count  Raymond  had 
gone  forth  (as  he  doubted  not,  with  Theo- 
dore's full  concurrence),  Theodore  would 
probably  wish  to  take  counsel  with  him. 

He  was  struck  at  once  by  a  change  in  the 
appearance  of  his  patron.  Theodore  looked 
an  older  and  a  sadder  man — and  if  all  must 
be  said,  a  worse  man  too — than  he  had  done 
(hat  morning.  His  dark  eyes  burned  with  a 
dull  and  sullen  glare,  and  there  was  a  shadow 
on  his  brow,  as  though  he  were  brooding 
over  some  wrong  to  be  avenged. 

"So,  Signor  Doctor,  Count  Raymond  has 
gone  forth,  and  in  dayhght.  Is  that  pru- 
dent?" ssud  Giulio, 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  asked  Theodore 
sharply. 

''  I  met  him  just  now  in  the  church  yonder. 
I  left  him  there,  holding  converse  with  the 
Signorina  Viola  di  Forcaro,  at  her  father's 
grave." 

The  words  were  fuel  to  the  fire  of  Theo- 
dore's wrath.  "Ay?  Then  he  has  gone 
straight  from  my  presence  to  hers  !  And  it 
was  for  this  I  saved  him,  the  traitor  I  " 

"Master,dear  master, what  is  the  matter?" 
asiied  Giulio  in  great  surprise.    Partly  from 


Theodore's  reserve  of  character,  partly  from 
the  singular  want  of  observation  in  such 
matters  sometimes  shown  by  men  otherwise 
exceedingly  shrewd,  he  had  no  idea  of  his 
patron's  feelings  towards  Viola. 

Theodore  turned  on  him  a  look  half  indig- 
nant, half  imploring.  "Go,  Giulio,"  he  said; 
"go  &om  my  presence  while  yet  I  can  re- 
strain  myself.  Go,  or  I  shall  say  that  which 
will  ring  in  your  ears  for  ever.  I  gave  my 
substance,  my  time,  my  thought,  ay,  and 
freely  would  I  have  given  my  life,  to  save 
that  boy  from  bis  doom,  and  now — would  to 
God  I  had  let  him  rot  in  the  dungeon  of 
St,  Angdo!" 

"Master,  you  arc  giving  place  to  the 
devil,"  said  (jiuHo  with  sonowful  sternness, 
drawing  nearer  and  laying  his  hand  on  his 
arm. 

"  Curse  your  old-world  superstitions  I  " 
cried  Theodore,  roughly  shakii^  off  his 
grasp.     "  Go  1  I  would  be  alone." 

"  I  obey.  But,  Signor  Doctor,  the  youi^ 
Count,  however  he  may  have  offended  you, 
is  friendless,  penniless,  and  in  great  peril. 
Let  me  try  to  find  him." 

"JVb;  let  the  Porcari  look  to  him,  if  they 
will.    Go!" 

Gioho  obeyed,  and  for  a  perplexed  and 
anxious  hour  listened  to  Theodore's  agitated 
footsteps,  as  he  paced  up  and  down  above 
his  head. 

Then  he  was  summoned  once  more  to  his 
presence.  Theodore  had  regained  the  out- 
ward composure  and  dignity  of  bearing  he  so 
seldom  allowed  himself  to  lose;  but  he 
looked  pale  and  stem.  "Have  you  com- 
pleted your  business  here?  "  he  asked  quietly, 
and  even  courteously. 

"Yes,  Signor  Doctor.  There  is,  indeed, 
but  little  I  can  do.  There  seems  no  fuel 
here  to  be  taken  hold  of  by  the  sacred  fire. 
Men's  hearts  are  eaten  out  by  sloth  and  sin 
and  selfishness  ;  there  is  no  earnestness  even 
in  error.  But  God  can  do  all  things,"  he 
concluded  with  a  sigh. 

"Pack  up,  then,  for  we  leave  this  to- 
morrow at  daybreak.  Best  away  from  Rome 
now,  at  all  events ;  the  heat  is  stifling." 

"  And  whither  next,  Signor  Doctor?  " 

"To  Venice." 

A  flash  of  pleasure  lit  up  Giulio's  grave 
features  as  he  responded  briefly,  "  I  am 
glad ! "  In  all  the  world,  Venice  was  the 
place  whither  he  most  desired  to  go. 

Meanwhile,  the  stern  admonition  he  had 
addressed  to  his  patron  was  becoming  every 
moment  more  sadly  true.  Theodorewasgiving 
himself  up  to  the  power  of  the  spirit  of  evi^ 
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the  "  Divider,"  the  "  Accuser."  Under  that 
malignant  spell,  the  strong  love  of  which  his 
soul  was  capable  was  changing  into  hatred, 
He  could  be  tender,  self-samficing,  faithful — 
he  could  have  been  ail  this  even  unto  death 
— but  there  are  stronger  things  than  death. 
Treason  loosens  all  bonds.  "No  friendship," 
he  assured  himself,  "could  have  endured  this 
strain  and  lived.  No,  not  that  of  my  name- 
sake and  ancestor,  though  his  love  for  David 
was  '  wonderful.'  Saul's  javelin  was  easily 
borne :  had  David  aimed  his  at  him  in  the 
dark,  I  marvel  what  would  have  become  of 
the  oath  of  God  that  was  between  them.— 
Ah,  yes  ;  I  remember  1  No  doubt  I  spoke  of 
Viola,  hinted  my  hopes  in  that  last  letter  I 
wrote  to  him  from  Montpellier.  ^e  kept 
his  secret  well  that  night  we  met — that 
night  of  his  arrest.  Nigh  six  months  of 
my  life  since  then  worse  than  lost,  toiling 
and  striving  far  Aim. — No;  on  second 
thoughts  I  cannot  go  to  Venice,  to  meet 
my  father's  eye,  and  to  tell  bim  alL  My 
dear  father !  After  all,  no  friend  so  true  as 
a  good  father.  Between  the  young  and  the 
old  there  is  a  great  gulf  fixed ;  yet  the  old 
caie  for  the  young  as  the  young  never  care 
for  each  other,  steadfastly  and  selflessly. 
Still,  no — not  now  to  Venice,  His  mother, 
too,  is  there,  I  will  send  Giulio  with  letters 
and  messages ;  that  will  please  him,  since  he 
evidently  desires  to  go  on  his  own  account. 
But  as  for  me,  I  will  take  another  way." 

All  this  passed  through  the  mind  of  Theo- 
dore, not  in  the  foim  of  soliloquy — his  nature 
■was  too  strong  and  direct  for  that — ^but  as 
"thought  fused  ted-hot  in  the  fire  of  passion. 
Wroth  with  Raymond  as  he  was,  "even  unto 
death,"  he  never  dreamed  of  avenging  him- 
■self  by  any  overt  acL  All  he  would  do  was 
-to  stand  aside  and  leave  him  alone.  But  if 
that  meant,  as  most  likely  it  did,  leaving  him 
to  perish,  "  His  blood  be  on  his  own  head," 
said  Theodore  Benedetto. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards,  Giulio  opened  the 
door  and  ushered  in  a  gentleman  rather 
showily  attired,  and  with  a  kind  of  bravado 
-in  his  look  and  manner  which  concealed,  not 
very  successfully,  no  small  amount  of  anxiety 
and  uneasiness.  "  II  Signor  Gaetano  Bene- 
detto," he  said;  and  Theodore,  much  sur- 
prised, rose  up  to  welcome  his  eldest  brother. 

CHAPTER  XVII. — FAREWELLS. 

"  AIj  ich  Abfcbied  lulirn,  «!■  icb  Ahnhiod  nahm 
Waren  Kiiieo  nod  lUtlcn  ichwer ; 
Als  icb  wiedec  lum,  ili  icb  wieder  kam, 

Raymond  left  the  church  of  Santa  Maria 
in   Trasteveie  with  a  strange  lightness   of 


heart.  He  knew  that  he  was  a.  forlorn  and 
hunted  fugitive,  with  nowhere  to  lay  his 
head,  and  not  a  coin  in  his  pocket  where- 
with to  purchase  the  simplest  necessaries  of 
life;  and  he  feared  that  he  had  alienated 
for  ever  the  friend  who  bad  been  to  bim  as 
a  brother.  And  yet  he  could  have  sung 
aloud  for  very  joy  and  gladness  of  heart. 
He  was  free,  the  whole  world  was  before 
him,  and  Viola  di  Forcaro  had  not  denied 
that  she  loved  him.  He  could  afford  to  think 
of  Theodore  with  tender,  remorseful  pity. 
Fate  had  been  very  hard  on  him — very ;  and 
well  and  patiendy  would  Raymond  seek  in 
the  after  years  to  recompense  his  generous 
kindness,  and  to  win  back  his  lore. 

But  in  the  meantime  the  August  sun  was 
blazing  down  upon  his  head,  and  he  must 
find  shelter  somewhere.  Whither  could  he 
bend  his  steps?  He  would  find  no  welcome, 
even  in  a  wine-shop,  without  a  baiocco  to 
pay  for  a  draught  of  wine.  Should  he  have 
recourse  to  Cardinal  Bessarion,  in  former 
days  a  munificent  patron  of  the  Humanists, 
and  even  now,  in  their  time  of  persecu- 
tion, their  steady,  though  cautious  friend? 
Uufortimately  for  him  the  good  cardinal  was 
"  in  villegiatura,"  having  wisely  exchanged 
the  stifling  heat  and  fever-laden  atmosphere 
of  the  city  for  the  refreshing  breezes  of  the 
Albanian  hills. 

Another  resource  occurred  to  him.  Be- 
tween the  Humanists  and  the  printers  there 
existed  a  close  friendship  and  alliance.  Both 
belonged  to  the  new  age  tliat  was  dawning 
on  the  world,  both  were  labourers  in  the 
same  cause,  the  cause  of  intellectual  light 
and  liberty.  Two  liberal-minded  Germans, 
Conrad  Sweynheim  and  Arnold  Manelz, 
had  lately  established  a  printing  press  in 
Rome  under  the  friendly  patronage  of  the 
Bishop  of  Aleria,  who  had  been  one  of  the 
pupils  of  tlie  excellent  Vittorino  de  la  Feltre. 
Raymond  thought  of  taking  up,  for  a  time, 
the  compositor's  stick,  and  finding  at  once 
daily  bread  and  eSeclual  concealment  in  the 
"  chapel,"  or  workshop,  of  the  Palazzo  Mas- 
sario. 

But  the  risk  was  too  great.  What  if  the 
fiery  Pope  should  discover  his  retreat,  and 
wreak  his  vengeance  on  the  harmless  printers, 
scatterbg  their  type,  shutting  up  their  work- 
shop, and  perhaps  destroying  their  priceless 
MSS.  ?  Raymond  shuddered  at  the  thought, 
and  decided  that  nothing  should  tempt  him 
so  to  endanger  them,  and  the  great  cause  they 
and  he  alike  represented. 

While  pondering  thus  he  crossed  the  Ponte 
Sisto,  and  finding  himself  among  the  narrow 
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aowded  streets  on  the  other  bank  of  the 
Tiber,  he  walked  aimlessi]'  onwards.  But 
he  soon  began  to  feel  weak  and  weaiy, 
for  the  unaccustomed  exercise  told  quickly 
upon  limbs  long  confined  to  a  prison  cell. 
Having  wandered  as  far  as  the  Palazzo  Cenci, 
he  sat  down  to  rest  and  to  ponder  his 
situation  under  the  high  narrow  archway  of 
ihat  ill-fated  mansion,  whose  gloomy  and 
anister  aspect  already  seemed  to  forebode 
the  dark  tragedy  of  which  it  was  one  day  to 
be  the  theatre.  Here,  in  the  shade,  the 
drowsy  spirit  of  the  Roman  noon-tide  stole 
over  him,  and  he  was  about  to  indulge  in 
a  brief  siesta,  when  he  fortunately  remem- 
bered that  under  his  present  circumstances 
Dothing  could  possibly  be  more  dangerous, 
and,  rousing  himself  with  a  strong  effort, 
shook  off  the  inclination  to  slumber.  Now, 
when  all  Rome  was  asleep,  must  he  be  awake 
uid  stirring ;  too  soon  would  the  shops  be 
unclosed  and  the  silent  streets  once  more  full 
of  life  and  business. 

A  great  longing  came  over  him  to  revisit 
the  garden  on  the  Quirinal,  where  he  had 
spent  so  many  happy  hours,  listening  to  the 
discourses  of  Pomponius  or  holding  con- 
verse with  him  and  his  friends.  So  he  stepped 
silently  and  slowly  through  the  streets  and 
squares  of  the  sleeping  city — sleeping  more 
profoundly  now  than  in  the  noon  of  night — 
starce  a  sound  breaking  on  his  ear,  save  the 
masical  trickle  and  murmur  of  Rome's  many 
fountains.  Here  and  there  a  beggar,  steep- 
infl  in  the  shade,  turned  and  looked  up, 
nnnnuring  a  drowsy  prayer  for  baiocchi,  but 
found  it  too  much  trouble  even  to  curse  him 
for  refusing,  and  turned  over  again  to  finish 
his  siesta.  His  own  footsteps  grew  feeble 
and  listless  long  before  his  goal  was  reached. 
With  tottering  feet  he  passed  along  the 
familiar  Via  Cornelia,  gazed  with  a  mournful 
sigh  at  the  Lecture  Hall— so  dearly  loved 
in  other  days — and  almost  as  sadl}^  at  the 
beautiful  nlla  nhich  his  friend  Flatina  had 
Karcely  completed  when  he  had  been  forced 
tc  change  it  lor  a  gloomy  cell  in  the  Castle  of 
St.  Angelo.  He  was  glad  to  find  himself  at 
last  beneath  the  olives  and  evergreen  oaks 
of  his  master's  garden.  The  trees  were  un- 
changed, but  all  else  had  run  riot,  and 
hore  the  marks  of  confusion  and  decay.  The 
bofiers  of  box,  once  so  quaint  and  square- 
cot,  trimmed  as  they  were  by  the  master's 
own  hand  after  the  antique  pattern,  now 
grew  freely  as  their  nature  prompted.  The 
succulent  cabbages,  broccoli,  and  lettuces 
wWch  had  been  the  master's  pride  as  much 
as  that  of  Diocletian,  had  fallen  a  prey  to 


the  petty  pilferers  of  the  neighbourhood,  and 
only  foul,  decaying  refuse  was  left  to  taint 
the  air.  But  in  compensation  luscious  roses 
shed  their  leaves  and  iheir  perfumes  un- 
heeded, and  all  varieties  of  bright  southern 
summer  flowers  threw  themselves  about  in 
a  wild  tangle  of  colour  and  sweetness, 
interlacing  their  stems  and  mingling  their 
blossoms. 

The  heart  of  Raymond  grew  sad  over  the 
desolation.  He  laid  himself  down  under  an 
olive-tree,  and  the  mournful  thoughts  that 
oppressed  him  found  relief  in  tears.  The 
master's  school  seemed  to  him  like  the 
master's  garden  now.  Where  was  the  band 
of  noble  youths  that  used  to  cluster  around 
him  beneath  the  shadow  of  those  trees,  or 
within  the  walls  of  that  Lecture  Hall,  so  near 
at  hand?  One  was  in  his  grave,  a  martyr  to 
his  faithful  love  for  him;  the  test  were  cap- 
tives, fugitives,  or  at  best  they  were  cowed, 
silent,  and  dismayed.  The  wind  of  destruc- 
tion had  swept  over  all. 

But  there  are  some  things  that  are  inde- 
structible. Had  the  storm  of  persecution 
scattered  a  congre^lion  of  primitive  Chris- 
tians on  that  very  hill,  broken  up  a  synagogue 
in  the  Traslevere,  dispersed  a  conventicle 
of  sectaries  like  Giulio  in  some  fair  Proven5al 
valley,  yet  all  these,  or  what  they  repre- 
sented, would  have  risen  undecayed  from 
the  ashes  of  thdr  ruin.  Was  the  Roman 
Academy  like  these  7  Did  Pomponius 
Laetus  and  his  disciples  represent  a  phase 
of  thought  and  feeling  that  was  passing,  or 
one  that  was  permanent  ?  Could  these  dry 
bones  live  again?  The  answer  Raymond's 
heart  foreboded  was  a  mournful  negative, 
and  he  was  partly,  though  not  wholly,  in  the 
right  In  these  ardent  students  the  passion 
of  the  age  for  antiquity,  its  thirst  for  the  in- 
spiration to  be  caught  from  the  mighty  spirits 
of  old,  found  expression,  and  so  far  they  ful- 
filled a  need  and  accomplished  a  mission. 
But  though  they  belonged  to  the  new  world 
— the  worid  of  modem  thought  and  feeling, 
— they  were  not  great  enough  to  conquer  and 
to  keep  a  place  amongst  its  monarchs  and 
rulers.  Like  other  schools  of  the  Renaissance, 
theirs  bad  in  it  the  seed  of  corruption  in  the 
fatal  severance  between  intellectual  and  spiri- 
tual light,  between  knowledge  and  holiness. 
God  was  not  in  all  their  thoughts ;  and  there- 
fore when  they  themselves  were  taken  away 
"  their  thoughts  perished." 

Not  that  the  work  of  Pomponius  Laetus 
was  over  then.  In  after  days  he  was  per- 
mitted to  resume  his  teaching,  and  the 
Roman  Academy  flourished  once  more  under  - 
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his  auspices*  But  although  his  labours  and 
those  of  his  friends  and  disciples — whose 
names  now  sound  but  faintly  through  the 
trumpet  of  fame — no  doubt  form  part  of  the 
great  intellectual  heritage  into  which  we  have 
entered  unconsciously,  they  only  live,  like  the 
plants  of  his  own  garden,  transmuted  into  the 
nourishment  of  other  forms  of  life,  not  like 
the  stately  cedars  that  shelter  a  hundred 
generations  beneath  their  spreading  branches. 
Few  care  anything  now  for  Pomponius  Laetus 
and  the  Humanists  of  the  Roman  Academy. 

But  even  a  temporaiy  return  of  prosperity 
was  beyond  the  anticipation  of  Raymond. 
A  chill  and  saddening  sense  of  failure  stole 
over  his  heart.  The  master's  want  of  stead- 
fastness to  his  principles  had  been  a  cnie! 
blow  to  him.  It  seemed  as  if  Pomponius 
could  not  bear,  for  the  sake  of  his  own  honour, 
what  o&ers  had  borne  so  heroically  for  him. 
The  modem  representative  of  Brutus  and 
Regolus  was  on  his  knees  at  the  feet  of  the 
Pope. 

All  is  well,  though  a  standard-bearer  fall,  if 
the  soldiers  can  raise  their  eyes  to  the  king's 
own  pennon,  still   waving  proudly  in  the 


thickest  of  the  fight  Raymond  had  not 
this  consolation.  His  soul  owned  allegiance 
to  no  master  greater  than  Pomponius,  and 
when  his  faith  in  him  was  shattered,  it 
seemed  as  though  the  foundations  of  his 
intellectual  life  were  giving  way. 

But  the  life,  even  of  the  body,  is  worth 
preserving — at  least  in  this  fail  world,  and 
with  those  left  who  love  us  and  whom  we 
love.  Therefore  Raymond  rose  at  last,  and 
having  found  amongst  the  refuse  a  few  lettuces 
still  unspoiled,  washed  them  at  the  spring,  and 
appeased  his  hunger  with  this  very  primitive 
fare. 

The  noonday  heat  was  now  beginning  to 
abate,  and  a  fresh  breeze  was  springing  up. 
Raymond  looked  at  the  distant  hills,  fiecked 
with  white  and  silvery  clouds,  and  his  soul 
longed  for  the  rest  and  shelter  they  seemed 
to  promise.  Somewhere  over  there  was  the 
ancestral  home  of  Campano,  and  had  he 
not  the  last  messages  of  his  friend  to  deliver? 
Would  not  his  kindred  give  him  a  welcome 
and  a  refuge  f  He  did  not  doubt  it.  "  And 
on  the  way,"  he  said,  "  any  contadino  will 
share  his  hut  with  m&" 


THE  SHOWER  AND  THE  SUNBEAM. 


THE  dark,  frieze^oated,  hoarse,  teeth- 
chattering  month  of  March  had  passed 
away.  This  year  it  had  been  paiticukurly 
stormy,  and,  alas  I  when  m  one  of  its  most 
angry  moods,  it  had  blown  the  dust,  which, 
when  it  falls  upon  the  right  place  is  said  to 
be  worth  a  king's  ransom,  into  all  sorts  of 
nooks  and  upon  all  sorts  of  things,  where  it 
was  anything  but  pleasant  to  see  it.  There 
was  a  bed  of  violets,  for  instance,  half 
smothered,  and  ever  so  many  primrose-buds 
nearly  choked  and  afraid  to  open  them- 
selves any  farther,  as  the  fine  dust  would 
have  been  sure  to  get  inside  their  pretty, 
delicate  blossoms,  and  quite  take  off  from 
thdr  first  freshness.  Then  the  beautiful 
sprays  of  ivy,  that  had  kept  so  fresh  and 
green  all  through  the  winter,  making  such  a 
splendid  shelter  for  the  robins  and  sparrows, 
now  looked  as  if  the  miller  had  emptied  a 
bag  of  flour  over  them.  The  ivy  trembled 
and  quivered,  and  tried  in  vain  to  shake 
itself  clean,  and  the  leaves  whispered  thus  to 
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each  other :— "  Oh  dear,  if  that  March  wind 
had  only  not  been  so  cross  I  We  don't 
mind  a  sharp  frost  or  a  cold  wind  now  and 
then ;  they  harden  us  and  do  us  good ;  but 
that  last  storm  came  with  such  angry  gusts 
that  it  nearly  tore  us  from  our  dear  old  tree, 
while  the  dUst  came  in  such  quantities  that 
it  has  covered  our  tiniest  and  prettiest 
leaves." 

Such  were  the  melancholy  strains  which 
arose  on  all  sides,  until  the  gentler  month 
of  April  came  softly  in  and  took  the  place  of 
March;  and  now,  just  before  the  break  of 
day,  there  was  a  sound  of  failing  rain,  and 

"  A  bird  awatcoed  la  tti  neit, 
Gave  ■  f^nl  Mttec  of  uimt, 
'IVa  imoalhcd  iu  pluinci,  and  ilepE  again," 

as  the  soft  April  shower  gently  washed  the 
ivy-leaves.  Many  rain-drops  fell  upon  the 
bed  of  violets  and  upon  the  primiose-buds ; 
others,  more  aspiring,  remained  upon  every 
branch,  twig,  and  leaf  of  the  laburnums,  or 
upon  the  feathery  sprays  of  the  graceful 
deodara,  while  many  were  content  to  nestle 
amongst  the  tiny  blades  of  grass  upon  the 
lawn  ;  others  splashed  with  all  ■  their  force 
against  the  window-panes,  their  constant 
succession,  as  they  gradually  grew  bigger 
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and  bilker  and    then    wavered    and    fell, 
putting  one  in  mind  of  the  Scotch  at  Flod- 

dea — 

. "  Each  osa  itappisa  when  bii  cnmde  ttood 
The  initaDt  tbat  he  iell," 

30  determined  were  they  that  not  a  specie  of 
Just  should  rcK-^in  for  the  sun's  bright  rays 
to  light  upon.  Thus  the  April  shower  had 
been  very  busy,  and  the  earth,  as  if  to  thank 
:t,  sent  up  a  pleasant  smell,  and  the  violets 
nodded  with  delight,  until  the  rain-drops 
trembled  in  theit  blue  cups.  Then  the 
glorious  sun  arose,  and  hashed  forth  its  first 
troop  of  sunbeams  to  wake  up  all  nature, 
and  to  shed  a  flood  of  golden  light  over  the 
earth;  the  birds  with  one  consent  began  to 
(liirp  and  twitter  in  their  leafy  homes,  until 
a:  length  they  all  joined  in  a  joyous  burst  of 
choral"  minstrelsy,  and  every  rain-drop,  now 
that  their  work  was  done,  greeted  their  bright 
'liends  with  sparkling  smiles. 
_  .\s  troop  after  troop  of  sunbeams  arrived 
they  found  plenty  to  do,  and  one  and  all  did 
their  best  to  make  everything  look  as  beauti- 
ful as  possible,  glancing  hither  and  thither 
until  all  appeared  transformed  as  by  a  fairy's 
sand.  The  deodara  sprays  and  laburnums 
glittered  as  if  strung  with  trembling  dia- 
monds, while  ever)'  blade  of  grass  seemed 
laden  with  emeralds.  As  the  morning  ad- 
vanced a  little  sunbeam  joined  the  rest, 
"'.^las  I"  said  she,  "  I  could  not  come  sooner, 
sod  now  there  is  nothing  left  for  me  to 
do,"  and  she  sighed  as  she  looked  upon 
^  the  brightness  her  companions  had  shed 
around.  "  There  is  plenty  for  you  to  do, 
u  you  will  look  around  you,  and  not  pass  the 
lime  ia  sighing,"  returned  a  bright  sunbeam, 
uliohad  been  the  most  active  of  them  all. 
"  Vou  may  go  where  I  was  going ;  I  can  find 
something  else  to  do.  Do  you  see  that  small 
witage  ?  There  is  only  one  pane  of  glass  in 
ite  little  window  j  all  the  rest  is  pitched  up 
with  paper  and  rags.  Go  into  the  bare 
room;  you  will  find  a.  poor  woman  asleep. 
Do  not  wake  her ;  she  has  had  no  rest  dl 
night,  for  her  sick  baby  has  kept  her  awake. 
Thechild  is  stirring;  go  and  dance  on  the  wall 
Md  keep  it  amused  whilst  the  mother  sleeps." 

Away  flew  the  little  sunbeam ;  how  she 
iJanced  and  flashed  about,  and  how  the 
child  watched  her  as  it  lay  quite  still,  now 
and  then  softly  cooing  to  itself  1  At  last 
'he  sun  had  passed  on,  and  the  sunbeam  had 
to  leave  the  cottage,  but  not  before  the 
mother  had  had  a  refreshing  sleep. 

rhe  little  sunbeam  was  now  full  of  energy, 
and  after  glancing  about,  she  made  her  way 
through  a  crowded  alley  on  the  outskirts  of 


a  lai^e  town,  and  settled  upon  a  poor  sickly- 
looking  plant  that  was  tiying  to  struggle 
towards  the  small  quantity  of  light  and  air 
that  penetrated  into  that  dingy  place. 

"  Eh,  Polly  wench,  just  look ! "  cried  Jim, 
a  poor  little  lad  who  had  been  on  that  hard 
stretcher  for  many  a  month.  "  Look,  look  I 
a  wee  bit  of  sunshine  has  got  to  my  daisy 
plant,  the  first  bit  that  has  come  here  for 
ever  so  long.  It  will  make  toy  daisy  think 
of  its  own  pretty  home  that  mother  tell'd  us 
of.     Wouldn't  you  like  to  see  it,  Polly  ?" 

"  Eh,  to  be  sure,  Jim,"  returned  Polly,  a 
small  child  of  ten,  who  had  been  left  to 
take  care  of  her  brother  while  the  mother 
was  aivay  for  a  day's  washing.  "  Mother 
says,"  she  continued,  "  that  if  you  are  better 
she  will  take  both  of  us  with  her  next  time 
she  goes  hop-picking.  But  eh,  Jira,  shouldn't 
I  like  to  be  going  now !  Mother  says  that 
there's  yellow,  and  blue,  and  white,  and  pink 
flowers  in  the  hedges,  and  ever  so  many 
daisies,"  and  little  Polly's  eyes  glistened 
with  delight  at  the  thought. 

The  two  children  continued  to  talk  of  the 
flowers  and  the  sunny  lanes,  and  what  they 
would  do  when  they  really  saw  thetn,  until 
Jim's  eyes  gradually  closed,  and  then  in  his 
dreams  he  fancied  that  he  was  already  wan- 
dering amongst  the  green  nooks  that  he 
longed  so  to  see. 

The  sunbeam  had  to  pass  on  her  way, 
and  many  a  place  did  she  brighten  as  the 
day  wore  on  ;  one  of  the  last  things  she  did 
just  before  the  sun  set  was  to  flicker  round  a 
bunch  of  violets,  the  last  left  in  a  poor  girl's 
basket  The  girl  was  feeling  rather  sorrow- 
ful that  she  would  not  now  be  able  to  sell 
them,  as  it  was  getting  late,  and  few  people 
were  about.  She  did  so  want  one  more 
penny  to  add  to  the  eleven  she  had  already 
gained.  As  she  slowly  turned  the  corner  of 
the  street  the  sunbeam  glanced  upon  the 
flowers,  and  at  the  same  time  she  came  upon 
a  httle  girl  and  her  mother.  "  Oh,  mother 
dear,  look  at  those  lovely  violets ! "  cried 
the  child.  "May  I  buy  them?"  And  as 
the  mother  smiled  her  consent  she  took  up 
the  violets.  Something  in  the  poor  girl's 
sad,  wistful  face  made  her  slip  a  bright  new 
shilling  into  her  hand,  and  before  a  word 
could  be  said  she  had  joined  her  mother. 
The  poor  girl  gazed  upon  the  coin  as  it  lay 
glittering  in  her  hand,  and,  with  a  sigh  of 
thankfulness,  went  on  her  way.  Then  the 
bright  sunbeam  flew  back  to  God  to  give  an 
account  of-nll  she  had  done  through  the  day 
to  lighten  the  life  of  His  creatures,  and  He 
said,  "Well  done." 


AA,9^„ 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


•UNDER  HIS  SHADOW— THE  TRUE  LIGHT  NOW 
SHINETH." 

I    SAT  in  the  warm,  soft  tremble 
Of  the  fragrant  moming  air — 
The  year's  young  summerhood,  that  asked 

No  shade  from  noontide  glare ; — 
And  thro'  my  thoughts,  the  murmuring 
Of  whispering  water  and  quivering  wing 
Sang  a  lullaby  to  care. 

AH  the  thoughts  were  weirdly  woven, 

But  a  picture  came  out  gay 
From  the  many  coloured  threads  that  crossed 

In  the  spirit-loom  that  day ; — 
And  the  welcoming  look  of  one  dear  face 
In  those  picture-dreams  kept  the  central  plac^— 

A  dear  face,  so  far  away  I 

Dreaming  thus,  with  unclosed  eyelids. 

Idle-sweet,  hours  floated  by 
In  the  periiimed  warmth  of  my  pleasant  lawn. 

Beneath  the  soft,  blue  sky  :-^ 
I  saw  the  bright  sunshine  on  river  and  hill ; 
Yet  I  moved,  with  a  quick,  strange  sense  of  chill, 

Aa  from  a  shadow  nigh. 

There  was  not  one  cloud-wreath  in  the  sky, 

Yet  its  warmth  I  did  not  meet ; 
I  turned,  with  almost  a  thrill  of  fear, 

On  my  open  garden-seat — 
To  look  back  the  love  in  two  dear,  true  eyes ; 
With  the  low,  glad  outcry  of  joy's  surprise, 

My  central  lace  to  greet  I 

Ah,  the  chidden  shadow — the  half-felt  chill  I 

And  'twas  Love  was  coming  near  I 
More  precious  than  all  the  morning's  light 

The  shadow  of  one  so  dear; 
And  closet  the  warmth  of  that  folded  form, 
Tho'  our  hearts  should  cling  thro'  an  hour  of  storm. 

Than  the  sunshine  of  a  year. 
•  «  «  • 

In  life's  golden  summer  dawiung, 

Weaving  pictures  bright  and  rare, 
Thro'  their  changing  hues  of  moming 

Perhaps  One  Face  is  dimly  there — 
Sweetest  face,  with  just  of  sadness 
One  pale  shade,  Jrum  thine  own  gladiuts. 

That  its  tender  joy  doth  wear. 

And  thy  sky  is  all  unclouded — 

Depths  of  azure  warm  and  clear ; 
Its  fair  light  from  earth  unshrouded 

When  the  chillness  cometh  near. 
All  the  sunny,  summer  life  so  wanted, — 
And  the  dush  of  an  answering  hops  is  daunted 

By  a  sense  of  lonely  fear. 
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With  the  feel  of  a  resting  shadow 

Where  the  happy  sunshine  lay — 
A  petulant  glance  is  turned — to  chide 

The  intercepted  ray ; — 
And  the  Face  in  life's  picture  dimly  seen, 
Through  the  tender  gaze  of  those  eyes  serene 

Maketh  pale  the  light  of  day  I 

Lovely  warmth ! — but  towards  the  dreamer 

Nighfs  dull  chill  was  creeping  on  ; 
The  Master  felt  its  coldness 

In  the  radiance  round  the  throne; 
And  His  closest  presence  His  sua  must  hide ; 
Tho'  Love's  pausing  shadow  th^  child  will  chide,— 

Lest  the  darkness  reach  His  own. 


"THE  LEAST  OF  THESE,  MY  BRETHREN.' 


By  L.  T,  MEADE,  ACIHOK  o 


CHAPTER  I. 
"JACOB  GILES  never  did  a  kind 
J  thing  in  his  life,  and  it  ain't  to  be  ex- 
pected as  he'l!  begin  now.  Them  as  isn't 
chickens  don't  often  take  up  with  their  tender 
manners." 

These  remarks  were  addressed  by  a  rough- 
looking  woman  to  9  man  who  nodded  and 
laughed  in  her  face.  "  Ain't  you  Jacob  Giles 
yourself,  and  ain't  you  ashamed  to  be,"  she 
continued,  nettled  by  his  indifference  and 
jeering  laugh.  He  just  nodded,  turned  on 
his  heel  and  walked  away. 

It  was  a  dreary  winter's  night,  and  the 
street,  although  a  London  one,  was  almost 
deserted.  The  man  soon  turned  a  Corner, 
into  a  more  brilliant  thoroughfare.  Here 
the  light  fiom  many  gas  jets  fell  on  his 
face  and  figure.  The  figure  so  revealed  was 
large,  bony,  powerful— the  face  hard.  It 
looked  like  the  lowest  type  of  human  face  cut 
out  in  granite,  so  utterly  CKpressionloss  was 
it,  so  incapable,  to  all  appearance,  of  being 
moved  by  any  emotion  whatever. 

He  walked  rapidly,  and  with  an  apparent 
object  in  view.  Once  only  he  stopped. 
At  the.  comer  of  a  fresh  street  where  a 
gust  of  wind  met  him,  and  the  light  of  a 
gin-palace  streatned  across  hia  path,  he 
stopped,  but  not  to  enter.  He  looked  in, 
it  is  true,  then  made  a  solitary  remark 
aloud — ■ 

"  Jacob  Giles  never  did  a  Idnd  thing  in 
his  life," 

He  laughed  as  he  had  done  before  when 


'■  MOTHEE  HlRKlHG'S  CHICKBM,"  ETC..  Era 

her  remark   now  as   though    it     gave   him 


pleasure,  then  walked  on  faster  than  e 
.  At  last  he  reached  his  destination.  It 
was  an  attic  at  the-  top  of  a  tall  dilapi- 
dated house.  He  shared  this  attic  with 
another  man.  His  .comrade  had  been  away 
for  some  weeks  now.  He  mounted  up  fliglit 
after  flight  of  the  dirty  stairs  and  entered  the 
room  which  was  his  home. 

He  had  his  evening  planned  out  with 
tolerable  distinctness :  he  would  eat  and 
drink  and  sleep — he  had  the  means  within 
reach  to  secure  to  himself  these  enjoyments, 
and  they  formed  to  him  the  sum-  total  of 
life. 

Jacob  Giles  entered  the  room,  went  to  a 
corner  where  he  knew  some  lucifer  matches 
were  to  be  found,  struck  one  against  the  sole 
of  his  boot,  applied  it  to  the  end  of  a  thin 
dip  candle,  and  then  stood  stilL 

"  Wat's  up  I  "    he  said. 

He  was  not  a  man  given  to  make  exclama- 
tions of  any  kind,  and  even  this  one,  drawn 
from  him  in  the  extremity  of  his  surprise,  was 
accompanied  by  no  change  of  countenance, 
He  drew  a  step  nearer  to  what  the  light 
revealed,  and  stood  motionless. 

What  he  saw  was  this.  A  young  woman 
dressed  in  the  quiet  garb  of  a  hospital  nurse 
sat  on  the  trundle  bed.  She  held  in  her 
arms  a  child,  a  small,  weak,  suffering  boy  of 
perhaps  four  years  of  age. 

"I  say!  "  exclaimed  Giles  again.  "What- 
ever brings  you  here — and  who's  he  ?  " 

"Are  you  James  Thompson?"  asked  the 
young  woman.    Then    without  waiting 


the  woman  had  told  him  so.    He  repeated  '  hear  his    hasty  diacl^m^i^  she^.  (QOtinued, 
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-  We  were  told  at  the  hospital  that  James 
Thompson  lived  here.  This  is  his  little  boy, 
he  has  been  in  the  hospital  for  nearly  six 
months.  The  doctors  have  done  all  theycould, 
and  so  have  we.  He  wilt  never  be  better, 
^edoctorssay,  and  we  know  that  is  true.  We 
are  very  sorry- — more  sorry  than  I  can  put 
iolo  words,  but  we  cannot  keep  incurables 
in  Great  Ormond  Street,  and  so,  and  so  I 
bv-e  brought  him  home."  As  the  young 
woman  said  the  last  words  she  glanced  round 
her  nervously. 

"This  ain't  much  like  father's  home," 
said  the  child,  fixing  his  wide  open,  dark  eyes 
on  her  face. 

"But  you  are  James  Thompson,"  con- 
tinued the  nurse,  seeing  that  her  listener  re- 
mained silent. 

Giles  felt  very  angry.  "  Do  I  look  like 
Thompson  ?"  be  said  in  his  hardest  and  most 
jeering  lone,  "  Am  I  weakly  ? — am  I  pale  ? 
-am  1  long  o'  face,  and  piping  o'  woice? — 
do  1  look  as  if  I  'ad  a  young  'un  like  that  ? 
Mr  name  is  Jacob  Giles.  That  name  no 
"■ay  resembles  Thompson,  as  I  can  see." 

Hospital  nurses  require  great  patience,  and 
■his  one  answered  the  rude  and  angry  harangue 
of  her  companion  gently. 

"You  certainly  are  a  strong  man,  but  I 
ntva  knew  that  Thompson  was  weak.  What 
an  I  to  do  with  the  child  ?" ' 

"Dud  know,"  said  Giles,  turning  his  back 
on  her  and  walking  to  the  fireplace. 

The  fire  was  nearly  out.  He  stooped  down 
wd  built  it  up.  Strong  as  he  was,  his  hands 
sere  trembling  with  suppressed  anger;  he 
"■IS  longing  to  be  openly  rude  to  the  young 
woman.  As  to  the  child,  he  had  not  even 
zbucci  at  him.  As  he  laid  the  fire  and 
lumed  it  into  flame,  there  was  total  silence  in 
lie  room,  but  when  it  blazed  up  ruddy  and 
wght  the  child  said,  with  a  sigh  of  satisfac- 
tion,"  Now,  that  'ere 's  better  1 — that  spark  o' 
are's  real  comforting,  ain't  it  nnrse  ?" 

Giles  turned  round  and  stared  at  the  small 
speaker. 

"  What  am  I  to  do  with  the  little  one 
"isht  ?"  asked  the  nurse,  taking  advantage  of 
'lis  direct  gaze.  "  We  wer?  certainly  told 
■hat  Thompson  lived  here.  I  must  not  take 
t'^e  child  back  again,  for  the  hospital  is  quite 
liill;  [jerhaps  you  can  tell  me  about  Thomp- 
son. If  he  is  not  here,  where  does  he  live  ? 
1  w-as  given  this  address,"  and  she  took  a 
piece  of  paper  oat  of  her  pocket.  Whether 
It  was  the  child's  expression,  or  the  young 
woman's  voice,  Giles  felt  himself  compelled 
10  answer  more  gently. 
"  He  wor  my  pal,"  he  said,   "  he  lived 


yere  wid  me.  Oh !  yes,  the  place  is  right 
enough,  but  Thompson  ain't  been  'ome  fur 
weeks  past,  and  I  never  knew  as  he  had  a 
litde  un  sick  and  in  orspital." 

"  But  if  this  is  Thompson's  home,  how 
soon  is  he  likely  to  be  back?"  asked  the 
nurse. 

"  That  I  can't  rightly  say,  perhaps  to-night, 
perhaps  to-morrow,  perhaps  never." 

"  Charlie,  what  am  I  to  do  ?  "  asked  the 
young  nurse,  looking  down  at  her  little 
charge. 

"  I'll  sUy  here,  and  wait  fur  father," 
answered  the  small  piping  voice. 

"  May  he  stay  for  the  night  ?  "  asked  the 
nurse.  "Will  you  let  him  stay  on  the 
chance  of  his  father's  return  ?  I  wilt  come 
and  see  him  to-morrow,  and  I  will  pay  a 
woman  down-stairs  something  to  look  aAer 
him." 

Giles  growled.  Then  he  pointed  to  a  bed 
at  the  other  end  of  the  room.  "  That  'ere's 
Thompson's  bed,"  he  said  then ;  "Thompson 
pays  fur  it,  so  I  s'pose  as  his  youi^  un  may 
lie  there." 

Then  actuated  by  some  feeling,  he  knew 
not  what,  he  turned  and  left  the  room. 

CHAPTER  II. 

Hb  remained  away  for  two  hours,  during 
which  time  he  wandered  up  and  down  the 

neighbouring  streets.  The  rain  fell  heavier 
than  ever,  and  he  got  pretty  well  wet  through. 
He  visited,  however,  no  public-house  for 
either  refreshment  or  shelter,  and  at  the  end 
of  the  two  hours  stumbled  once  more  up  the 
stairs  to  his  attic  home.  The  aspect  of  the 
room  had  changed  during  his  absence.  The 
hospital  nurse  had  gone,  but  the  bed  at  the 
other  side  from  his  own  had  been  made  up. 
The  sick  child  lay  in  it,  and  a  woman  who  he 
knew  to  inhabit  another  part  of  the  house  sat 
by  his  side.  Giles  walked  up  to  her  and 
spoke  in  his  gruffest  tones. 

"This  'ere  is  my  room — you  get  out  of 
this." 

"  I'm  just  making  little  Thompson  com- 
fortable, Jacob,"  replied  the  woman.  "  I'm 
setting  yere  wid  him  fur  a  spell,  the  little  'un's 
lonesome,  and  I  said  as  I'd  set  by  him  till  he 
dropped  asleep." 

"Do  you  want  me  to  kick  you  out?"  said 
Giles,  raising  his  foot  as  he  spoke. 

The  woman  was  a  timid  one,  she  turned 
pale,  and  rose  hastily.  "  There,  my  dear," 
she  said,  bending  over  the  child,  "  you  rest 
easy,  and  I'll  look  h'in  in  the  morning — first 
thing  in  the  morning  when  he  goes  out,  my 
dear,  try  and  sleep  now."       ,,.■  ,,■  ^jw.-ilC 
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Then  she  went  away,  looking  back  anx- 
iously as  she  did  so. 

Giles  watched  her  to  the  door,  which  he 
locked.  He  then  went  and  sat  down  by  the 
fire,  which  burned  brighter  than  usual  in  the 
grate.  He  said  to  himself  that  he  would 
take  no  notice  whatever  of  Thompson's  child, 
that  he  would  spend  his  evening  as  usual, 
oblivious  of  his  presence.  It  was  certainly 
very  annoying  to  have  a  sick  child  in  the 
room,  but  as  he  was  Thompson's,  and 
Thompson  paid  for  half  the  room,  he  could 
not  well  turn  him  out.  He  would  simply  for- 
get him,  not  think  of  him  at  all.  For  this 
purpose  he  moved  to  the  side  of  the  fire 
nearest  to  his  own  bed,  and  taking  down  a 
short  black  pipe  from  over  the  mantelpiece 
lit  it,  and  put  it  into  his  mouth.  He  had 
scarcely  drawn  two  puffs,  however,  when  a 
voice  from  the  bed  said — 

"Please,  Jacob  Giles,  put  out  that  ere 
pipe;  father  don't  smoke  when  I'm  there,  and 
I  don't  like  it." 

In  utter  astonishment  at  the  audacity  of 
the  small  voice,  Giles  did  drop  his  pipe, 
turned  round,  and  stared.  The  sick  child 
had  raised  himself  in  bed  to  a  sitting  posture, 
and  his  bright  eyes  were  fixed  on  Giles,  The 
eyes  looked  so  learless,  and  yet  the  face  such 
a  mere  baby  one,  that  Giles  felt,  in  the  midst 
of  his  astonishment,  a  sort  of  amused  admi- 
ration at  words  so  bold  coming  from  such  a 


"Wot's  yer  name,  young  un'i*"  he  said, 
with  his  pipe  still  suspended  in  the  air. 

"  Charlie." 

"  Well,  Charlie,  I'll  smoke  ef  I  like." 

"  I  won't  love  yer  then,"  answered  Charlie, 
and  he  turned  away  his  head  and  began  to 
whimper. 

"  Yere's  a  mm  go,"  said  Giles  to  himself, 
"  bother  that  Thompson,  why  did  he  leave 
his  young  'un  on  my  hands  P  " 

Moved  by  some  impulse,  however,  he  went 
over  and  stood  by  the  bed.  "  Don't  cry,  small 
chap,"  he  said,  and  the  softness  of  his  own 
voice  surprised  him.  "  There,  there,  I  won' 
smoke  ef  it  vexes  yer.  Now  give  over  crying, 
do."  But  Charlie's  whimper  had  changed 
into  sobs,  and  he  would  not  be  quickly  com- 
forted. 

"  I  want  the  little  children  at  the  orspitle, 
and  I  want  father,"  he  said. 

Most  devoutly  did  Giles  wish  that  his 
desire  could  be  gratified.  "  What  'ud 
father  do  ef  he  wor  jere ? "  he  asked 
at  last. 

"  He'd  walk  up  and  down  wid  me,  or  he'd 
hold   my   'and ;   he   did  afore   I  went  into 


orspitle.  May  be,  he'd  walk  up  and  down 
wid  me  the  whole  night  through." 

"  And  I  s'pose  yer'd  like  me  to  be  up  to 
that  little  game  ?  "  asked  Giles  in  a  tone  of 
dry  sarcasm.  The  child,  however,  saw  no 
sarcasm  ;  he  stretched  out  his  tiny  arms  and 
raised  his  thin  face. 

"Yes,  please,  Jacob  Giles,  I'd  like  it 
weiry  well" 

Giles  felt  himself  turning  crimson ;  he 
could  not  laugh  in  such  a  baby's  face,  neither 
could  he  refuse  his  request ;  he  stooped,  and 
the  little  arms  clung  to  his  neck.  The  next 
moment  the  man  who  had  never  done  a  kind 
thing  in  his  life,  found  himself  pacing  up 
and  down  his  atttc,  with  Thompson's  child 
lying  in  his  arms. 

CHAPTER  III. 

Jacob  Giles  was  undoubtedly  a  very  hard 
man,  no  one  yet  had  found  the  vulnerable 

spot  in  him ;  naturally,  therefore,  he  was 
unsympathetic,  he  neither  gave  sympathy  nor 
asked  for  it.  When  ill  he  wanted  no  woman 
to  nurse  him,  when  well  he  needed  no  child 
to  climb  on  his  knees ;  wishing  for  neither 
woman  noi  child  he  took  care  not  to  many, 
he  liked  best  to  live  alone. 

About  three  months,  however,  before  the 
night  on  which  a  sick  child  was  brought  to 
his  home,  a  man  with  whom  he  had  been 
having  a  drink  at  the  nearest  public-house 
asked  leave  to  share  half  his  attic,  Giles, 
though  a  good  workman,  was  rather  low  in 
work  just  then,  and  the  temptation  to  save 
half  his  rent  was  too  great  to  be  resisted. 
He  did  not  want  Thompson,  he  would  mcch 
rather  have  done  without  him,  but  he  let  him 
come,  taking  very  little  notice  of  him  when 
he  did  so.  Thompson  was  a  tall,  thin  man, 
with  a  weak  and  troubled  look  about  his 
face.  He  seemed  rather  afraid  of  Giles  and 
anxious  to  conciliate  him.  They  had  of 
course  but  one  fire  between  them,  and  the 
making  up  of  this  fire,  and  the  keeping  of  it 
in  order,  devolved  on  Thompson ;  he  also 
kept  the  room  tidy,  and  did  a  good  deal  of 
menial  work  for  both  his  feltow-lodger  and 
himself,  Giles  was  well  pleased  that  it 
should  be  so ;  but  he  never  thanked 
Thompson  by  either  word  or  look.  They 
were  a  silent  pair,  often  smoking  their 
pipes  for  an  hour  or  more  without  open- 
ing their  lips,  Giles  indeed  would  forget 
Thompson,  and  Thompson  seemed  afraid  to 
speak. 

At  night  Thompson  slept  badly,  and  groaneii 
often  in  his  sleep.  Once  or  twice  Giles  awoke 
and  heard  th^^^  groan^  _^t)^  .'^%  ^^^  '"'' 
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trouble  him;  they  were  Tiiompson's  affair, 
not  his. 

B«ng  so  uDobscTvaat  of  all  that  did  not 
immediately  concern  bitnself,  be  failed  also  to 
see  how  thin  Thompson  was  growing,  how 
while  and  yet  whiter  his  face  became.  How 
oden,  even  sitting  by  the  &re  with  his  pipe  in 
his  mouth,  he  sighed.  Then  how  the  pipe 
KLoained  empty  because  there  was  no  tobacco 
10  fill  it  Then  how  scanty  and  poor  his 
meils  became. 

Giles  saw  all  these  things  without  observ- 
ing them;  but  that  they  did  enter  into  some 
portion  of  his  brain  was  certain,  fot  he  le- 
membered  them  by-and-by. 

One  morning,  after  a  specially  miserable 
n^ht,  during  which  even  Giles  was  disturbed 
bj  bis  groans,  Thompson  came  and  put  his 
share  of  the  week's  rent  into  his  hand. 

"  I  won't  be  in  maybe  to-night,  comrade," 
he  said ;  "  you  pay  it,"  pointing  to  the  money. 
".\nd  thank  y^,  comrade,  fur  never  saying  a 
rough  or  unceevil  word." 

Giles  noticed  how  ill  and  strange  he  looked, 
and  for  half  an  Instant  felt  half  inclined  to 
(ali  after  him,  and  give  him  sixpence  out  of 
the  money  to  buy  a  warm  meal.  He  did 
<io  so  however. 

That  night  Thompson's  bed  was  empty, 
Jad  night  af^er  night  returned  without 
putting  in  an  appearance.     Giles  ceased 
expect  him,  though  something — he  knew  not 
what — prevented  his  offering  his  bed  to  any 
other  mate. 

Six  weeks  had  passed  away  when  the  sick 
child  was  brought  into  the  room — he  was 
Thompson's  child — and  Giles  spent  some 
hours  of  the  night  walking  up  and  down  with 
iiim.  As  he  held  the  little  creature  in  his 
amis,  and  saw  the  contented  expression  of 
the  dark  eyes  fixed  on  his  face,  he  remem- 
t«red  Thompson's  gtoans,  and  Thompson's 
^dness.  He  abo  thought  over  again  of  his 
Ust  words — "  Thank  yer,  mate,  for  never 
giring  me  a  rough  word." 

■^  Poor  chap  !"  he  found  himself  thinking. 
"Small  wonder  he  wor  down  in  the  mouth, 
wid  this  young  'un  on  his  mind." 

Finally  Thompson's  child  went  to  sleep, 
and  Giles  laid  him  back  on  the  bed,  but  he 
could  not  sleep  himself.  He  resolved  to  get 
up  early  and  look  for  Thompson. 

Thompson  had  died  in  the  workhouse. 
His  investigations  soon  brought  this  &ct  to 
light.  Giles  then  went  to  the  hospital  where 
the  sick  child  had  been. 

Alas  I  Charlie  was  an  incurable  indeed. 
He  would  never  walk  j  he  would  never  grow. 


Always,  as  long  as  he  lived,  he  would  be  the 
tiny,  baby<looking  creature  he  now  was.  Giles 
received  all  the  information  about  him  in 
absolute  silence. 

If  we  can,  we  will  try  to  get  him  into  a 
Children's  Incurable  Hospital,"  said  the  nurse 
whom  Giles  saw ;  "  and  in  the  meantime, 
until  we  succeed — I  suppose — I  fear  there  is 
nothing  for  the  poor  little  fellow  but  the 
workhouse." 

,"  Yes,  mar'm,  there's  the  work'us,  sartinly," 
said  Giles,  and  he  walked  away. 

CHAPTER   tV, 

As  bp  walked  away  be  said  to  himself, 
"  To-morrow  will  be  time  enough  for  the 
work'us,  and  the  woman  down-statrs  'uU  look 
arter  the  young  'un." 

Then  he  went  to  his  own  employment, 
being  an  hour  later  in  doing  so.  He  worked, 
however,  belter  than  usual.  Always  a  good 
workman,  there  was  a  look  of  resolve  and 
interest  now  about  his  face  altogether  new. 
He  was  unconscious  of  this  fact  himself; 
but  he  did  feel  that  the  hours  of  the  day 
went  faster  than  ever  before,  and  that  he  had 
something  not  very  unlik^  happiness  glowing 
within  his  breast.  He  could  not  understand 
his  own  feelings.  Why  should  he  be  happy 
to-night  ?  He  had  more  than  usual  cause  for 
depression.  Had  he  not  a  sick  child  on  his 
hands — a  child  who  would  probably  again 
to-night  disturb  his  rest  ?  Did  any  one  ever 
dislike  children  more  than  Giles  did  ?  Why, 
then,  should  he  feel  in  good  spirits  ? 

The  fact,  however,  remained,  argue  about ' 
it  as  he  would. 

He  went  home  at  once  when  his  work  was 
over,  buying  on  his  road  an  apple  and  a  cake 
for  Thompson's  sick  little  one. 
1  As  soon  as  ever  he  entered  his  room  the 
child  sang  out,  in  his  shrill,  fearless  little 
voice,  "  I'm  real  glad,  Jacob,  as  yer  has  come 
home."  His  large,  dark  eyes  looked  softly 
at  the  man.  The  light  of  love  was  in  them, 
though  Jacob  could  not  read  their  expression. 
He  brought  over  the  apple  and  take  and 
presented  them  rather  shamefacedly. 

"  Did  father  send  them?"  asked  Charlie,      i 

"No;  I  bought  'em." 

"  Well,  lay  'em  anigh  me,  yere.  I  might  'a 
known  as  father  didn't  buy  'em.  He'd 
never  'a  given  a  dry  cake  like  this  yere ;  but 
I'm  all  the  same  gratified  to  you,  Jacob 
Giles." 

"How  old  are  you,  small  'un?"  asked 
Jacob. 

"  Seven.    I'm  weny  small,  ain't  I?" 

"  Werry." 
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"And  111  never  grow  no  bigger.  That 
sounds  real  sad,  but  it  ain't  Father  said, 
ef  they  couldn't  cure  me  in  orspital,  that  he'd 
walk  me  about  h'every  night  o'  my  life.  I 
like  father's  arms  about  me ;  and  he's  so 
wea]dy  hisself,  he  couldn't  carry  me  ef  I 
growed.  H'every  thing's  fur  the  best,"  con- 
cluded the  baby  philosopher. 

"  But  ef  yer  father  don't  come  ye'U  have  to 
go  to  the  work'us.  There'll  be  nobody  to 
carry  yer  in  the  work'us,"  said  Giles 
gruffly. 

"  But  father'll  come  back,"  said  Charlie, 
no  cloud  of  fear  or  distrust  on  his  sweet 
contented  little  face;  "and  you'll  carry  me 
to>night,  Jacob,  fui  yer  real  good-hearted,  I 
know." 

Jacob  laughed.  "  Yer  the  first  as  said  that 
o'  rac  I  guess,  young  'un,"  he  said ;  but  he 
stooped  down  and  lifted  the  frail  litde  figure 
into  his  strong  arms,  and  paced  up  and  down 
with  it  as  he  had  done  the  night'  before. 

No ;  no  one  had  said  that  he  was  good- 
hearted;  no  one  had  said  that  he  was  kind; 
but  he  could  not  &ame  the  words  from  his 
lips  that  would  convey  the  news  to  this  little 
one  that  he  was  .an  orphan — a  pauper  sick 
child,  who  must  live  for  the  future  in  the  > 
workhouse.  | 

He  walked  about  with  Charlie  until, , 
soothed  and  comforted,  he  dropped  asleep. 
Then,  instead  of  returning  him  to  'Thompson's 
bed,  he  sat  down  with  the  little  burden  still 
in  his  arms.  Surely  he  was  to  be  pitied — 
this  poor  little  one,  who  would  never  know 
health,  never  know  manhood.  Giles  found 
himself  disliking  the  idea  of  taking  him  to 
the  workhouse,  of  leaving  him  there  to '  the 
fate  of  the  orphan  and  destitute.  He  had 
never  pitied  human  being  before ;  but  he  had 
yet  to  acknowledge  that  he  had  undoubted 
pity  in  his  heart  for  this  sick  child  of  Thomp- 
son's— Thompson,  who,  from  sheer  want,  had 
died  himself  in  the  workhouse.  He  felt  not 
altogether  comfortable  about  Thompson,  who 
certainly  was  no  friend  of  his,  only  just  his 
mate  for  a  few  months.  Still,  the  memory 
that  he  had  let  him  go  away  to  die  was 
not  a  pleasant  one.  But  what  could  he 
do  with  the  boy  ?  Could  he  keep  him 
— keep  him  at  least  for  a  little  time, 
luitil  the  kind  hospital  people  had  decided 
Aether  he  could  be  admitted  into  the 
hospital  for  incuiable  children  ?  It  seemed 
almost  impossible  that  he  could  bring  him- 


self to  do  this.  Why,  indeed,  should  he 
— he  who,  so  his  neighbours  said,  never  did 
a  kind  thing  in  his  life  ?  Why  should  he  do 
this  thing — rather  more  kind  than  anythmg  \ 
the  people  who  spoke  against  him  had  ever 
done?  and  yet — and  yet — 

"  Yer  arms  are  real  soft,"  said  Charlie,  who 
had  awakened  and  was  looking  at  him. 

"  Young  'un,"  said  Giles  in  his  harshest 
voice,  "  s'pose — I'm  not  saying  as  it  is  so— 
but  s'pose  as  that  father  o*  yours  don't  come 
back,  what  'uU  yer  do  ?  " 

"  Stay  yere,"  answered  Charlie,  in  a  tone 
which  seemed  quite  to  have  seltled  the 
question. 

"Well  I  never  I  wtft  yer  cheeky?  Why,  i 
this  is  my  'ome."  i 

"Yes,  Jacob  Giles,  and  it  might  be  a  bit  | 
cleaner ;  but  ef  I  stays  on  yere  for  a  spell  I'll  | 
teach  yer."  i 

Giles  stared  hard  at  him,  then  his  eyes  , 
twinkled,  then  he  burst  out  laughing; 

"  The  cheekiest  young  'un  h'ever  I  seed," 
he  remarked,  relating  the  story  aftern-ards. 
"  No  manner  o'  use  in  being  rough  on  hira, 
he  wouldn't  see  it  nohow." 

But  somehow  neither  could  he  see  his  way 
to  sending  Charlie  away,  for  the  very  next 
moment  the  litde  one  bad  pulled  down  his 
face  and  kissed  it  It  was  quite  impossible 
for  Giles  and  he  to  part  after  that  kiss  ot 
peace. 


For  the  heads  of  his  Kck  little  ones  God 
prepares  specially  soft  pillows,  and  in  the 
rough  arms  of  Jacob  Giles  he  now  laid  one, 
bidding  him  nurse  the  child  and  he  would 
give  him  his  wages.  It  was  a  direct  message, 
and  the  man — hard  as  he  was,  could  not 
turn  away  from  it.  Instantly  the  harilness 
and  selfishness  in  him  began  to  melt— he 
had  need  of  softness,  and  the  need  for  it 
made  it  grow.    Thus  he  earned  his  wages. 

"  As  kind-hearted  and  good-natured  a  man 
as  you'd  like  to  meet,  changed  from  a  lion 
into  a  lamb,"  said  the  neighbours  a  year  after- 
wards of  Jacob  Giles.  And  for  tiie  rest  of 
his  life,  he  was  a  happier  and  more  beloved 
man,  because  of  his  kindness  and  love  to 
Charlie.  So  a  good  work  of  God  was  dooe 
by  that  little  suSenng  child. 
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Be  the  Ret.  R.  H.  SUHTH. 


FIRST   EVENING. 
OpcDiDg  Bjmn : 

THE  Gospel  tells  us  of  certain  men  who 
travelled  a  long  way  that  they  might 
"Me  Jesus."  "Sirs,"  said  they  to  the 
disdples,  "Sirs,  we  would  see  Jesus," 
These  words  will  remind  yon  of  a  hymn 
which  has  often  been  sung  by  children, 
and  which,  I  dare  say,  expresses  a  desire  yon 
have  sometimes  felt.  Certain  Greeks  had 
come  up  to  Jerusalem  to  worship  at  the 
Feast  of  Pentecost,  and  they  found  Philip, 
one  of  our  Lord's  disciples,  and  told  him 
ihat  they  wanted  to  see  Jesus,  There  was 
QOihing  strange  in  this.  There  was  some- 
thing in  our  Saviour  which  led  people  who 
had  heard  about  Him,  and  about  what  He 
had  said,  and  about  what  He  had  done,  to 
nnC  to  loot  at  Hira.  And  so  we  read  in 
the  Gospels,  which  contain  the  story  of  His 
life,  that  He  was  ever  being  followed  by 
crowds.  We  find,  too,  that  the  people  in 
these  crowds  thronged  Him,  and  pressed 
upon  Him,  Just  as  people  nowadays  will 
posh  and  jostle  each  other  if  by  any  means 
ihey  get  a  view  of  any  one  or  anything  which 
thef  wish  to  see.  And  we  can  understand 
ihu  there  would  have  been  others  besides 
Zacchcus  who  would  have  climbed  trees  or 
"alls  so  as  to  be  able  to  catch  a  sight  of  our 
Saviour,  as  He  came  to  their  towns  or  vil- 
lages and  walked  through  the  streets  and  the 
lanes. 

Now  I  want  to  tell  you  that  you  may  see 
Jesus.  You  need  not  sing,  or  talk,  or  think 
about  the  wish  to  see  Jesus,  as  if  it  was  a 
vish  for  something  that  is  impossible.  The 
lour  Gospels  have  been  written  for  the  special 
purpose  that  we  may  all  see  our  Saviour ; 
^d  I  want,  in  these  talks,  to  help  you  to 
study  and  to  search  these  Scriptures,  so  that 
fe  may  see  for  ourselves  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord  and  Saviour,  and  the  Lord  and  Saviour 
of  alL  In  the  four  Gospels  we  have  four 
portraits.  The  portraits  are  painted  by  four 
different  people,  and  so  they  are  not  ahke. 
And  yet  the  four  portraits  are  all  alike,  for 
you  find  in  them  the  same  likeness.  There 
IS  in  all  the  same  look,  and  it  is  this  same 
look  which  makes  you  feel  that  the  portrait 
is  a  likeness. 

There  would  have  been  about  the  face  of 
Jesus  a  look  that  there  was  not  in  any  other 


face.  And  in  this  way  He  was  made  like 
unto  ns,  for  no  two  faces  arc  alike,  and  so 
we  cannot  be  mistaken  for  Other  persons. 
But  just  as  we  read,  "  Never  man  s[^e  like 
this  man,"  so  we  migjit  say,  as  we  read  about 
our  Lord,  "Never  man  looked  like  this  man." 
If  you  read  carefully,  just  as  you  will  see 
some  persons  looking  intently  at  a  portrait, 
you  will  understand  what  I  mean.  If  you 
and  I  were  looking  at  some  portrait  in  the 
National  Gallery  painted  by  some  great 
master,  I  think  I  could  point  out  to  you 
some  touches  by  which  the  master  succeeded 
in  getting  the  likeness  of  the  person  he  had 
painted.  Let  us  turn,  by  way  of  example,  to 
the  loth  chapter  in  the  Gospel  according  to 
Mark.  In  the  14th  verse  Mark  is  painting 
the  likeness  of  our  Lord ;  you  can  see  Mark 
looking  at  Jesus,  and  he  paints  what  he  sees. 
Our  Lord  was  displeased  with  His  disciples, 
because  they  were  trying  to  prevent  children 
beiog  brought  to  Him.  We  may  look  at 
Jesus  as  He  is  painted  here,  and -we  may 
see  at  once  from  His  look  bow  He  loved 
children.  He  looked  as  if  He  loved 
them. 

In  the  aist  verse  you  find  another  effort  is 
made  to  catch  the  likeness  of  our  Lord. 
Our  attention  is  agun  specially  drawn  to  the 
expression  of  our  Saviour's  face.  The  story 
of  the  youn^  ruler  is  not  only  told,  but  the 
opportunity  is  taken  to  tell  us  also  how  our 
Lord  looked.  And  so  we  read,  "  And  Jesus 
be/ioiding  him,  loved  hira."  You  find  again 
in  the  23rd  verse,  and  agdn  in  the  idthversCr 
that  the  way  in  whidi  our  Lord  looked 
attracted  notice,  and  that  we  have  in  each  ' 
case  a  distinct  record  of  the  fact.  There  is 
yet  another  instance  to  be  found  in  this 
chapter,  and  that  is  mentioned  in  the  27th 
verse.  Some  changes  had  passed  over  the 
countenance  of  our  Lord,  and  the  disciples 
were  frightened,  and  they  fell  back  as  ^ey 
followed  Him,  He  was  in  the  way  going  up 
to  Jerusalem,  and  He  was  thinking  of  the 
future.  And  we  read,  in  explanation  of  His 
altered  appearance,  "And  he  took  again 
the  twelve,  and  began  to  tell  them  what 
things  should  happen  unto  him." 

There  is  something  expressed  in  looks 
which  is  not  and  cannot  be  expressed  in  any 
other  way.  And  so  we  find  throughout  the 
four  Gospels  there  is  a  continued  reference 
not  only  to  what  our  Lord  satd  and  did,  but 
to  the  way  in  whidi  onr  Lord  looked.    We . 
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are  told  to  look  to  Christ  that  we  may  be 
saved.  There  is  something  in  His  look 
which  will  help  us  to  believe  in  Him.  We 
took  into  the  faces  of  those  who  are  talking 
Co  us,  and  we  are  influenced  very  n]uch  by 
what  we  see  there.  We  wish  to  see  Jcsns, 
and  the  wish  is  very  natural,  and  it  is  very 
necessary  that  it  should  be  fiilfilled. 

And  the  Gospel — the  good  news — about 
Jesus  is,  that  He  is  a  personal  Saviour.  We 
may  have  a  personal  interview  with  Him.  If 
we  are  to  keep  from  doing  wrong,  and  if  we 
are  to  keep  on  trying  to  do  right,  Jesus  must 
manifest  Himself  to  us.  Wc  do  not  know 
people  till  we  live  with  them,  and  they  live 
with  us.  Our  Saviour  wishes  us  to  know 
Him,  and  hence  the  four  '  Gospels  were 
written ;  and  further,  He  comes  Himself  and 
knocks  at  the  door  of  our  hearts,  calling  upon 
us  that  we  may  see  Him  for  ourselves,  and 
know  Him. 

We  are  all  of  us  regretting  the  lukewaim- 
ness  of  our  hearts.  There  is  but  one  thing 
that  will  make  them  bum — burn  with  a  tire 
which  will  be  ever  burning,  which  will  never 
go  out.  That  one  thing  is  the  presence  of 
Christ-  We  must  feel  that  He  is  ever  with 
us,  looking  at  us.  And  as  we  look  at  Him, 
as  He  looks  upon  us,  we  shall  be  saved. 
We  shall  be  saved  from  sin  and  from  fear — 
all  feai  about  life— all  feai  about  death. 

SKCOND    EV£HING. 

Opealiur  Byinn:  "How  kind  ii  the  SiTioat."  Leiion  : 
J«hn  iriii.  I— I].     Coacludioc  Hyms :   "Jam,  amk  ud 

I  want  you  to  think  of  the  beauty  and 
litrange  power  of  the  words  of  Jesus. 
"  Never  man  spake  like  this  man."  These 
.are  the  words  of  the  officers  of  the  chief 
priest  and  Pharisees  who  had  been  sent 
to  lay  hands  on  our  Lord.  The  officers  are 
giving  their  reason  for  not  bringing  Jesus 
with  them.  Their  words  sound  strangely, 
and  we  can  imagine  that  the  men  would  have 
looked  somewhat  oddly  as  they  told  their 
masters  that  they  could  not  touch  Jesus, 
much  less  make  Him  their  prisoner,  because 
tliey  had  heard  Him  speak.  We  can  see  them 
hanging  down  their  heads  as  they  utter  the 
words,  "  Never  man  spake  like  this  man." 
They  would  have  been  rough  men,  armed 
with  swords  and  staves,  like  those  who  after- 
wards came  to  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane. 
Vou  would  not  have  thought  that  such  men 
would  have  felt  the  power  of  words  or  of  the 
tone  of  a  voice,  but  yet  they  did,  and  the 
spell  seems  to  have  been  still  upon  them  as 
they  made  their  excuse. 


It  is  very  evident  that  there  must  have 
been  something  remarkable  about  the  vay 
voice  of  Jesus.  And  as  we  read  the  Gospels 
we  are  constantly  coming  into  contact  with  I 
cases  like  the  one  we  have  just  noticed.  We  ' 
are  told,  for  instance,  of  the  astonishment  of 
them  who  neardHim  when  He  began  to  speak 
for  the  first  time  in  public. 

There  is  a  great  difference  in  voices  as 
well  as  in  faces.  There  are  some  voices  . 
which  you  hear  and  you  do  not  notice  them,  I 
just  as  there  are  some  Uuxs  which  you  see 
and  pass  them  by.  We  all  know  that  there 
is  a  great  difference  in  the  way  in  which 
people  read.  As  some  people  read  to  you 
they  seem  to  be  explaining  by  the  very  tones 
of  tiieir  voice  the  meaning  of  a  book.  And  I 
if  what  is  being  read  was  written  for  the  pur-  ! 
pose  of  touching  your  hearts  and  your 
conscience,  you  find  younelf  holding  your 
breath,  as  if  you  were  listening  to  music 
One  of  the  first  things  that  Jesus  did  was  to 
go  into  the  synagogue  of  Nazareth,  where  he  . 
had  been  brought  up,  and  to  read  in  the  book 
of  the  Prophet  Isaiah.  There  are  two  pic-  | 
tures  painted  by  the  Evangelist  of  this  scene, 
and  the  subject  of  both  of  them  is  the  same 
— it  is  the  power  of  the  Saviour's  voice.  In 
the  first  picture  He  does  not  appear  to  have 
said  anything,  but  to  have  taken  the  book  I 
and  found  the  place  which  he  wanted,  and 
then  to  have  rrad  the  verses  and  closed  the 
book,  giving  it  back  to  the  servant,  and  lo 
have  sat  down.  The  audience  seons  to  have 
been  spell-bound,  for  we  read,  "  And  the 
eyes  of  all  of  them  that  were  in  the  synagogue 
were  fastened  on  him."  In  the  second  pic- 
ture our  Lord  is  painted  preaching.  And 
the  picture  is  so  well  painted  that  as  you  look 
at  it  you  seem  to  be  hearing  the  very  voice 
of  Jesus.  You  readily  believe  what  you  are 
told,  "  And  all  bare  him  witness,  and  won- 
dered at  the  gracious  words  which  proceeded 
out  of  his  mouth." 

Once  and  again  the  Pharisees  tried  to  en- 
tangle our  Lord  in  His  talk.  One  of  these 
instances  was  the  well-known  case  when  they 
asked  Him  His  opinion  of  the  lawfulness  of 
paying  taxesjto  the  Government.  Our  Lord 
did  not  say  much.  He  asked  them  to  show 
Him  a  penny,  and  He  showed  them  how  the 
penny  answered  their  question.  We  are  not 
surprised  to  read  that  after  this  "  they  left 
him  and  went  their  way."  The  picture  of  this 
scene  has  been  painted  by  Rubens,  and  the 
engraving  opposite  is  a  beautiful  copy  of  it. 

The  power  of  His  words  as  He  spoke  to 
the  blind  and  to  the  lepers  as  He  cured 
them  seems  to  have  produced  a  great  im- 
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prcssion,  for  we  find  the  Roman  officer  said, 
when  he  came  to  Jesus  about  his  sick  sen-ant, 
"Speak  the  word  only,  and  my  servant  shall 
be  healed."  There  is  yet  another  instance 
we  mast  notice.  I  do  not  know  how  you 
^  feel,  but  as  for  me  I  shall  never  forget  the 
'  tones  of  my  mother's  voice,  as  she  used  to 
pray  with  us  when  we  were  children.  Re- 
inembering  these  tones,  I  can  readily  under- 
stand how  the  disciples  would  listen  as  our 
ixtrd  prayed,  and  how  it  would  come  to 
pass,  "That  as  he  was  praying  in  a  certain 
place  one  of  his  disciples  said  unto  him, 
Lord,  teach  us  to  piay." 


Just  as  we  have  to  be  very  thankful  that  as 
we  look  to  Christ  we  see  the  Father,  so  there 
is  the  same  comfort  to  be  found  as  we  listen 
to  the  words  of  the  Lord  Jesus.  He  spoke, 
we  arc  told,  as  one  having  authority.  What 
we  seem  to  want,  again  and  again  in  life,  is  to 
have  some  word  which  we  may  receive  as 
absolutely  true.  We  want  certainty.  It  is 
not  enough  for  us  to  hear  people  talk  to  us 
of  what  they  think,  and  of  what  they  hope. 
We  must  have  something  else  besides  opinion 
and  expectation.  Now  you  will  find  that 
whilst  the  words  of  Jesus  were  full  of  pity 
and  Bympatby,  they  were  equally  remarkable 


u  ud  tHs  Mbats  boscj. 


for  their  positiveness  and  decision.  Without 
any  qualification,  Jesus  tells  us  that  "  God 
loved  the  world."  In  the  same  broad,  uni- 
versal way  Jesus  tells  us  "  of  children  is  the 
kingdom  of  heaven."  When  speaking  of 
Himself  He  says,  "Without  me  ye  can  do 
nothing."  And  for  our  encouragement  to 
yield  up  ourselves  to  a  Christian  and  godly 
life.  He  assures  us  that  if  we  seek  first  the 
kingdom  of  God  and  His  righteousness,  what 
to  eat  and  what  to  drink,  and  what  to  put  on 
will  be  added  to  us. 

These  words,  and  such  words  as  these, 
justify  our  Caith  in  our  Lord  and  Saviour. 
We  find  that  what  He  said  to  others,  He  is 

X~,5 


saying  to  us,  and  so  if  any  ask  us  for  the 
reason  of  our  faith,  we  reply  with  the  Sama- 
ritans of  old,  "  Now  we  believe,  for  we  have 
heard  him  ourselves,  and  know  that  this  is 
indeed  the  Christ,  the  Saviour  of  the  world." 


THIRD   EVSNINO. 


Babies,  and  children  who  are  no  longer 
babies,  like  to  be  nursed.  We  all  know  the 
baby  of  eight  or  nine  years  of  age,  who  never 
misses  the  chance  of  getting  into  the  mother's 
lap,  or  climbing  to  its  old  seat  on  the  father's 
knee.     If  you  watch  them,  you  will  find  they 
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are  not  contented  by  merely-  occupying  their 
former  throne,  but  they  will  feel  after  the 
hand  that  has  so  often  soothed  them  by  its 
touch,  and  only  when  they  have  succeeded 
will  they  be  at  rest  It  may  not  senn  much 
to  you,  as  you  read  that  our  Saviour  put  His 
hands  upon  the  children  nhom  He  took  up 
in  His  arms,  but  this  seems  to  me  one  procrf*, 
and  that  a  great  one,  that  He  was  really  their 
Saviour.  Some  of  you  may  not  think  much 
of  little  things.  It  may  seem  to  yau:a  little 
thing  to  be  touched  by  your  mother's  or 
father's  hand.  Well,  all  that  I  will  say  to 
you  is  that  you  did  not  always  think  so,  and 
there  will  come  to  you  as  you  live  on,  times 
when  if  you  feel  the  touch  of  their  hand  it 
will  seem  abnost  like  heaven  upon  earth. 

People  who  do  not  care  for  us  seldom 
shake  hands  with  us,  and  if  they  do,  it  is  only 
with  the  tips  of  their  fingers.  And  I  am 
afraid  that  both  you  and  I  have  come  into 
contact  with  pcreons  whom  we  would  not 
liked  to  have  touched  even  with  the  tip  of 
one  of  our  fingers. 

Our  Saviour  seemed  to  have  had  a  habit 
of  putting  His  hands  upon  people — of  touch- 
ing them.  He  could  not  keep  His  hands 
even  from  touching  lepers.  There  does  not 
seem  to  have  been  any  reason,  as  far  as  their 
cure  was  concerned,  why  He  should  touch 
them,  but  He  did,  and  we  can  sometimes 
imagine  their  surprise,  their  gratitude,  and 
their  love. 

There  are  three  things  connected  with 
human  beings  which  are  regarded  as  pecu- 
liarly human — the  human  face ;  the  human 
voice;  the  himian  hand.  In  the  Gospel 
account  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  each  of 
these  three  things  is  specially  noticed  :  His 
look,  and  the  tone  of  His  voice,  and  His 
touch.  They  all  told  the  same  talc^  As 
people  looked  at  Jesus  they  saw  He  was 
moved  with  compassion,  and  the  gracious 
words  whichfell  from  His  lips  confirmed  their 
impression.  But  His  love  and  sympathy 
were  something  else  besides  looks  and  words. 
He  loved  in  deed  and  in  truth,  and  went 
about  doing  good,  and  he  helped  people  as 
if  he  really  cared  for  them,  for  He  had  a 
habit  of  touching  them  as  he  helped  them. 

We  all  live  to  learn  that  we  need  some- 
body to  care  for  us  and  to  help  us.  We 
may  say  that  we  do  not  care  whether 
people  care  for  us  or  not,  and  that  we 
are  equal  to  taking  care  of  ourselves.  We 
are  taught  the  foolishness  and  sin  of  these 
idle  words.  Look  at  that  child  who  is  taken 
.with  an  infectious  fever.  Neighbours  and 
even  relatives  are  frightened  about  themselves 


and  their  own  children,  and  so  will  not  come 
near  the  child.  But  the  child  is  not  left,  its 
mother  nurses  the  child  week  after  week, 
and  with  her  own  hands  does  everything  for 
the  sick  child,  sick  sometimes  eveo  unto 
death.  There  is  the  young  man  or  the 
young  woman  with  their  first  trouble.  The 
world  does  not  care  about  them.  No  one 
feels  for  them,  though  their  hearts  are  break- 
ing. But,  thank  God,  they  have  their  otd 
home,  and  the  old  facet  and  voices  at  home, 
and  the  first  thing  that  comforts  them  in  tbor 
sorrow  is  the  touch  and  grip  of  the  hand  that 
used  to  coax  and  fondle  them  in  their  early 
childhood. 

Now  I  want  yoa  to  look  at  your  Jiuherand 
your  mother  as  a  revelation.  They  are  a  reve- 
lation of  God  youi  Father  iu  heaven,  and  of 
Jesus  your  Saviour,  who  is  ever  with  us  even 
unto  the  end  of  the  world.  You  have  a 
Father  iu  heaven,  and  you  have  a  Saviour, 
and  that  you  may  know  and  believe  this 
Gospel,  God  has  givwi  to  you  your  parents, 
and  Christ  has  said,  "  of  children  is  the  king- 
dom of  heaven,"  Love,  sympathy,  pity,  arc 
no  strange  things  to  you.  You  loiow  what 
they  mean.  You  believe  in  them.  Believe 
then  in  God.    Believe  also  in  Jesus. 

The  miracles  of  Jesus  were  parables  and 
prophecies :  parables  and  prophecies  for  us, 
written  and  recorded  in  the  Gospels,  so  that 
we  reading  about  them,  might  understand 
and  believe  the  love  of  Christ  which  passes 
knowledge.  We  arc  distinctly  told  that  He 
was  touched  with  a  feeling  for  our  infirmities. 
And  in  all  our  afBictions  He  was  afSicted. 
When  you  are  in  pain  or  in  sorrow  you  crave 
for  sympathy.  You  want  not  only  some  one 
to  help  you,  but  to  help  you  as  if  they  cared 
for  you.  One  of  the  truths  about  Jesus  was 
that  he  touehtd  the  people  He  faealed,  and 
this  you  will  find  to  be  a  truth  that  will  be 
able  to  save  your  soul. 

You  will  find  not  only  that  you  win  be 
afflicted  with  pain  and  soirow,  but  that  you 
will  be  afflicted  with  sin ;  and  Christ  will  be 
the  same  to  you  yesterday,  to-day,  and  for  ever. 
Degraded  as  we  are  by  sin  and  selfishness, 
Jesus  does  not  look  at  us  nor  speak  to  us 
as  if  He  abhorred  us.  He  turns  and  looks 
at  us  as  he  did  to  Peter;  He  calls  to  us  as 
He  did  to  Zaccheus;  He  touches  us  as  He 
did  the  leper.  And  so  He  says  of  us  as  He 
said  of  others — "  If  I  had  not  come  and 

spoken  unto  them,  they  had  not  had  sin 

If  I  had  not  done  among  them  the  works 
which  none  other  man  did,  they  had  not  had 
sin :  but  now  they  have  do  cloke  for  their 
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Ofa'mg  HrmB  :  "  And  It  it  true,  u  I  mm  told  f^  Leoan  : 
Jotrg  li.  II— )6.     CoBclndinc  Hion:   "Jmiu.  oio^  ud 

Children  cry,  and  some  cbitdrea  have  a 
biblt  of  csying,  and  ao  it  is  that  we  do  not 
aiwijs  notice  a  child's  teara,  for  we  know 
that  a  child  may  ay  when  it  has  nothing  to 
ctj  for.  Were  you,  however,  to  see  your 
mother's  eyes  to  be  filling  with  tears,  or  to 
God  pour  father's  voice  falter  as  he  spoice  to 
fou,  you  would  look  up  to  them  at  once,  for 
fou  would  be  sure  that  aomethiDg  had  touched 
their  hearts.  These  tears  might  be  tears  of 
jof.  You  might  have  done  something,  or 
hive  said  something,  that  had  filled  their 
hearts  with  gladness,  and  out  of  the  abun- 
dance of  their  hearts  they  would  weep.  These 
teas  might  be  tears  of  sorrow.  You,  or 
jour  brother,  or  your  sister,  might  have  been 
acting  in  an  unchildlike,  ungrateful,  unloving 
vay,  hardemng .  your  hearts,  not  minding 
anything  your  parents  had  said  to  you.  If 
inch  wae  the  case,  you  would  not  wonder  at 
four  mother  or  father  shedding  tears.  Now 
we  read  that  when  oui  Lord  was  coming 
4own  the  Mount  of  Olives,  His  eyes  filled 
with  tears  as  He  beheld  the  city  of  Jerusalem. 
Jesus  wept.  The  people  in  Jerusalem 
vere  resisting  all  the  efforts  He  was  making 
to  bring  them  to  repentance,  and  were  thus 
oqiosing  themselves  to  the  consequences  of 
sin.  And  so,  in  the  sorrow  of  His  heart, 
Jesus  said,  "  If  thou  hadst  known,  even  thou, 
at  least  in  tbis  thy  day,  the  things  which 
belong  to  thy  peace  1  but  now  they  are  hid 
from  thine  eyes."  We  see  here  how  sin, 
impenitence,  aod  unbelief  touched  Christ. 
And  He  is  the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  and 
for  ever.  He  wept  over  sm,  and  over 
sinners.   He  weeps  over  our  sin,  and  over  us. 

But  Jesus  says,  "He  who  hath  seen  me  hath 
wen  tl^  Father."  And  so  we  see  that  God  has 
a  Other's  heart  Now  we  are  sorely  tempted 
to  sin,  and  tempted  to  continue  in  sin,  and 
ve  seem  to  want  some  great  power  to  keep 
us  in  the  hoar  of  temptation.  And  we  find 
Jetus  wept.  Let  us  look  at  Christ's  tears, 
and,  as  we  look  at  them,  we  shall  hear 
the  old  words,  "  Oh,  do  not  this  abominable 
thing  that  I  hate."  You  love  your  mother  and 
70UC  father,  and  it  is  this  which  breaks  down 
your  obstinacy  and  impenitence.  You  feel, 
^ter  all,  that  you  cannot  sin  against  them. 
Now  God  has  revealed  Himself  to  you  in 
Christ  as  your  father  in  heaven ;  with  a 
bther's  heart,  full  of  grief  and  sorrow  about 
your  sin.  het  the  goodness  of  God  lead  you 
v>   repentance.     Remember   God  is  your 


father,  and  this  will  help  you  to  keep  His 
commandments.  We  read  of  one  other 
occasion,  and  only  one,  in  which  Jesus  is 
recorded  to  have  wept.  Tliere  would  have 
been,  doubtless,  other  times,  for  we  are  told 
He  was  a  man  of  sorrows  and  acquainted 
with  grief;  but  we  know  that  we  have  in  the 
Gospels  only  a  selection  of  the  incidents  of 
His  life.  Just  as  there  were  many  other 
things  that  Jesus  did,  so  there  would  be 
many  other  tears,  for  He  was  ever  to  be 
found  amidst  the  sick  and  the  dying,  as  well 

amongst  the  sinful  and  the  lost. 

Young  as  you  are,  you  will  all  of'you  have 
heard  of  Lazarus.  Many  of  you  will  have 
read  and  re-read  the  story  of  his  death.  Vou 
seem  to  know  his  sisters,  Mary  and  Martha, 
and  to  have  mourned  with  them  over  the  loss 
of  their  brother.  You  have  seen  them  weep- 
ing, and  the  Jews  who  came  to  comfort  them 
weeping  wi^  them,  and  tears  have  come 
into  your  eyes.  Well,  as  you  have  thus  felt  the 
sadness  and  sorrow  of  death,  have  you  Qot 
felt  the  comfort  that  Christ  was  made  like 
unto  you,  for  He  sroaned  in  spirit  and  was 
troubled?  And  tken,  when  you  find  that 
Jesus  wept,  and  remember  who  He  was,  you 
will  see  in  the  tears  of  Christ  the  heart  of 
God,  and  you  will  begin  to  feel  that  there 
must  be  and  there  will  be  some  triumph  ovk 
death,  and  some  victory  over  the  grave. 

These  records  of  our  Lord's  tears  are 
written  for  ui  and  onr  learning,  that  we, 
through  patience  and  comfort  of  these  Scrip- 
tures, may  have  hope.  If  you  read  them 
aright  you  will  feel  that  what  Jesus  was  to 
others  He  is  to  you.  If  you  sin,  and  are 
careless,  you  will  find  Him  standing  and 
looking  at  you  with  eyes  full  of  tears.  You 
may  be  shutting  your  heart,  but  Christ  will 
stand  at  the  door  and  knock. 

Most  of  us  have  some  one  whom  we  know, 
and  who  we  think  will  come  to  us  in  the 
dme  of  our  trouble.  We  are,  and  ought  to 
be,  very  thankful  (or  their  love.  But  we 
cannot  depend  on  their  coming.  They  may 
change,  or  they  may  die.  Christ  will  never 
leave,  never  fors^e  us.  Any  home  may 
change  into  a  house  of  mourning ;  we  shall 
all,  m  OUT  turn,  become  mourners,  and 
one  after  another  we  shall  pass  away.  But 
Jesus  will  be  the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  and 
for  ever,  touched  with  the  feeling  of  our  infir- 
mities. And  what  He  said  to  Martha  He 
will  say  to  ns  alt — "  I  am  the  resurrection 
and  the  life.  He  that  believeth  in  me, 
though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he  live :  and 
whomever  livcth  and  believeth  in  me  shall 
never  die." 
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FIFTH   EVENING. 

OpeniDf  Hjinn :  "  Little  childica,  nniie  tba  SiTionr." 
LuKMi ;  Jobs  lii.  i— ii.  CaDclBdins  Btdh  ;  "  Jttat,  meek 
Mdjientfe."  . 

There  are  some  children  who  see  difficul- 
ties, and  seeing  difficulties  they  ask  questions, 
Thete  are  difficulties  everywhere,  dfficulties 
in  all  things,  and  it  is  well  for  a  child  to  be 
aware  of  dieir  existence,  and  to  ask  for  infor- 
mation as  to  what  they  mean,  and  how  they 
are  to  be  met.  We  remember  when  we  were 
at  school  being  puczled  with  our  sums,  and 
when  we  told  our  difficulties  to  the  teacher, 
he  sent  us  away,  telling  us  to  loolc  at  the  rule 
and  to  make  the  sums  come  right.  This  was 
not  teaching.  There  are  principles,  reasons, 
facts  with  which  a  child  may  be  made 
acquainted,  and  which  will  often  help  a  young 
scholar  as  he  is  trying  to  learn  a  lesson. 

If  you  search  the  Scriptures  you  will  find 
one  scripture  will  explain  another,  so  that  if 
you  read  something  which  seems  hard  to 
understand,  by  reading  some  other  scripture 
you  will  get  some  clue  to  its  meaning.  Take, 
as  an  example,  the  eighth  Psalm,  and  then 
read  the  beginning  of  the  second  chapter  of 
the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews.  Children  as  you 
are,  you  will  have  met  with  children  and 
grownup  people  whose  bitter  and  sad  lives 
must  have  puzzled  you — children  who  are 
helpless  cripples,  and  men  and  women  who 
seem  to  be  crushed  by  the  world  instead  of 
gaining  a  victory  over  it.  Now,  there  is  a 
text  in  the  beginning  of  the  ninth  verse  of  the 
second  chapter  of  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews 
which  will  help  you.  "^ui  we  see  Jesus." 
This  text  will  be  a  light  to  you  as  you  look 
at  the  darkness  of  some  lives.  Your  life  may 
have  some  dark  days  in  it,  and  the  light  of 
this  text  will  lighten  your  darkness.  Life  is 
given  to  us  and  to  all.  And  with  life  there 
is  given  this  principle  of  life — "  Look  unto 
Jesus."  Now,  we  may  all  see  Jesus,  for  we 
may  all  learn  from  the  Gospel  of  His  life 
something  of  what  He  really  was  and  really 
is,  from  His  look,  and  His  voice,  and  His 
touch.  We  may  see  more,  for  we  find  that 
Jesus  was  made  in  all  points  hke  unto  us, 
and  that  He  suffered  as  those  suffer  whose 
lives  are  so  full  of  pain  and  of  poverty. 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  was  a 
working  man,  and  so  is  able  to  sympathize 
with  the  hardships  of  those  whose  lot  in  life 
has  not  fallen  in  pleasant  places.  Look,  for 
instance,  at  those  three  miners  in  a  coal-pit. 
They  are  always  working  in  darkness,  and  as 
we  know  from  the  accidents  about  which  we 
read  in  the  newspapers,  they  are  ^so  working 


in  danger.  Well,  the  life  of  a  miner  is  a  hard 
life,  but  many  a  miner  has  seen  Jesus  in  the 
darkness,  and  seeing  Jesus  he  has  been  able 
to  live,  and  able  also  to  die. 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  not  only  sufiTered 
but  died,  and  died  for  our  sins,  according  to 
the  Gospel ;  and  not  for  our  sins  only  but  for 
the  sins  of  the  whole  world.  You  will  see  also, 
and  be  glad  as  you  see,  that  Jesus  gloried 
in  His  sutferings.  Read  the  account  of  the 
night  in  which  He  was  betrayed.  Hear  what 
He  says  about  His  own  glory  and  the  glory 
of  God  in  the  death  on  the  cross.  And  then 
listen  to  the  exhortation,  "  Looking  unto  Jesus 
the  author  and  finisher  of  faith ;  who  for  the 
joy  that  was  set  before  him  endured  the  cross, 
des]Msing  the  shame,  and  is  set  down  at  the 
right  hand  of  the  throne  of  God." 

There  are  three  ways  in  which  you  may 
look  at  life.  You  may  look  at  what  is  called 
the  bright  side  of  life,  and  shut  your  eyes  to 
the  sins  and  the  sorrows  of  the  world.  And 
this  is  possible  when  you  are  children,  and 
you  are  fed  and  cared  for  and  sheltered  in 
your  father's  home.  You  may  try  when  you 
grow  up  to  be  men  and  women  to  look 
and  think  and  talk  as  children.  But  this 
will  be  childish,  and  you  will  find  it  to  be 
foolish. 

You  may  be  driven  by  sickness  or  some 
sorrow  to  be  gloomy,  and  to  take  a  hopeless 
view  of  the  prospect  before  you.  You  may 
make  a  dark  world,  living  without  hope, 
without  God,  without  Christ.  And  this  will 
be  sin,  sin  against  God,  sin  against  Christ, 
sin  against  yourself.  For  "  God  has  so  loved 
the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him  should 
not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life." 

Or  you  may  see  Jesus.  And  seeing  Jesus, 
you  will  see  the  light,  the  true  light,  which 
lighteth  every  one  who  cometh  into  the 
worid.  You  will  see  that  there  is  no  necessity 
laid  upon  you  to  be  hard  and  selfish.  You 
need  not  harden  your  hearts  by  looking  only 
upon  yourself  and  your  own  things.  You 
need  not  become  of  the  world,  worldly.  You 
may  look  to  Jesus  and  be  saved  from  losing 
your  life  by  trying  to  make  it  what  it  was 
never  intended  to  be. 

Looking  to  Christ  you  may  become  like 
Christ.  You  may  be  bom  again  and  become, 
as  you  grow  up,  men  and  women  going 
through  the  world  doing  good.  If  you  ivaat 
to  take  the  best  view  of  life  you  niust  see 
Jesus.  And  if  you  want  to  keep  this  view  of 
life  ever  before  you,  you  must  be  often  look- 
ing into  His  face,  hearing  His  wcods,  and 
feeling  his  touch. 


OUR  MONTHLY  SURVEY. 


L— HOME  NOTES.  ' 
THK  sKOPKnniQ  o>  xiKTxx  ball. 
'"THE  Tcopeiiiiig  of  Exeter  Hall — altered,  repured, 
and  boatified  in  a  manner  befitting  a  baQdiDg 
beicefaith  to  be  known  u  the  head-qaarten  of  the 
Yomg  Men's  Christian  AsiodatioTiB  of  the  wotld— 
lad:  place  on  Tuesday,  March  iglh,  midei  the  most 
cheaing  and  bopefol  auspicel.  It  happens  that  the 
date  mcnlioiied  wu  the  fiftieth  anniveriaiy  of  the 
opemne  of  Eietei  Hall,  aa  a  central  place  of  meeting 
fv  puposes  espedally  of  a  religions  and  pbilaothiopic 
■atoe,  so  thai  the  occation  was  a  jubilee  u  well  u  an 
iDKieural  festival.  The  celebiatioti  vat  in  every  way 
woMhf  of  the  lime,  the  pUce,  and  the  objecti.  A 
Tast  lodicnce  Ihrooeed  the  Hall  &om  end  to  end,  and 
the  procecdingt  were  maiked  at  once  by  enthosiasm 
and  lotemnity.  Lord  Sbaflesbniy,  as  a  matter  of 
aara,  was  in  the  duii,  and  spoke  not  only  with  a 
rigmr  asloni&hinE  foi  his  yean,  hot  also  with  a 
pnclical  point  and  impressivenesi  which  was  deeply 
ielL  The  Aichbishap  of  Canteibuiy,  Earl  Ctims, 
Mr.Satonel  Morley,  M.P.,  Dr.  Oswald  Dykes,  the 
RcT.  Joihoa  Hanlson,  and  other  repiesentatire  men, 
wse  aiumg  the  qicaketa.  It  ii  a  natterof  giatitiide 
lot  the  entire  Christian  commosity  of  this  country 
that  this  important  boilding  has  been  preserred  for 
uses  m  haimony  with  its  history  and  tndition  dnring 
the  lut  half  century.  Beside  the  mere  qncttion  of 
sentiment,  which  certainly  ought  to  be  considered  in 
inch  cases,  the  value  and  conTeniencc  of  Exeter  Hall 
u  a  place  of  Cfaiittian  auentbly  Aod  u  a  centre  of 
Quisdan  opetilioni,  io  the  very  heart  of  the  great 
metropolis,  can  scarce);  be  exaggerated.  ThoM  who 
know  London  beat  can  l>cst  appreciate  what  a  serious 
Ina  it  wonld  have  been  had  this  building  been 
aUowed  to  pas*  into  the  hands  of  those  whose  only 
concern  wonld  have  beco  to  get  the  fuU  market  value 
of  a  vety  costly  ^le.  It  is  well  known  that  five 
gccileinea  have  lobscribed  ;^5,000  each  towards 
Acconng  the  Hall  for  the  Young  Men^s  Christian 
AssodAtion,  and  that  among  theac,  it  is  to  Mr.  George 
Williams,  the  excellent  treasorer  of  the  AssociBtion, 
<iat  the  public  are  chiefly  indebted  for  the  enthusiasm, 
OKTgy,  and  lagadtj  which  have  been  needed,  in 
iddition  to  money,  to  accompliih  this  great  object. 
Ahoul  ^13,000  have  been  expended  in  the  adaptation 
and  improvement  of  the  Hall  and  part*  of  the  build- 
ing with  which  it  ii  connected,  and  of  this  we  under- 
stand a  few  thoniandi  yet  remain  to  be  subscribed. 
'We  heartily  wish  the  Young  Hca't  Christian  Aiso- 
ciatiati  God  speed  in  its  new  home,  and  hope  that  it* 
work  win  be  intzcasingly  efficient  and  comprehen. 
•ive, 

TWO   UtTXSESTINO   UXU0UAL3, 

A  movement  has  been  orgiaiied,  and  hai  found 
inlliifntial  suppott,  fee  the  erection  of  a  statne  to 
Wmiam  Tjndal^  the  truilatCT  of  the  EngUih  Bible, 
on  the  Thamea  BwhwahmenL  Nsm-ljr  fiwr  hundred 
<ratt  ha**  passed  since  the  biith  of  tU*  peat  Re- 


Ibrmer,  devoted  scholar,  and  martyr  for  the  troth. 
The  task  of  giviog  the  Bible  to  the  inhabitants  of  thb 
connlry  in  their  own  tongue  was  one  which  not  only 
involved  enormous  labour,  but  also  persecution,  exile, 
and  finally  death.  His  work  was  eiecnted  with  such 
commindiiig  ability  and  such  conscieuiiaus  care  that 
it  has  served  as  an  aid  of  the  highest  valne  In  all 
subsequent  translations,  and  its  production  heralded 
the  dawn  of  a  new  day  in  the  religious  life  of  Eng- 
land. It  will  be  good  for  the  anconiited  thousands 
who  from  day  to  day,  and  year  to  year,  pass  along 
the  magnificent  walk  by  the  Thames,  to  have  recalled, 
to  mind,  as  one  among  the  greatest  of  England's 
wotthin,  this  true  servant  and  soldier  of  Jesus  Christ. 
It  will  be  good  also  for  the  visitors  and  the  people 
of  Glasgow  to  see,  near  the  Barooy  Church,  as 
we  are  glad  to  know  they  will  shortly  be  able  to  see, 
a  fine  statue  of  Di.  Norman  Mcleod,  who  for  so 
many  years  ministered  there,  whose  life  was  so  rich 
in  faithful  Christian  service,  and  whose  great  and 
loving  heart  beats  still  and  lives  still  in  the  words 
and  icfluences  which  he  left  behind.  We  will  not 
atteirtpt  in  any  fanciful  way  to  couple  the  names  of 
the  two  men  whose  memorials  happen  just  now  to 
challenge  our  attention  at  the  same  time.  We  only 
say  that  each  was  in  his  own  way  worthy  of  most 
loving  and  reverent  remembrance,  and  that,  although 
separated  by  centuries,  and  by  almost  immeasurable 
differences  of  circomstance  and  condition,  they  both 
gave  of  the  best  they  bad  to  give  to  the  same  ever. 
living  and  unchanging  Master  and  Lord. 

MATIONAL  BIPR»OITUBE  OH  ALCOHOLIC  DUISKS. 
The  publicatioa  of  the  Excite  Returns  in  March 
every  year  brings  before  ns,  and  compels  us  to  give 
at  least  a  moment's  attentioD  to,  one  enormous  and 
ominon*  item  of  our  national  expenditure — that  de- 
voted to  alcoholic  drink*.  Thiring  the  year  1S80  Ihi* 
e^enditnre  ia  these  islands  amonnted  to  upwards 
of  one  hundred  and  twenty-two  milli<Hia  sterling  1 
Inuneme  at  this  sum  is,  it  shows  a  decrease  of  be- 
tween five  and  six  miUions  as  compared  with  the  pre- 
ceding year.  The  decreaxc  is  acconnted  for  by  the 
dqirostlOD  of  trade.  A  comparison  of  the  retutns  ol 
sevenl  yean  show*  that  the  national  expesiditare  on 
strong  drink  flnctnates  with  the  national  prospoity. 
In  times  of  advenity  and  difficulty  the  people  tpeitd 
lets,  a*  it  would  seen,  for  the  simple  reason  that  they 
have  less  to  spend.  When  trade  flourishes,  when 
walk  is  abundant,  and  when  wages  are  high,  tlw 
amount  devoted  to  wine,  beer,  and  spirits  is  conc> 
spondingly  large.  It  is  startling  to  be  reminded  Of 
some  of  the  things  tliat  might  be  done  with  the 
iDunense  sums  of  money  thus  lavished  on  beveragei 
which,  according  to  a  large  anmber  of  onr  dootort, 
do  ns  no  good  whatever,  and  which  all  anthorltit* 
agree  in  assnriag  us  should  be  taken  in  ^r*™'"^ 
moderation  if  taken  at  all.  Ireland,  we  are  told, 
whose  grievance*  on  accoont  of  rent  are  a  atoch  tub- 
jcct  of  diiCBisioB  utd  difficolty,  paid  nearly  fborteeB  , 
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millions  Iwt  yeu  for  diiok  and-  only  eleven  millioni 

■nd  ■  half  for  rent.  We  doubt  not  that  some  or  the 
■rgumenCs  and  deductions  from  the  bare  figures  wc 
hkve  quoted  are  fallacious  and  misleading,  but  no 
possible  mode  of  eipUnalion  can  make  our  "drink 
bill "  appear  moderate  or  reasonable.  And  as  a 
matter-of-fact,  we  all  know  too  well  that  this  vast 
eapenditute  on  drink  represents  in  eveiy  part  of  the 
United  KJngdom  a  fearful  amount  of  reckless  impro- 
ndence,  of  disastrous  Belf-indolgeuce,  aod  of  vice, 
wrong,  and  misery.  Something  ia  the  way  of  correc- 
tion might  be  accomplished  if  to  any  general  extent 
t2ie  nation  could  be  persuaded  to  sit  down  and  count 
the  cost  represented  by  this  drink  bill.  If  we  began 
•uch  B  process  of  counting,  seriously  and  fairly,  we 
ihould  soon  find  that  the  money  actually  paid  for  the 
idtoiicatiog  liquor  is  but  the  first  in  A  long  list  of 
•ppalling  items  of  eipeoditoie,  each  one  of  vhidi  is 
«oUiled  by  the  first 

aPUXQ  VLOWKK3  AMD  SICK  PIOPLI. 

After  long  delay  the  beautiful  Spring  seems  realljr 
to  be  with  us  once  again ;  and  the  lender  buds  and 
the  graceful  foliage  and  the  richly  coloured  flowers, 
which  have  been  Iiiding  away  from  the  fierce  &ost 
and  from  the  cruel  eait  wind,  are  beginning  to  peep 
forth,  and  (o  fill  the  bright  soft  ur  with  their  sweet 
fragrance,  and  to  spread  ont  their  beauty  before  the 
eye.  The  return  of  the  season  of  flowers  suggests 
that  OQce  again  it  may  be  of  service  to  remind  our 
readers  of  the  sick  and  poor,  in  hospitals  and  in 
gloomy  streets  and  close  courts,  to  whom  flowers  are 
like  bright  glimpses  of  a  better  world.  The  gift  of  a 
little  nosegay,  which  often  costs  nothing  to  the  giver 
but  the  slightest  amount  of  thoughtfnlness  and  trouble, 
is  always  welcome  to  the  receiver,  espedally  when 
the  receiver  is  confined  witliin  nairow  liimts,  and  eoa- 
slralned  often  to  pant  for  the  fresh  air,  Iheopen  heavens, 
and  the  gajr  fidds.  The  "  tick  visitor  "  may  often 
secure  a  doable  welcome,  and  prepare  the  way  fbr 
die  acceptance  of  the  message  of  the  goipel,  1^ 
mean*  oi  sncl)  a  gift.  The  BiUe  Flower  UissJon  in 
London,  the  office  of  which  it  at  ilo,  Cannon  Street, 
E.C.,  and  the  aecntiry  of  which  is  Itrs.  W.  W. 
TnrtOQ,  u  doing  a  good  work  ia  the  distribalton  ot 
■owen  amtmg  the  lock  and  poor  on  a  lysteniatic 
method,  and  is  dstcrving  of  yet  mot*  abundant  hiip. 
BntthMe  who  are  wbe,  and  whoso  hearts  are  toadied 
with  the  right  spidt,  will  not  be  satisfied  to  distribute 
lowen  by  ptoxf  merely.  Theactof  givingSoweiBi* 
like  that  other  act  to  which  the  Saviour  alluded  .in 
nch  •ncouisging  and  helpful  words — that  of  glvmg 
a  cup  of  cold  water  to  His  diadples.  It  cmbeidone 
men  by  a  litUe  child. 

K1HDHZ5S  TO   VOUHQ   OIKLS  IN  QSEAX  CITISS. 

Some  Christian  ladies  in  Edinburgh  have  united  in 
avety  simple  but  thoughtful  and  practical  method  at 
thowing  kindness  to  a  chus  of  pcnons  to  whom  tnch 
Idndneu  is  likely  often  to  pnre  of  inestinnble  value 
— young  women  who  come  from  the  country  to  settle 
in  Edinbnrgh  a*  dometfic  lervaat^  a*  asastants  in 


waiehoises,  or. in  other  capadtie*.      "At  the  May 
and  Novemtier  terms,  the  ladies  go  in  detachments  to   | 
the  dlfTerent  rajtway-statioos,  wait  the  arrival  of  trains,    i 
and  assist  the  yoang  vomen  is  every  possible  way,  by 
procurmg  calu  for  them  and  direcUng  them  to  thdr 
new  homes."    In  effect,  they  endeavour   to   meet 
young  people  as  it  were  at  the  threshold  of  a  life  which 
w  and  strange  to  them,  and  which  is  beset  by  not 
B  few  diScutties  and  temptations,  and  by  simple  acts 
of  kindness  they  try  to  make  (he  strangers  feel  that 
kindly  hearts  are  open  towards  them  and  are  ready  to 
afford  such  sympathy  and  help  as  may  be  possitile.    j 
The  local  customs  of  !Edtnbargh  afford  opportunity    | 
for  teodmng  service  In  the  particular  form  noticed,    | 
but  in  all  great  cities  there  are  opportunities  of  help- 
ing in  one  way  or  another  the  inexperienced  girls  and 
young  women,  one  of  whose  great  dangers  arises  from 
the  fact  that  they  are  thrown  so  Ta\i£h  on  their  own 
resources.    Not  simply  through  the  medium  of  great 
organiialions   and  expensive  societies  can  such  help 
be  afforded,  but  by  simple  personal  acts  and  efforts 
which  involve  no  sacrifice,  and  vhich  are  bom  of  a 
loving,  sisterly,  womanly  sympathy. 

H.— GLANCES  ABROAD. 

FB&CB  ■XSOTU.TIOKS  AHD  TBI  TEABSTAAL. 

He  cessation  of  hostilities  in  the  Transvaal,  and 
the  opening  of  negotiatiom  between  the  British 
authorities  and  the  Boer  leaden,  with  a  fair  prospect 
of  securing  a  peaceaUe  settlement  of  a  long-standing 
difficulty,  are  matters  which,  however  they  ma;  be 
viewed  from  the  point  of  view  of  political  partisan- 
ship, can  scarcely  be  regarded  otherwise  tlian  witli 
pit^onnd  salislaction  by  those  who  have  accepted  the 
Christian  view  of  war.  It  is  not  our  duty  or  wish  hoe 
to  at^e  the  political  bearings  of  the  questions  in- 
volved in  this  Transvaal  difficulty,  but  we  have  so 
constantly  expressed  our  profound  disbelief  in  the 
arbitrament  of  the  sword — our  conviction  of  the  foDy 
and  crime  of  resort  to  it,  except  in  cases  of  the  most 
absolute  necessity— that  we  cannot  but  rejoice  in  the 
abandoimient  of  the  endeavour  to  settle  a  dispntebf 
Siis  means  in  a  particular  instance.  It  is  true  that 
the  small  bodies  of  troops  sent  to  Gght  oar  battles  in 
the  Transvaal  were  outnumbered,  outgeneraled,  and 
severely  defeated,  and  ^ve  responsibility  Ues  some- 
where for  thesd  disasters.  But  when  It  had  dawned 
□pon  onr  mlets  that  we  were  fighttng  for  a  bad  cause, 
and  that  the  claims  advanced  by  the  Boers  were_nat 
doteasonable  or  unjust— that  in  filet  we  had  acted 
hastily  on  a  series  of  mlsapprehensians — our  Govern- 
ment wtre  surely  bound  by  every  law  of  justice  and 
Christian  rectitude  lo  sheathe  the  sword.  The  fact 
that  our  militaty  operations  had  been  unsnccessfot, 
although  it  might  reflect  discredit  on  onr  advisers  or 
admioiitratots,  civil  and  military,  could  supply  no 
Hiffident  reaam.far  persisting  in  figliting  vntH  ve 
had  asserted  tnr  lupeiioritjr.  To  fight  to  show  that 
we  wwe  Ihs  ttroDgost  would  have  been  Ignoble  and 
brataL  .To  give  np  fighting  tMcaawwe  saw  that  we 
w««  in  the  wrong  wai  worthy  of  a  iptt  ptopit,  aad 
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■  it  ucoiduMe  -wiOk  CIiriMJMi  principle.  It  aiqy 
fom,  indMd,  tbM  our  Gorcninienl  ktve  atuii  b««n 
nrtikea,  tlut  they  bnv  uiBCilciiUted  the  effects  of 
Inaction  DpoB  the  Bo«n  and  qpon  Soalh  Africa 
ItDcndlr,  aad  thtt  aAar  all  thejr  will  be  compdled  (o 
i^  to  cataUidi  a  ntitbctory  frontier,  to  leciire  dne 
iniection  to  oaliva  tribes,  «ttd  to  maintain  the 
inaai  interals  of  the  Colony.  There  are  not  want- 
ntpropiketi  of  ev9  wboteU  st  all  this;  Iml  then  we 
reaxmbci'  tliat  for  many  people  it  li  alwaji  difBcolt 
U  lure  coa6dence  in  tlie  remit  of  acting  with  a  high- 
Hded  Kcanl  to  [Hindple  and  coaviction  of  right. 
lid,  fotther,  eveo  if  lUa  ptdicy  sboold  be  a  fiihire 
^  iD,  we  can  bnt  iight  as  the  laat  reaott,  and  at 
btt  K  mO  be  a  aatii^tlon  to  foci  that  we  have  done 
■kl  we  cu  to  efiect  a  peaceful  wttlenettt.  We 
cbnb  the  hope  that  the  bold  attempt  to  deal  with  a 
(me  ud  ecinpUcated  diKraltj  by  an  appeal  to 
nnn  and  to  CbiiMim  principle  and  feeUng,  majr 
>i^  the  beginning  of  a  now  en  in  oar  lelatioiu 
litfa  Sooth  Africa,  an  eta  Ixightflf  and  hapiutt  Uian 
Ibefat 

THE  BAXTKQUAXK  IK  CHIOS. 
On  of  die  moit  lenible  of  the  man;  eaithqnakei 
*UluTe  lately  occurred  in  different  paits  of  the 
■old  ¥«  eipetienccd  recently  in  the  island  of  Chios, 
1  TurUib  poneuion  in  the  MediterrBDeaa.  A  mc- 
cBSon  of  ihocki,  commencing  on  Snaday,  April  3rd, 
aiiad  a  large  portian  of  the  buildings  of  the  liland 
b  imns,  and  destroyed  a  large  nnmber  of  lives. 
Tliac  uc  laid  to  luve  been  about  70,000  Inhabitants, 
"ivbom,  according  to  eaily  repoits  of  th^ di»ailer, 
xw  6,000  or  7,nx>  weie  killed,  while  of  the  re- 
'^ia  ij  per  cent,  were  wounded,  aoA^  leut 
ftooo  were  rendered  homelesa.  We  fear  dial 
■In  the  particulars  of  the  calamity  hSTC  been 
mm  liillj  inquired  into,  tliete  figures  will  not 
^t  (a  be  reduced.  Meantime,  what  is  quite  cer- 
■uaiithit  the  inbabitanli  of  tliis  island  hare  been 
°nttikea  by  an  appalling  disaster,  and  one  which 
fan  its  nature  is  peculiarly  liable  to  occasion  pro- 
[[Qjed  terrw  and  distress.  Of  all  the  awful  ph'e- 
''"ncna  of  nature  there  is  none  which  more  com- 
plndy  FETeals  to  men  their  comparative  helplennesa 
ilm  the  earthquake  shock.  Tbe  sufferen  from  laeh 
lolimityluTe  a  claim  upon  the  common  lympathy 
of  maslund,  which  we  are  glad  to  see  has  been 
Fxnpayrecogoixed  inthiscountry.  The  llind opened 
i>  the  Uaouoa  House  on  their  behalf  affords  a 
'Wnd  for  asustaoce  of  which  many  wiH  gladly 
iiil  IhemselTea.  We  are  glad  to  obsHTe  that  con- 
iideraUe  promptitude  and  humane  feeling  have  been 
nuifated  near  the  spot,  in  affording  relief  to  the 
■"Beren,  and  that  gun-vessels  of  various  nations  In 
ll^hhouring  harbours  have  rendered  generons  and 
"luUeaid. 

m.— MISSION  JOTTINGS. 
Wi«  AiTO  MISSION  wosK  IK  sonrs  jiTwica. 


of  the  last  lew  months,  affoid  painful  illustrationi  of 
the  diaaatroDi  effect!  npoa  mission  work  of  the 
hoatilitlei  whidi  have  tKDken  out  between  the 
Basntos  and  other  native  tribes  and  the  Colonial 
autboritiea  in  that  part  of  the  world.  The  Uoravian) 
have  no  miuioa  stations  in  Baintoland  proper,  bat  in 
the  TraDskei  territory  and  neighbouring  districts, 
where  they  bavt  f<x  many  years  maintained  various 
centre*  of  qtiiet  Cliristian  usefulness,  they  have  beeM 
brought  into  contact  with  detached  portions  of  the 
Basuto  people,  and  also  with  nomerous  other  tribes 
which  have  caught  the  spirit  of  disaffection  and  have 
taken  up  arms  against  the  Colonial  GovemmenL 
Several  of  the  missionaries  have  had  to  abandon 
their  stations,  which  have  been  destroyed,  and  have 
had  to  cndore  great  Iosks,  hardships,  and  perUa 
while  fleeing  for  their  lives.  Thcr^  is  something 
extremely  touching  ia  the  siinple  narratives  which 
hare  been  sent  heme  by  these  devoted  men,  and 
there  Is  certainly  an  impressive  lesson  in  their 
patience  and  submiasivencss  ander  severe  trials  and 
disappointments.  Mr.  ^nd  Mrs.  Hasting  with  their 
three  children,  and  a  little  company  forming  their 
household,  were  compelled  to  abandon  their  station  , 
at  a  place  called  Eutwanasana,  and  afler  wandering 
for  man;  milei  as  fugitives  found  refuge  with  b 
Christian  commutiily.  All  that  they  possessed,  ex- 
cept the  clothes  in  which  they  stood,  had  been  seized 
and  appropriated  or  destroyed  by  the  hostile  natives. 
From  another  station  the  missionary,  Mr.  Hartman, 
was  driven  forth  in  a  similar  maimer,  and  escaped 
ortder  the  lame  conditions.  After  enomerating  other 
losses,  Mr.  Hartman  writea :  "All  oar  valuables, 
photographs.  Sec,  are  gone,  and  can  never  be  rs> 
covered ;  we  shall  always  keenly  feel  the  loss.  To 
me  penooally  it  is  a  source  of  deep  regret  that  my 
diaiy,  which  I  have  kept  during  my  thirty  years'  so* 
joum  in  South  Africa,  is  lost.  ....  But  the  loss 
which  the  Mission  sustains  is  truly  grievous.  AH  that 
has  been  done  atBaaiya  in  the  last  seventeen  or  eight- 
een years  ha*  been  destroyed  in  a  very  few  day*." 
Other  instance*  of  a  similarly  distressing  kind  are 
reported.  In  an  introductory  note,  preRied  to  the 
letter*  giving  an  account  of  these  events,  tlie  officials 
of  the  Moravian  Missionary  Sodely,  who  have  the 
management  of  its  affairs  at  home,  remark  : — 

"From  this  sketch  of  event*  at  otir  advanced  poati 
in  Kaffraria,  it  wili  lie  evident  that  a  ytxy  severe  lilow 
has  been  indicted  on  a  scene  of  latranr  to  which  God 
was  granting  His  blessing.  Progress  ha*  been  slow 
in  Ihu  field,  and  there  was  no  prospect  of  a  very  rapid 
increase  In  the  number  of  converts.  But  it  is  none 
the  leas  a  heavy  trial  to  see  the  tabomr  of  yeara  d«- 
itroyed,  or  so  paralyzed  that — humanly  speaking— « 
long  poiod  must  elapse  before  tbe  mission  can  recover 
the  lost  ground.  The  I.ord  has  permiitcd  this  scries 
of  disasters  to  overwhelm  His  work,  and  we  cannot 
say : '  What  doest  Thou  P  '  Bnt  we  can,  and  we  will, 
believe  that  the  band  which  has  smitten  will  restore, 
and  that  our  work  in  the  Transkd  and  that  of  other 
■uBsionary  societies  in  Baintoland  and  in  Ksffiaria, 
(Ttppled  and  injured  like  our  own,  will  yet  be  favoured 
with  the  renewed  blessing  of  the  Lord,  and  more  than 
hitberlo  redound  to  the  honour  of  His  name." 
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We  ma;  add  thit  a  ipedd  fund  is  bring  raissd  In 
order  to  covct  Ihe  heaTjpenaiul  lone*  of  these  worthy 
nlsslonsries  uid  their  fiimilia,  kod  thit  conbibuticnu 
for  thia  object  may  be  sect  to  the  Rev.  E.  Shave, 
Secretary  for  UorsTlut  Miiaioiii,  ag,  Ely  Place, 
LoadOD,  EX. 

rv.— ODR  UEMORIAI.  RECORD. 
lADT  LUSH. 

ARer  a  long  aod  punful  illness,  Lady  Loth,  the 
wire  of  one  of  our  most  dbdngniihed  judges,  passed 
away  on  the  ijth  of  Uarch,  at  her  home  in  London. 
She  was  a  Christian  woman  of  a  very  lofty  and  beau- 
tiful type  of  character,  and  her  memory  will  long  be 
lotingly  cheiisbed  by  those  with  whom  she  laboured  on 
behalf  of  good  objects,  or  whom  she  generously  cared 
for  and  befriended.  She  was  the  danghlcrof  a  humble 
but  highly- esteemed  Baptist  minister,  whose  happy 
home  her  graces  of  person  and  disposition  helped  to 
brighten  and  adom.  In  due  time  she  became  the 
wife  of  the  gifted  young  lawyer  whose  successes  in  his 
profession  have  been  so  fairly  and  honourably  earned 
that  they  have  probably  eicited  as  little  envy  as  those 
of  any  occupant  of  the  British  Bench.  Lady  Lush 
possessed  the  ornament  of  a  meek  and  quiet  spirit, 
nnd  her  highest  satisfaction  seems  alwa.ys  to  have 
been  sought  in  endeavouiiag  to  diffuse  happiocss 
around  her.  Shewas  a  memberof  the  Baptist  congrega- 
tion in  Regent's  Pa>k,of  which  the  Rev.  Dr.  Laudels 
is  the  minbler,  and  her  devotion  and  efficiency  in 
various  kinds  of  Christian  work  were  remarkable,  and 
will  cause  her  loss  to  be  long  and  keenly  felt.  She 
was  a  constant  and  enthusiastic  fiiend  and  supporter 
of  mission  work  abroad,  the  Zenana  Mission  in  India 
and  China  especially  engaging  her  sympathetic  and 
iiDSpaiing  efforts.  She  was  a  generous  friend  and 
supporter  of  the  Haveislock  Hill  Orphan  School  and 
of  similar  institutions.  Perhaps  her  chief  work,  how- 
ever, certainly  that  which  specially  endeared  her  to 
.large  numbers  of  poor  men  and  women  who  wept  at 
her  grave,  was  in  connection  with  a  missioD-hall  for 
the  benefit  of  the  humble  population  In  a  district  near 
BegenCs  Park.  This  mission-hall  was  erected,  we 
believe,  by  Lady  Lush  at  considerable  personal  sacri- 
fice and  it  was  the  centre  of  operations  prompted 
and  lustuned  by  the  same  spirit  of  devotion  and 
■ad^foigctfalnesi-  She  gatheied  &then  and  mothers 
around  her,  and  In  varioos  ways  showed  them  her 
sympathy  and  sought  (heir  benefit,  in  the  tnte  spirit 
of  a  Christian  sister  and  fHend,  and  as  a  consequence 
she  won  their  gratitude  and  admiration  in  a  very 
exceptional  degrees  Her  gentle  and  winning  pre- 
tence will  not  only  be  Botely  missed  in  the  drde  of 
fan^y  and  friends,  bnt  In  the  homes  of  not  a  few  of 
the  poor  and  suffering — where  she  had  been  as  an 
angej  of  God,  bringing  Christ's  blessing  with  her. 
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By  Qk  death  of  Sir  Charles  Reed,  which   took 

place  on   the  35Ih  ol  March,   at  'his  residence  in 


Tottenham,  a  nsefnl  and  honotmble  career  has  beei 
bronght  imnpectedly  to  a  chMc.  Sir  Chatles  wai 
^xty-two  yean  of  age,  and,  although  not  robust,  wu 
folly  engaged  In  all  those  varied  pnmdti  to  which  he 
devoted  his  attention  and  eno'gy,  until  within  abool  I 
ten  days  of  hii  death.  An  attack  of  pleurisy,  how-  I 
ever,  proved  too  mncb  for  a  conditntion  which  had  j 
probably  been  somewhat  severely  tried,  and  the 
I»tienT,  aller  seeming  to  rally,  rapidly  nicenmbed,  | 
and  after  a  few  hours  of  weakness  and  suffering,  ' 
paised  gently  and  peacefully  away.  Sir  Chafes  ' 
Reed  has  been  known  to  the  public  during  the  last 
ten  yean  chiefly  in  connection  With  the  work  ai 
popular  education,  especially  as  carried  ont,  under 
the  Elementary  Education  Act  of  187a,  by  the  Schod 
Board  for  London.  On  the  formation  of  that  body 
he  was  chosen  as  its  Vice-Chairman,  and  in  1873  he  I 
succeeded  the  late  Lord  Lawrence  in  the  chair.  The  | 
position,  it  ought  to  be  mentioned,  is  a  purely  ' 
honoraty  one.  Its  duties  were  discharged  in  no 
merely  official  spkit,  aiKl  Sir  Charles  was  recog- 
nised as  an  enlightened  authority,  and  an,  earnest 
and  capable  advocate  and  administrator  in  connection 
with  the  elementary  education  movemeut.  Through- 
out his  life,  Sir  Charles  Reed  was  a  devoted  fiiend 
and  active  helper  of  Sunday-schools.  We  well 
remember  Utat  our  own  first  meeting  with  him,  now 
many  years  ago,  was  on  an  occasion  when  be  read  a 
paper  on  some  point  of  Sunday-school  instruction 
and  discipline.  He  constantly  predded  over  meet-  ' 
ings,  made  speeches,  and  assisted  in  various  ways  | 
the  work  which  was,  perhaps,  of  all  his  work,  the 
nearestto  his  heart,  and  until  not  very  long  ago,  he  him-  ' 
self  tau^ta  Sunday-school  class  from  week  to  week. 
He  vS^ne  of  the  trustees  and  eiecalors  imder  the  I 
will  of  the  late  Mr.  Peabody,  who  left  such  large  | 
endowments  for  the  benefit  of  the  poor  of  London,  J 
and  in  this  way  he  found  large  scope  for  the  eieidse  j 
of  thoughtful  and  sagacious  philanthropy.  In  con- 
nection also  with  the  various  charitable  institutions  ; 
[oonded  by  his  father,  the  late  Dr.  Andrew  Reed,  , 
Sir  Charles  rendered  prominent  and  useful  service.  \ 
Ihe  "  IJfe  of  Dr.  Andfew  Reed,"  of  which  he  was  ; 
joint  author  with  his  brother,  the  Rev.  A,  Reed,  B-A.,  | 
tesliii^  cot  only  to  his  Glial  piety,  bnt  also  to  his  | 
personal  good  feeling  and  earnest  interest  in  philan-  i 
tbropic  enteiprises  of  various  kinds.  In  lus  more  j 
private  capacity.  Sir  Cliarles  was  a  sncces^ul  man  of  | 
business,  being  the  head  of  a  typefoaDding  firm  in  1 
the  City  of  London,  and  as  a  citizen  he  was  called  to  , 
fill  the  office  of  magistrate  and  many  other  positions  ! 
of  responsibility  andinfluence.  He  satin  Parliament  i 
for  several  years,  and  at  the  time  of  his  death  wai ; 
membet  for  St.  Ives,  Cornwall.  His  personal  character 
was  unblemished,  and  in  fiis  own  private  dide  he 
was  tenderly  loved.  He  represented  nader  a  favour- 
able aspect  Puritanism  of  the  modem  type,  and  well 
maintained  the  honour  of  a  family  name  assodated 
with  much  good  public  letrice  and  with  a  wortby  , 
Christian  profession. 
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HESBA  STRETTON,  Author  of  "Jessica's  tiKsr  PiAvu,"  "In  Prisos  and  Out,"  etc. 

"  Siu  iTB  at  Gi*t  like  colnHlM,  U  lut  l[ks  ahlM."—Sivint  aiMiHiid  it  NateUim  I. 

ing  to  his  senior  partner,  it  was  with  no  idea 


CHAPTER   VL — THE  OLD   SASK. 

ABOUT  the  same  hom  that  Roland 
Sefton  set  off  under  shelter  of  old 
Marlowe's  waggon  to  attempt  his  escape, 
Mr.  Clifford,  the  senior  partner  in  the  firm, 


that  he  would  escape  the  most  rigorous  pro- 
secution, should  his  proceedings  ever  come 
to  the  light.  But  it  was  with  the  fixed  con- 
viction that  Mr.  Clifford  would  never  return 
to  England,  or  certainly  not  to  Riversborough, 


leadicd  Riversborough  by  the  last  train  from  '  where  this  hard  report  had  been  circulated 


Loodou.  It  was'too  late  for  him  to  intrude 
on  the  household  of  his  young  partner,  and 
be  spent  the  night  at  an  hotel. 

The  old  bank  at  Riversborough  had  been 
flourishing  for  the  last  hundred  years.  It  had 
tlie  power  of  issuing  its  own  notes;  and  until 
htely  these  notes,  bearing  the  familiar  names 
d  Clifford  and  SeCton,  had  been  preferred  by 
tiie  country  people  round  to  those  of  the  Bank 
of  England  itself.  For  nobody  knew  who 
were  the  managers  of  the  Bank  of  England ; 
'hilst  one  of  the  Seftons,  either  father  or  son, 
amid  be  seen  at  any  time  for  the  last  fifty 
jears.  On  ordinary  days  there  were  but  few 
customers  to  be  seen  in  its  handsome  office, 
ind  a  single  clerk  might  easily  have  transacted 
aU  the  business.  But  on  market-days  and 
tair^lays  the  place  was  crowded  hy  loud- 
voiced,  red-iaced  country  gentlen^^^d  by 
atrkwaid  and  burly  farmers,  from  tnoVunent 
it!  doois  were  opened  until  they  were  closed 
at  the  last  stroke  of  four  sounding  from  the 
church  clock  near  at  hand.  The  strong-room 
of  the  Old  Bank  was  filled  full  with  chests 
containing  valuable  securities  and  heir-looms, 
belonging  to  most  of  the  county  families  in 
the  neighbourhood. 

For  the  last  twenty  years  Mr.  Clifford  had 
left  the  management  of  the  bank  entirely  to 
the  elder  Sefton,  and  upon  his  death  to  his 
KD,  who  was  already  a  partner.  He  had 
lived  abroad,  and  had  not  visited  England 
for  more  than  ten  years.  There  was  a  report, 
Kimewhat  more  drcumstantial  than  a  rumour, 
hut  the  truth  of  which  none  but  the  elder 
Sefton  bad  ever  known,  that  Mr.  Clifford, 
offended  by  his  only  son,  had  let  him  die  of 
absolute  starvation  in  Paris.  Added  to  this 
niuour  was  a  vague  story  of  some  crime 
committed  by  the  younger  Clifford,  which 
his  father  would  not  overlook  or  forgive. 
That  he  was  a  hard  man,  austere  to  utter 
pitilessness,  everybody  averred.  No  trans- 
gressor need  look  to  him  for  pardon. 

When  Roland  Sefton  had  laid  his  hands 
upon  the  private  personal  securities  belong- 
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and  partly  accepted  concerning  him.  The 
very  bonds  he  had  dealt  with,  first  borrowing 
money  upon  them,  and  at  last  selling  them, 
had  been  bequeathed  to  him  in  Mr.  Clifford's 
will,  of  which  he  was  himself  the  executor. 
He  had,  as  he  persuaded  himself,  only  fore- 
stalled the  possession  of  them.  But  a  letter 
he  had  received  firom  Mr.  Clifford,  informing 
him  that  he  was  on  his  way  home,  with  the 
purpose  of  thoroughly  investigating  the  affairs 
of  the  bank,  had  fallen  like  a  thunderbolt 
upon  him,  and  upon  Acton,  through  whose 
agency  he  had  managed  to  dispose  of  the 
securities  without  arousing  any  suspicion. 

Early  the  next  morning  Mr.  Clifford 
arrived  at  the  bank,  and  beard  to  his  great  sur- 
prise that  his  partner  had  started  for  London, 
and  had  been  away  the  day  before ;  possibly, 
Madame  Sefton  suggested  with  some  anxiety, 
in  the  hope  of  meeting  him  there.  No  doubt 
he  would  be  back  early,  for  it  was  the  day  of 
the  May  fair,  when  there  was  always  an  un- 
usual stir  of  business.  Mr.  Clifford  took  his 
place  in  the  vacant  bank  parlour,  and  waited 
somewhat  grimly  for  the  arrival  of  the  head 
clerk,  Acton. 

There  was  a  not  unpleasant  excitement 
among  the  clerks,  as  they  whispered  to  each 
other  on  arrival  that  old  Clifford  was  come, 
and  Roland  Sefton  was  still  absent.  But 
this  excitement  deepened  into  agitation  and 
misgiving  as  the  hour  for  opening  the  bank 
drew  near  and  Acton  did  not  arrive.  Such 
a  circumstance  had  never  occurred  before, 
for  Acton  had  made  himself  unpopular  with 
those  beneath  him  by  expecting  devotion 
equal  to  his  own  to  the  interests  of  the  firm. 
Wien  ten  o'clock  was  dose  at  hand  a  clerk 
ran  round  to  Acton's  lodgings ;  but  before 
he  could  return  a  breathless  messenger  rushed 
into  the  bank  as  the  doors  were  thrown 
open,  with  the  tidings  that  the  head  clerk 
had  been  found  by  his  landlady  lying  dead 
in  his  bed. 

More  quickly  than  if  the  town-crier  had 
been  sent  round  the  streets  with  his  bell  to 
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the  news,  it  was  known  that 
Roland  Sefton  was  missing,  and  the  manag- 
ing clerk  had  committed  suicide.  The 
populace  from  all  the  countiy  round  was 
flocking  into  the  town  for  the  fair,  three- 
fourths  of  whom  did  business  with  the  Old 
Bank.  No  wonder  that  a  panic  took  pos- 
session of  them.  In  an  bom's  time  the 
tranquil  street  was  tbronged  with  a  dense 
mass  of  town's-people  and  country- people, 
numbers  of  whom  were  fighting  their  way  to 
the  bank  as  if  for  dear  life.  There  was  not 
room  within  for  the  crowds  who  stni^led  to 
get  to  the  counters  and  present  their  cheques 
and  bank-notes,  and  demand  instant  settle- 
ment of  their  accounts.  In  vain  Mr,  Clif- 
ford assured  tbem  there  was  no  fear  of  the 
finn  being  unable  to  meet  its  liabilities. 
In  cases  like  these  the  panic  cannot  be 
allayed  hy  words. 

As  long  as  the  funds  held  out  the  cheques 
and  notes  were  pjud  over  the  counter;  but 
this  could  not  go  on.  Mr.  Clifford  himself 
was  in  the  dark  as  to  the  state  of  affairs,  and 
did  not  know  how  his  credit  stood.  Soon 
after  mid-day  the  funds  were  exhausted,  and 
with  the  utmost  difficulty  the  bank  was 
cleared  and  the  doors  dosed.  But  the 
aowd  did  not  disperse ;  rather  it  grew 
denser  as  the  news  spread  like  wildfire  that 
the  Old  Bank  had  stopped  I 

It  was  at  the  moment  that  the  bank  doors 
were  closed  that  Phebc  turned  into  White- 
friars  Road.  She  had  taken  a  train  from 
Upchurch,  leaving  her  father  to  return  home 
alone  with  the  empQr  waggon.  It  was  a 
strange  sight  which  met  hei.  The  usually 
quiet  street  was  thronged  from  end  to  end, 
and  the  babble  of  many  voices  made  all 
sounds  indistinct  Even  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  crowd  there  were  men,  some  pale 
and  some  red  with  anxiety,  struggling  with 
elbows  and  shoulders  to  make  their  way 
through  to  the  bank,  in  the  vain  hope  that  it 
would  not  be  too  late.  A  strongly-built, 
robust  farmer  feinted  quietly  away  beside 
her,  like  a  delicate  woman,  when  he  heard 
that  the  doors  were  shut;  and  his  wife  and 
son,  who  were  following  him,  bore  him  out  of 
the  crush  as  well  as  they  could.  Phebe, 
pressing  gently  forward,  and  gliding  in 
wherever  a  chance  movement  gave  her  an 
opportunity,  at  last  reached  the  archway  at 
the  side  of  the  house,  and  rapped  urgently 
for  admittance,  A  scated-looking  man- 
servant, who  opened  the  door  with  the  chain 
upon  it,  let  her  in  as  soon  as  he  recognised 
who  she  was. 

"  It's  a  fearsome  day,"  he  said;  "master's 


away,  gone  nobody  knows  where ;  and  old 
Acton's  poisoned  himself.  Nobody  dare 
tell  Mrs,  Sefton  ;  but  Madame  knows. 
She  is  in  the  dining-room,  Miss  Marlowe." 

Phebe  found  her,  as  she  had  done  the  day 
before,  sitting  in  the  oriel  window ;  but  the 
usually  pladd-Iooking  little  woman  was  in  a 
state  of  nervous  agitation.  As  soon  as  she 
caught  sight  of  Phebe's  pitiful  face  she  ran 
to  her,  and  dasping  her  in  her  arms,  burst 
into  a  passion  of  tears  and  sobs. 

"  My  son  ! "  she  cried,  "  what  can  have 
become  of  him,  Phebe  ?  Where  can  he  be 
gone?  If  he  would  only  come  home  all 
these  people  would  be  satisfied,  and  go  away. 
They  don't  know  Mr.  Clifford,  but  they  know 
Roland;  he  is  so  popular.  The  servants 
say  the  bankisbroken;  what  does  that  mean, 
Phebe  ?  And  poor  Aaon !  They  say  he 
is  dead — he  did  Idll  himself  by  poison.  Is 
it  not  true,  Phebe  ?  Tell  me  it  is  not  ' 
true!" 

But  Phebe  could  say  nothing  to  comfort 
her ;  she  knew  better  than  any  one  else  the  ; 
whole  truth  of  the  calamity.  But  she  hdd  ' 
the  weeping  little  woman  in  her  strong  young  , 
arms,  and  there  was  something  consoling  in  i 
her  loving  clasp, 

"And  where  arethechildren?"  she  asked,  ! 
ai^er  a  ^hile. 

"I    sent  them  to  play  in  the  garden,"  : 
answpwJMadame;  "theirownlittleplotsare  ; 
far  a^y,  out  of  sight  of  the  dreadfiil  sheet.  I 
What  good  is  it  that  they  should  know  all 
this  trouble  ?  " 

"  No  good  at  all,"  replied  Phebe.  "  And  : 
where  is  Mrs.  Sefton  ?  "  j 

"  Alas,  my  Phebe ! "  she  exclrumed, "  who  ; 
dare  tell  her  ?  Not  me ;  no,  no  I  She  is  ; 
shut  up  in  her  little  chamber,  and  she  forgets  ; 
all  the  world — her  children  even,  and  Roland 
himself.  It  is  as  if  she  went  away  into 
another  life,  far  away  from  ours ;  and  ^-hen  ' 
she  comes  home  again  she  is  like  one  in  a  ; 
dream.    Will  you  dare  to  tell  her  ?  "  | 

"Yes,  I  will  go,"  she  said.  ! 

Yet  with  very  slow  and  reluctant  Steps  i 
Phebe  dimbed  the  staircase,  pausing  long  at  ; 
the  window  midway,  which  overlooked  the  j 
wide  and  sunny  landscape  in  the  distance,  i 
and  the  garden  just  below.  She  watched  j 
the  children  busy  at  their  little  plots  of ; 
ground,  utterly  unconsdous  of  the  utter  ruin  ' 
that  had  befallen  them.  How  lovely  and  \ 
how  happy  they  looked !  She  could  have  j 
cried  out  aloud,  a  bitter  and  lamentable  cry,  i 
But  as  yet  she  must  not  yidd  to  the  flood  of : 
her  own  grief ;  she  must  keep  it  back  until 
she  was  at  home  again,  in  her  solitary  home, 
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where  nobody  could  hear  her  sobs  and  cries. 
Just  now  ^e  must  think  for,  and  comfort,  if 
comfort  were  possible,  these  others,  who 
stood  even  nearei  than  she  did  to  the  sin  and 
the  dcner.  Gathering  up  all  her  courage, 
sbe  qnickened  her  footsteps  and  ran  hurriedly 
ap  the  remaining  steps. 

But  at  the  drawing-room  door,  which  was 
partly  open,  her  feet  were  arrested.  Within, 
studing  behind  the  rose<oloured  curtains, 
stood  the  tall,  slender  figure  of  Feliciia,  with 
kr  clear  and  colourless  &ce  catching  a  deli- 
ote  flush  from  the  tint  of  the  hangings  that 
cmcealed  her  from  the  street.  She  was 
looking  down  00  the  crowd  below,  with  the 
perpkxity  of  a  ftM^igner  gamg  on  some  un- 
Catmliar  scene  in  a  strange  land.  There  was 
1  half-smile  playing  about  her  lips ;  but  her 
ible  attention  was  so  absorbed  by  the  spec- 
tade  beneath  her  that  she  did  not  see  or  hear 
Pbebe  until  she  was  standing  beside  her, 
looldng  down  also  on  the  excited  crowd, 

"  Phebe !  "  she  exclaimed,  "  you  here 
igiin  ?  Then  you  can  tell  me,  are  the  good 
praple  of  Riversborough  gone  mad  ?  or  is  it 
pxsible  there  is  an  election  going  on,  of  which 
i  have  beard  nothing  ?  Nothing  less  than 
an  elecdoQ  could  rouse  them  to  such  a  pitch 
ofexdtemeot." 

"  Have  you  heard  nothing  of  what  they 
say? "asked  Phebe. 

"Tncre  is  such  a  Babel," she  answered; 
"of  course  I  hear  my  husband's  name.  It 
vould  be  just  like  him  if  he  got  himself 
elected  member  for  Riversborough  without 
teliing  me  anything  about  it  till  it  was  over. 
He  loves  surprises ;  and  I — why  I  hate  to  be 
surprised." 

"  But  he  is  gone  1 "  said  Phebe. 

"Yes,  he  told  me  he  was  going  to  Lon- 
don," she  went  on ;  "  but  if  it  is  no  election 
scene,  what  is  it,  Phebe?  Why  are  all  the 
people  gathered  here  in  such  excitement  ? " 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  plainly  ?  "  aslted  Phebe, 
looking  steadily  into  Felicita's  dark,  mscrut- 
ibleeyes. 

"Tell  me  the  simple  truth,"  she  replied, 
somewhat  haughtily ;  "  if  any  human  being 
cari  tell  it." 

"Then  the  bank  has  stopped  payment," 
answered  Phebe.  "  Poor  Mr.  Acton  has 
been  found  dead  in  bed  this  morning ;  and 
-Mr,  Sefton  is  gone  aw^,  nobody  knows 
where.  It  is  the  May  fair  to-day,  and  all  the 
people  are  coming  in  from  the  country. 
There's  been  a  nm  on  the  bank,  till  they  are 
forced  to  stop  payment .  That  is  what  brmgs 
the  crowd  here." 

Fclioita  dropped  the  curtain  which  she  had 


been  holding  back  with  her  hand,  and  Stepped 
back  a  pace  or  two  from  the  window.  But 
her  £tce  scarcely  changed ;  she  listened 
calmly  and  collectedly,  as  if  Phebe  was 
speaking  of  some  persons  she  hardly  knew. 

"  My  husband  will  come  back  imme- 
diately," she  said.  "  Is  not  Mr.  Clifford 
there  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Phebe. 

"  Are  you  telling  me  all  ?  "  asked  Felicita. 

"  No,"  she  answered ;  "  Mr,  Clifford  says 
he  has  been  robbed.  Securities  worth 
nearly  ten  thousand  pounds  are  missing. 
He  must  have  foimd  it  out  aheady." 

"  Whom  docs  he  suspect  ?  "  she  asked  again 
imperiously ;  "  be  does  not  dare  suspect  my 
husband?" 

Phebe  replied  only  by  a  mute  gesture. 
She  had  never  had  any  secret  to  conceal 
before,  and  she  did  not  see  that  she  had 
betrayed  herself  by  the  words  she  had 
uttered.  The  deep  gloom  on  her  bright 
young  lace  struck  Felicita  for  the  first  time. 

"  Do  you  think  it  was  Koland  ? "  she 
asked. 

Again  the  same  dumb,  hopeless  gesture 
answered  the  question.  Pliebe  could  not 
bring  her  lips  to  shape  a  word  of  accusation 
against  him.  It  was  agony  to  her  to  feel  her 
idol  disgraced  and  cast  down  from  its  high 
pedestal ;  yet  she  had  not  ieamed  any  way 
of  concealing  or  misrepresenting  the  truth. 

"  You  know  he  did  it  ?"  said  Felicita. 

"  Yes,  I  kaow  it,"  she  whispered. 

For  a  minute  or  two  Felicita  stood,  with 
her  white  hands  resting  on  Phebe's  shoulders, 
gazing  into  her  mournful  face  with  keen, 
questioning  eyes.  Then,  with  a  rapid  flush 
of  crimson,  betraying  a  strong  and  painful 
heart-throb,  which  suffused  her  face  for  an 
instant  and  left  it  paler  than  before,  she 
pressed  her  hps  on  the  girl's  sunburnt  fore- 
head. 

"  Tell  nobody  else,"  she  murmured;  "  keep 
the  secret  for  his  sake  and  mine." 

Before  Phebe  could  reply  she  turned 
away  and,  with  a  steady,  unfaltering  step, 
went  back  to  her  study  and  locked  her- 
self in. 

CHAPTER   VII.— AK    INTERRUPTED   DAY- 
DREAM. 

■  Fslicita's  .Btady.was  so  quiet  a  room, 
quite  remote  from  the  street,  that  it  was 
alniost  a  wonder  the  uoise  ofthe  crowd 
had  reached  her.  But  this  morning  there 
had  been  a  pleasanter  tumult  of  excitement 
in  her  own  brain,  which  had  prevented  her 
from  falling  into  an  absorbed  reverie,  such  ^' 
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as  she  usually  indulged  in,  and  rendered  her 
peculiarly  susceptible  to  outward  influences. 
All  her  senses  hsd  been  awake  to-day. 

On  her  desk  lay  the  two  volumes  of  a  new 
book,  handsomely  got  up,  with  pages  yet 
uncut  as  it  had  come  from  the  publishers.  A 
dozen  times  she  had  looked  at  the  title-page, 
as  if  unable  to  convince  herself  of  the  reality, 
and  read  hei  own  name — Felicita  Kiversdale 
Sefion.  It  was  the  first  time  her  name  as  an 
author  had  been  published,  though  for  the 
last  three  years  she  had  from  time  to  time 
written  anonymously  for  magazines.  This 
was  her  own  book ;  thought  out,  written, 
revised,  and  completed  in  her  chosen  solitude 
and  secresy.  No  one  knew  of  it;  possibly 
Roland  suspected  something,  but  he  had  not 
ventured  to  make  any  inquiries,  and  she  had' 
no  reason  to  believe  that  he  even  suspected 
its  existence.  It  was  simply  altogether  her 
own,  no  other  mind  had  any  part  or  share  in  it. 

There  was  something  like  rapture  in  her 
del^ht.  The  book  was  a  good  book,  she 
was  sure  of  it.  She  bad  not  succeeded  in 
making  it  as  perfect  as  her  ideal,  but  she 
had  not  signally  failed.  It  did  in  a  fair 
degree  represent  her  inmost  thoughts  and 
fancies.  Yet  she  could  not  feel  quite  sure 
that  the  two  volumes  were  real;  and  the 
letter  from  the  publisher,  a  friendly  and 
pleasant  letter  enough,  seemed  necessary  to 
vouch  for  them.  She  read  and  re-read  it 
The  little  room  seemed  too  small  and  close 
for  her.  She  opened  the  window  to  let  in 
the  white  daylight,  undisguised  by  the  faint 
green  tint  of  the  glass,  and  she  leaned  out 
to  breathe  the  fresh  sweet  ^r  of  the  spring 
morning.  Life  was  very  pleasurable  to  her  to- 
day. 

There  were  golden  gleams  too  upon  the 
future.  She  would  no  longer  be  the  unknown 
wife  of  a  country  banker,  moving  in  a.  narrow 
sphere,  which  was  altogether  painfiil  to  her 
in  its  provincial  philistinism.  It  was  a 
sphere  to  which  she  had  descended  in  girlish 
ignorance.  Her  uncle,  Lord  Riversdale,  had 
been  willing  to  let  his  portionless  niece  marry 
this  prosperous  young  banker,  who  was  madly 
in  love  with  her,  and  a  little  gentle  pressure 
had  been  brought  to  bear  on  the  girl  of 
eighteen,  who  had  been  placed  by  her  Other's 
death  in  a  position  of  dependence.  Since  then 
a  smouldering  fire  of  ambition  and  of  dissatis- 
faction with  her  lot  had  been  lurking  unsus- 
pected under  her  cold  and  self-absorbed 
manner. 

But  herthoughts  turned  with  more  tenderness 
than  usual  towards  her  husband.  She  had 
aroused  in  him  also  arestlessspiritof  ambition, 


though  in  him  it  was  for  her  sake,  not  his 
own.  He  wished  to  restore  her  if  possible 
to  the  position  she  had  sacrificed  for  him ; 
and  Felidta  knew  it  Her  heart  beating  faster  ; 
with  her  success  was  softened  towards  him ;  i 
and  tears  sufliised  her  dark  eyes  for  an 
instant  as  she  thought  of  his  astonishment 
and  exultation. 

The  children  weie  at  play  in  the  garden 
below  her,  and  their  merry  voices  greeted 
her  ear  pleasantly.    The  one  human  being 
who  really  dwelt  in  her  inmost  heart  was  her 
boy  Felix,  her  first-bom  child.     Hilda  was  an 
unnecessary  supplement  to  the  page  of  her 
maternal  love.    But  for  Felix  she  dreamed  . 
day-dreams  of  extravagant  aspiration ;  no  lot 
on  earth  seemed  too  high  or  too  good  for  ' 
him.      He  was  a  handsome  boy,  the  vct}' 
image  of  her  &ther,  the  late  Lord  Kiversdale, 
and  now  as  she  gazed  down  on  him,  her  eyes 
slightly  dewed  with  tem's,  he  looked  up  to  her 
window.    She  kissed  her  hand  to  him,  and 
the  boy  waved  his  little  cap  towards  her  with  , 
almost  passionate  gesticulations  of  delight.  | 
Felix  would  be  a  great  man  some  day ;  this 
book  of  hers  was  a  stone  In  the  foundation 
of  his  fame  as  well  as  of  her  own.  j 

It  was  upon  this  mood  of  exultation,  a  tare 
mood  for  Felicita,  that  the  cry  and  roai  from  | 
the  street  had  broken.  With  a  half-smile  at  . 
herself,  the  thoi^ht  flashed  across  her  mind 
that  it  was  like  a  shout  of  applause  and  admi- 
ration ;  such  as  might  greet  Felix  some  day  I 
when  he  had  proved  himself  a  leader  of  men. 
But  it  aroused  her  dormant  curiosity,  and 
she  had  condescended  to  be  drawn  by  it  to 
the  window  of  the  drawing-room  overlooking 
Whitefriars  Road,  in  order  to  ascertain  its 
cause.  The  crowd  filling  the  street  was 
deeply  in  earnest,  and  the  aim  of  those  who 
were  fighting  their  way  through  it  was  plainly 
the  bank  offices  in  the  floor  below  her.  The 
sole  idea  that  occurred  to  her,  for  she  was 
utterly  ignorant  of  her  husband's  business, 
was  that  some  unexpected  crisis  in  the 
borough  had  arisen,  and  its  people  were 
coming  to  Roland  Seflon  as  tiieir  leading 
townsman.  When  Phebe  found  her  she  was 
quietly  studying  the  crowd  and  its  various 
features,  that  she  might  describe  a  throng 
from  memory,  whenever  a  need  should  arise 
for  it. 

Felicita  regained  her  luxurious  little  study,  i 
and  sat  down  before  her  desk,  on  which  the ! 
new  volumes  lay,  with  more  outward  calm 
than  her  face  and  movements  had  manifested 
before  she  left  it.  The  transient  glow  of 
triumph  had  died  away  firom  her  face,  and 
the  happy  tears  from  her  eyes.    She  closed 
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the  casement  to  shut  out  the  bright,  clear 
sunlight,  and  the  meny  voices  of  her  children, 
before  she  sat  down  to  think. 

For  a  little  while  she  had  been  burning 
incense  to  heiself;  but  the  treacherous  fire 
was  gone  out,  and  the  sweet,  bewildering,  in- 
toxicating vapours  were  scattered  to  the 
Tinds.  The  recollection  of  her  short-lived 
b\if  made  her  shiver  as  if  a  cold  breath  had 
passed  over  her. 

Not  for  a  naoment  did  she  doubt  Roland's 
guilt  There  was  such  a  certainty  of  it  lying 
iKhind  Phebe's  sorrowful  eyes  as  she  whis- 
pwcd  "I  know  it,"  that  Felidta  had  not  cared 
toaskhow  she  knew  it.  She  did  not  trouble 
hereelf  with  details.  The  one  fact  was  there : 
hei  husband  had  absconded.  A  dreamy 
piDorama  of  their  past  life  flitted  across  her 
brain — his  passionate  love  for  her,  which 
had  never  cooled  though  it  had  failed  to 
meet  with  a  response  firom  her;  his  insatiable 
desire  to  make  her  life  more  full  of  pomp 
aiid  luxury  and  display,  than  that  of  her 
cousins  at  Kiversdale;  his  constant  thral- 
dom to  her,  which  had  ministered  only  to 
liet  pride  and  coldness.  His  queen  he  had 
called  her.  It  was  all  over  now.  His  extra- 
ordinaiy  absence  was  against  any  hope  that 
be  could  dear  himself.  Her  husband  had 
brought  fatal  and  indelible  disgrjice  upon  his 
lame,  the  name  he  had  given  to  her,  and 
their  children. 

Her  name  I  This  morning,  and  for  many 
dafs  to  come,  it  would  be  advertised  as  the 
author  of  the  new  book,  which  was  to  have 
hcen  one  of  her  stepping-stones  to  fame. 
She  had  grasped  at  faine,  and  her  hand  had 
dosed  upon  infamy.  There  was  no  fear  now 
Ihu  she  would  remain  among  the  crowd  of 
Ihe  unknown.  As  the  wife  of  a  fiaudulent 
hanker  she  would  be  only  too  well  and  too 
widely  talked  of. 

Why  had  she  let  her  own  full  name  be 
piblislied?  She  had  yielded,  though  with 
some  reluctance,  to  the  business-like  policy 
of  her  publisher,  who  had  sought  to  catch 
the  public  eye  by  it ;  for  her  &ther.  Lord 
Riversdale,  was  hardly  yet  forgotten  as  an 
author.  A  vague  sentiment  of  loyalty  to  her 
husband  had  caused  her  to  add  her  married 
fame.  She  hated  to  see  the  two  blazoned 
together  on  the  title-p^e. 

Sick  at  heart  she  sat  for  hours,  brooding 
o»er  what  would  happen  if  Roland  was 
urested.  The  assizes  held  twice  a  year  at 
RiversboTOugh  had  been  to  her,  as  to  many 
I>eople  of  her  position,  an  occasion  of  plea- 
surable excitement.  The  judges'  lodgings 
*ere  in  the  next  house  to  the  Old  Bank,  and 


for  the  few  days  the  judges  were  Roland 
Sedon's  neighbours  there  had  been  a  friendly 
interchange  of  civilities.  An  assize  ball  was 
still  held,  though  it  was  falling  into  some 
n^lect  and  disrepute.  Whenever  any  cause 
of  special  local  interest  took  place  she 
had  commanded  the  best  seat  in  the 
conrt,  and  had  obsequious  attention  paid  to 
her.  She  had  learned  well  the  aspect  of  the 
place,  and  the  mode  of  procedure.  But 
hitherto  her  recollections  of  a  court  of  justice 
were  all  agreeable;  and  her  impressions 
those  of  a  superior  being  looking  down  from 
above  on  the  miseries  and  crimes  of  another 
race. 

How  different  was  the  vision  that  branded 
itself  on  her  brain  this  morning  1  She  saw 
her  husband  standing  at  the  dock  instead  of 
some  coarse,  ignorant,  brutish  criminal;  the 
stem  gravity  of  the  judge;  the  flippant 
curiosity  of  the  banisters  not  connected  with 
the  case ;  and  the  cruel  eagerness  of  his 
fellow-townsmen  to  get  good  places  to  hear 
and  see  him.  It  would  make  a  holiday  for 
all  who  could  get  within  the  walls. 

She  could  have  written  almost  word  for 
word  the  report  of  the  trial  as  it  would  appear 
in  the  two  papers  published  in  Riversborough. 
She  could  foretell  how  lavish  would  be  the 
use  of  the  words  "felon"  and " convict ; " 
and  she  would  be  that  felon  and  convict's 
wife. 

Oh  t  this  intolerable  burden  of  disgrace  ! 
To  be  borne  through  the  long,  long  years  of 
fife ;  and  not  by  herself  alone,  but  by  her 
children.  They  had  come  into  a  miserable 
herit!^.  What  became  of  the  families  of 
notorious  criminals  ?  She  could  believe  that 
the  poo^  did  not  suffer  from  so  cruel  a 
notoriety,  being  quickly  lost  in  the  oblivious 
waters  of  poverty  and  distress,  amid  refuges 
and  workhouses.  But  what  would  berx)me 
of  her  ?  She  must  go  away  into  endless  exile, 
with  her  two  litde  children,  and  live  where 
there  was  no  chance  of  being  recognised. 
This  was  what  her  husband's  sin  had  done 
for  her. 

"God  help  me  I  God  deliver  mcl"  she 
moaned  with  white  lips.  But  she  did  not 
pray  for  him.  In  Uie  first  moments  of 
anguish  the  spirit  flies  to  that  which  lies  at 
the  very  core.  Whilst  Roland's  mother  and 
Phcbe  were  weeping  together  and  praying 
for  him,  Felicita  was  crying  for  help  and 
deliverance  for  herself. 

CHAPTER  VIII. — THE  SENIOR  PARTNER. 

Long  as  the  daylight  lasts  in  May,  it  was 
after  nightfall  when  Felicita  left  her  study  . 
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and  went  down  to  the  drawing-room,  more 
elegantly  and  expensively  furnished  for  her 
than  the  drawing-room  at  Riversdale  had 
been.  Its  extravagant  display  seemed  to 
strike  upon  her  suddenly  as  she  entered  it. 
Phebe  was  gone  home,  and  Madame  had 
retired  to  her  own  room,  having  given  up  the 
expectation  of  seeing  Felicttathat  day.  Mr. 
Clifford,  the  servant  told  her,  was  still  in  the 
bank,  with  his  lawyer,  for  whom  he  had  tele- 
graphed to  London.  Felicita  sent  him  a 
message  that  if  he  was  not  too  busy  she 
wished  to  see  him  for  a  few  minutes. 

Mr.  Clifford  almost  immediately  appeared, 
and  Felidta  saw  him  for  the  first  time.  She 
bad  always  heard  him  called  old ;  but  he 
was  a  strong,  erect,  fitem-looking  mail  of 
sixty,  with  keen,  coW  eyes  that  could  not  be 
aTOided.  Felidta  did  not  seek  to  avoid 
thetn.  She  looked  as  steadily  at  him  as  he 
did  at  her.  Hiere  were  traces  of  tears  on  her 
tece,  but  there  was  no  tremor  or  weakness 
about  her.  They  exchiuiged  a  fev  dvil 
words  as  calmly  as  if  they  were  ordinary 
acquaintances. 

*'  Tell  me  briefly  what  has  happened,"  she 
said  to  him,  when  he  had  taken  a  seat  near  to 
her. 

"Briefly?"  he  repeated.  "Weill  I  find 
myself  robbed  of  secuiities  worth  nearly 
eight  thousand  pounds ;  private  securities, 
bond  and  scrip,  left  in  custody  only,  not 
belonging  to  the  firm.  No  one  but  Acton 
or  Roland  could  have  access  to  them.  Acton 
has  eluded  me;  but  if  Roland  is  found  he 
must  take  the  consequences." 

"And  what  are  those?"  asked  Felidta. 

"  I  ^lall  prosecute  him  as  I  would  prose- 
cute  a  common  thief  or  burglar,"  answered 
Mr.  Cliflbrd.  "  His  crime  is  more  dishonour- 
able and  cowardly." 

"  Is  it  not  cruel  to  say  this  to  me?"  she 
asked,  yet  in  a  tranquil  tone  which  startled 
him. 

"  Cruel  1 "  he  repeated  again ;  "  I  have  not 
been  in  the  habit  of  choosing  words.  You 
asked  me  a  question,  and  I  gave  you  the 
answer  that  was  in  my  mind.  1  never  for- 
give. Those  who  pass  over  crimes  make 
themselves  partakers  in  those  crimes.  Roland 
has  robbed  not  only  me,  but  half-a-dozen 
poor  persons,  to  whom  such  a  loss  is  ruin. 
Would  it  be  right  to  let  such  a  man  escape 
justice  ? " 

"  You  think  he  has  gone  away  on  purpose?" 
she  said. 

"  He  baa  absconded,"  answered  Mr.  Clif- 
ford, "  and  the  matter  is  already  in  the  hands 
of  Uie  police.    A  description  of  him  has 


been  telegraphed  to  every  police-station  in 
the  kingdom.  If  he  is  not  out  of  it  he  can 
barely  escape  now." 

Felidta's  pale  face  could  not  grow  paler, 
but  she  shivered  perceptibly. 

"  I  am  telling  you  bluntly,"  he  said, 
"  because  I  believe  it  is  best  to  know  the 
worst  at  once.  It  is  terrible  to  have  it  falling 
drop  by  drop.  You  have  courage  and 
strength  ;  I  see  it  Take  an  old  man's  word 
for  it,  it  is  better  to  know  all  in  its  naked 
ugliness,  than  have  it  brought  to  light  bit  by 
bit.  There  is  not  the  shadow  of.  a  doubt 
of  Roland's  crime.  You  do  not  believe  him 
innocent  yourself?  " 

"No,"  she  rephed  In  a  low,  yet  steady 
voice,  "  no.  I  must  tell  tlie  tmth.  I  can- 
not Qjmfort  myself  with  the  belief  that  he 
is  innocent." 

Mr.  Clifford's  keen  eyes  were  fastened 
upon  Felidta  with  admiratxm.  Hare  was  a 
woman,  young  and  pallid  with  grief  and 
dread,  who  neither  tried  to  move  him  by 
prayers  and  floods  of  tears,  nor  shrank  from 
adcnowledging  a  truth,  however  painful.  He 
had  never  seen  her  before,  thoug:h  the  costly 
set  of  jewels  ^c  was  wearing  bad  been  his 
own  gift  to  her  on  her  wedding.  He  recog- 
nised them  with  pleasure,  and  looked  more 
attentively  at  her  beatiliiul  but  gloomy  face. 
When  he  spoke  again  it  was  in  a  manner  less 
harsh  and  abrupt  than  it  had  been  before. 

"  I  am  not  going  to  ask  you  any  questions 
about  Roland,"  he  said ;  "  you  have  a  right, 
the  best  right  in  theworid,  to  screen  him,  and 
aid  him  in  escaping  from  the  just  conse- 
quences of  his  folly  and  crime." 

"You  might  ask  tne,"  she  interrupted, 
"  and  I  should  tell  yon  the  simple  truth.  I 
do  so  now  when  I  say  I  know  nothing  about 
him.  He  told  me  he  was  going  to  London. 
But  is  it  not  possible  that  poor  Acton  alone 
was  guilty  ?" 

Mr.  Clifford  shook  his  head  in  reply.  For 
a.  few  minutes  he  paced  up  and  down  the 
floor,  and  then  placed  himself  at  the  back  of 
Felidta,  with  his  hand  upon  her  chair,  as  if 
to  support  him.  In  a.  glass  opposite  she 
could  see  the  reflection  of  his  face,  grey  and 
agitated,  with  dosed  eyes  and  quivering  lips 
— a  face  that  looked  ten  years  older  than 
that  which  she  had  seen  when  he  entered  the 
room.  She  felt  the  chair  shaken  by  his 
trembling  hand. 

"  I  will  tell  you,"  he  said  in  a  voice  which 
he  strove  to  render  steady.  "  I  did  not  spare 
my  own  son  when  he  had  defrauded  Roland's 
father.  Though  Sefton  would  not  prosecute 
him,  I  left  him  to  reap  the  harvest  of  his 
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deed  to  the  full;  and  it  was  worse  than  the 
penalty  the  law  would  have  exacted.  He 
perisbed,  disgraced  and  forsaken,  of  starvation 
in  Paris,  the  citf  of  pleasures  and  of  crimes. 
They  told  me  that  my  son  was  little  more 
than  a  living  skeleton  when  he  was  found, 
»  slowly  had  the  end  come.  If  I  did  not 
^lare  him,  can  I  relent  towards  Roland?  The 
justice  I  demand  is,  in  comparison,  mercy 
S>r  him." 

A£  he  finished  speaking  he  opened  his  eyes, 
ind  saw  those  of  Fdidia  fastmed  on  the  re- 
Geoion  of  bis  face  in  the  mirror.  He  turned 
iray,  and  in  a  minute  or  two  resumed  his 
Mat,  and  spoke  again  in  his  ordinary  abrupt 
(tne. 

"What  will  you  do?"  he  asked. 

"I  cannot  tell  yet,"  she  answered ;  "  I  must 
nit  till  suspense  is  over.  If  iloland  comes 
tad,  or  is  brought  back,"  she  faltered,  "  then 
I  must  decide  what  to  do.  I  shall  keep  to 
njsdf  till  then.  Is  there  anjthing  I  can 
da?" 

"  Could  yon  go  to  your  uncle,  Lord  Rivers- 
dale?"  suggested  Mr.  Clifibrd. 

"No,  no,"  sbe  cried,  "I  will  not  ask  any 
hdp  from  him.  He  arranged  my  marriage 
f«  me,  and  he  will  feel  this  disgrace  keenly. 
1  will  keep  out  of  their  way ;  they  shall  not 
be  Kuapdled  to  forbid  me  their' society." 

"But  to-morrow  you  had  better  go  away 
for  the  day,"  he  answered;  "there  will  be 
pe^le  coming  and  goiCg,  who  will  disturb 
you.  There  will  be  a  rigorous  search  made. 
There  is  a  detective  now  with  ray  lawyer, 
^t»  is  looking  through  the  papers  in  the 
uck.  The  police  have  taken  possession  of 
Acton's  lodgings." 

"  I  have  nowhere  to  go,"  she  replied,  "  and 
I  cannot  show  my  face  out  of  doors.  Ma- 
6me  and  the  children  shall  go  to  Phebe 
''adowe;  but  I  must  bear  it  as  well  as  I 
tan." 

"  ffell,"  he  said  after  a  brief  pause,  "  I  will 
.  "^e  it  as  easy  as  I  can  for  you.  You  are 
%kmg  me  a  hard  man  ?  Yes,  I  have  grown 
^i.  I  was  soft  enough  once.  But  if  I 
fcrgave  any  sinner  now  I  should  do  my  boy, 
tho  is  dead,  an  awfitl  injustice.  I  would 
cot  pass  over  his  sin,  and  I  dare  not  pass 
OTet  any  other.  I  know  I  shall  pursue  Ro- 
"^  until  his  death  or  mine ;  my  son's  fate 
cries  out  for  it.  But  I'm  not  a  hard  man 
towards  mnocent  sufferers,  like  you  and  his 
poor  mother.  Try  to  think  of  me  as  your 
"lend ;  nay,  even  Roland's  fnend,  for  what 
*ould  a  few  years'  penal  servitude  be  com- 
pared with  my  boy's  death?  Shake  hands 
»«h  me  before  I  go." 


The  small,  delicate  hand  she  offered  him 
was  icy  cold,  though  her  face  was  still  calm 
and  her  eyes  clear  and  dry.  He  was  himself 
more  moved  and  agitated  than  she  appeared 
to  be.  The  mention  of  his  son  always  shook 
him  to  the  very  centre  of  his  soul ;  yet  he 
bad  not  been  able  to  resist  uttering  the  words 
that  had  passed  bis  lips  during  this  painful 
interview  with  Roland's  young  wife.  Un- 
shed tears  were  burning  under  his  eyelids. 
But  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  deathlike  hand 
he  might  have  imagined  her  almost  unmoved. 

Felicita  was  down-stairs  before  Madame  the 
.next  morning,  and  bad  ordered  the  carriage 
to  be  ready  to  take  her  and  the  chUdren  to 
Upfold  Farm  directly  after  breakfast.  It  was 
so  rare  an  incident  for  their  mother  to  be 
present  at  the  breakfast-taUe  that  Felix  and 
Hilda  felt  as  if  it  were  a  holiday.  Madame 
was  pale  and  sad,  and  for  the  first  time 
Felicita  thought  of  her  as  being  a  sufferer  by 
Roland's  crime.  Her  husband's  mother  had 
been  little  more  to  her  than  a  superior  house- 
keeper, who  had  been  faithfully  attached  to 
her  and  her  children.  The  homely,  gentle, 
domestic  foreigner,  &om  a  humble  Swisa 
home,  had  looked  up  to  her  young  aristo- 
cratic daughter-in-law  as  a  being  from  a 
higher  sphere.  But  now  the  downcast,  sor- 
rowful  &ce  of  the  elder  woman  touched 
Felicita's  sympathy. 

"Mother!"  she  said  as  soon  as  the  chil- 
dren had  run  away  to  get  ready  for  their 
drive.  She  had  never  before  called  Madame 
"mother;"  and  a  startled  look,  almost  of 
delight,  crossed  Madame's  sad  face. 

"  My  daughter  !"  she  cried,  running  to 
Felicita's  side  and  throwing  her  arms  timidly 
about  her,  "  he  is  sure  to  come  back  soon — 
to-day,  I  think.  Oh  yes,  he  will  be  here 
when  we  return  I  You  do  well  to  stay  to 
meet  him ;  and  I  should  be  glad  to  be  here, 
but  for  the  children.  Yes,  the  little  ones 
must  be  out  of  the  way.  They  must  not  see 
their  father's  house  searched ;  they  must 
never  know  how  he  is  suspect.  Acton  did 
say  it  was  all  his  fault ;  his  fault  and " 

But  here  Madame  paused  for  an  instant, 
for  had  not  Acton  said  it  was  Felicita's  fault 
more  than  any  one's? 

"  Phebe  heard  him,"  she  went  on  hastily; 
"  and  if  it  is  not  his  fault,  why  did  he  kill 
himself?  Oh,  it  is  an  Hi-fortune  that  my  son 
went  to  London  that  day !  It  would  all  be 
right  if  he  were  here;  but  he  b  sure  to  come 
to-day  and  explain  it  all ;  and  the  bank  will 
be  opened  again.  So  be  of  good  comfort, 
my  daughter ;  for  God  is  present  with  us,  and 
'.th  my  son  also."  , . 
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It  was  a  sorrowful  day  at  the  Upfold  Farm 
in  spite  of  the  children's  unconscious  mirth- 
fiilness.  Old  Marlowe  locked  himself  into  bis 
workshop,  and  would  see  none  of  them,  taking 
his  meals  there  in  sullen  anger.  Phebe's 
heart  was  almost  broken  with  listening  to 
Madame's  earnest  asseverations  of  her  son's 
perfect  innocence,  and  her  eager  hopes  to 
£nd  him  when  she  reached  home.  It  was 
nearly  impossible  to  her  to  keep  the  oppres- 
sive secret,  which  seemed  crushing  her  into 
deception  and  misery,  and  her  own  muteness 
appeared  to  herself  more  condemnatoiy  than 
any  words  could  be.  But  Madame  (Ud  not 
notice  her  silence,  and  her  grief  was  only 
natural.  Phebe's  tears  fell  like  balm  on 
Madame's  aching  heart.  Fehcita  had  not 
wept ;  but  this  young  girl,  and  her  abandon- 
ment to  passionate  bursts  of  tears,  who  needed 
consoling  herself,  was  a  consolation  to  the 
poor  mother.  They  knelt  together  in  Phebe's 
little  bedroom,  whilst  the  children  were  play- 
ing on  the  wide  uplands  around  them,  and 
they  prayed  silently,  if  heavy  sobs  and  sighs 
coi^d  be  called  silence ;  but  they  prayed 
together,  and  for  her  son ;  and  Madame  re- 
turned home  comforted  and  hopeful. 

It  had  been  a  day  of  fierce  trial  to  Felicita. 
She  had  not  formed  any  idea  of  how  search- 
ing woald  be  the  investigation  of  the  places 
where  any  of  her  husband's  papers  might  be 
found.  Her  own  study  was  not  exempt  from 
the  prying  eyes  of  the  detectives.  This  room, 
sacred  to  her,  which  Roland  himself  never 
entered  without  permission,  was  ransacked, 
anij^r  ever  desecrated  in  her  eyes.  This 
official  meddling  with  her  books  and  her 
papers  could  never  be  forgotten.  The 
pleasant  place  was  made  an  abomination  to 
her. 

The  bank  was  reopened  the  next  morning 
at  the  accustomed  hour,  for  a  very  short  in- 
vestigatioit  by  Mr.  Clifford  and  the  expe- 
rienced advisers  summoned  from  London  to 
assist  him  proved  that  the  revenues  of  the 
firm  were  almost  as  goodasever.  Thepanic 
had  been  caused  by  the  va^e  rumour  ailoat 
of  some  mysterious  complicity  in  crime  be- 
tween the  absent  partner  and  the  clerk  who 
had  committed  suicide.  It  was,  therefore,  con- 
sidered necessary  for  the  prosperous  re-estab- 
lishment of  the  bank  to  put  forth  a  cautiously 
worded  circular,  in  which  Mr.  Clifford's  return 
was  made  the  reason  for  the  absence  on  a  long 
journey  of  Roland  Sefton,  whose  disappear- 
ance had  to  be  accounted  for.  By  the  time 
he  was  arrested  and  brought  to  trial  the  con- 
fidence of  the  bank's  customers  in  its  stability 
would  in  some  measure  be  regained. 


There  was  thus  a  good  deal  of  conjec- 
ture and  of  contradictory  opinion  abroad  in 
Riversborough  concerning  Roland  Sefton, 
which  continued  to  be  the  town's  talk  for 
some  weeks.  Even  Madame  began  to  believe 
in  a  half-bewildered  manner  that  her  son  had 
gone  on  a  journey  of  business  connected  with 
the  bank,  though  she  could  not  account  for 
his  total  silence.  Sometimes  she  wondered 
if  he  and  Felicita  could  have  had  some  fatal 
quarrel,  which  had  driven  him  away  from 
home  in  a  paroxysm  of  passionate  disappoict- 
ment  and  bitterness.  Felicita's  coldness  and 
indifference  might  have  done  iL  With  this 
thought,  and  the  hope  of  his  return  some  day, 
she  turned  for  relief  to  the  discharge  of  her 
household  duties,  and  to  the  companionship 
of  the  children,  who  knew  nothmg  except 
that  their  father  was  gone  away  on  s  journey, 
and  might  come  back  any  day. 

Neither  Madame  nor  thechildren  knew  that 
whenever  Uiey  left  the  house  they  were  fol- 
lowed by  a  detective,  and  every  movement  was 
closely  watched.  But  Felicita  was  conscious 
of  it  by  some  delicate  sensitiveness  of  hei 
imaginative  temperament.  She  refused  to  qiut 
the  house  except  in  the  evening,  when  she 
rambled  about  the  garden,  and  fdt  the  fresh 
air  from  the  river  breathing  against  her  often-  | 
aching  temples.  Even  then  she  &ncied  an 
eye  upon  her — an  unsleeping,  unblinking 
eye;  the  unwearying  vigilance  of  justice 
on  the  watch  for  'a  criminal.  Night  and 
day  she  felt  herself  living  under  its  stony 
gaxe. 

It  was   a   positive    pain  *to   her   when 
reviews  of   her  book  appeared  in  various 
papers,  and  were  forwarded  to  her  with  con-  i 
gratulatory  letters  &om  her  publishers.     She 
was  living  far  enough  fi^m  London  to  be 
easily  persuaded,  without  much  vanity,  that 
her  name  was  upon  everybody's  lips  there.  < 
She  read  the  reviews,  but  with  a  sick  heart, 
and  the  words  were  forgotten  as-  soon  as 
she  put  them  away  ;  but  the  Riversborough 
papers,  which  had  been  very  guarded  in  their  , 
statements  about  the  death  of  Acton  and  the 
events  at  the  Old  Bank,  took  up  the  book 
with  what  appeared  to  her  fulsome  and  offen-  , 
sive  enthusiasm.     It  had  never  occuiied  to  | 
her  that  local  criticism  was  certain  to  follow  I 
the  appearance  of  a  local  writer ;  and  she 
shrank  from  it  with  morbid  and  exa^erated 
disgust.    Even  if  all  had  been  well,  if  Roland 
had  been  beside  her,  their  notices  would  have  ; 
been  well-nigh  intolerable  to  her.     She  could 
not  have  endured  being  stared  at  and  pointed 
out  in  the  streets  of  her  own  little  town.    But 
now  Fame  had  come  to  her  with  broken 
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"  Sbe  looked  u  itctdjl;  >t  bin  m*  ba  ^  at  bar." 


inngs  and  a  cracked  tiumpet ;  and  she  shud- 
i^ered  at  the  sound  of  her  own  name  haishly 
proclaimed  through  it 

It  soon  became  evident  that  Roland  Sefton 
had  succeeded  in  getting  away  out  of  the 
country.  The  police  were  at  fault ;  and  as 
no  one  in  his  own  home  knew  how  to  com- 
municate with  him,  no  clue  had  been  dis- 
covered by  close  surveillance  of  their  move- 
tnenu.  Such  vigilance  could  be  kept  up 
only  for  a  few  months  at  longest,  and  as  the 
summer  drew  towards  the  end  it  ceased. 


CHAPTER  IX. — FAST   BOUND. 

Roland  Skfton  had  met  with  but  kw 
difficulties  in  getting  clear  away  out  of 
England,  and  there  was  little  chance  of  his 
being  identified,  from  description  merely,  by 
any  of  the  foreign  police,  or  by  any  English 
detective  on  the  Continent  who  was  not  as 
familiar  with  his  personal  appearance  as  the 
Riversborough  force  were.  In  his  boyhood 
he  had  spent  many  months,  years  even,  in 
his  mother's  native  village  with  her  father. 
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M.  Roland  Merle,  the  pastor  of  a  parish 
among  the  Jura  Mountains.  It  was  as  easy 
for  him  to  assume  the  character  of  a  Swiss 
mountaineer  as  to  sustain  that  of  a  prosper- 
ous English  banker.  The  dress,  the  patois, 
the  habits  of  the  peasant  were  all  familiar  to 
him,  and  his  disguise  in  them  was  as  com- 
plete as  disguise  ever  can  be.  The  keen  eye 
either  of  love  or  hate  can  pierce  through  all 
disguises. 

Switzerland  was  all  fatherland  to  him,  as 
much  so  as  his  native  country,  and  the 
county  in  which  Rlversborough  was  situated. 
There  was  no  ignorance  in  him  of  any  little 
town,  or  the  least  known  of  the  Alps,  which 
might  betray  the  stranger.  He  would  never 
need  to  attract  notice  by  aeking  a  question. 
He  had  become  a  member  of  ,'«b^. Alpine 
club  as  soon  as  his  boyish  thewftand  sinews 
were  strong  enough  for-  stiff  atdj-perilous 
climbing. .  He  had  crowed  tbe.-iiiost  diffi- 
cult passes  and  scaled  ac»ne  of  tha.- worst 
peaks.  And  there  had  b«eii  wttbis  bim  that 
passionate  love  of  the  oountry  ctdmoa  to 


the  Swiss,  which  an  English  AJpioewUmber  ifor  none  of  ithe  frozen  snow  had  yet  fallen 


can  never  .feel.  His  motktr's  '"M^*^  filled 
him  with  an  ardent  Qaijte,  BmouUcrisg  at 
times  amid  the  absorbing,  interests  of  his 
somewhat  prominent  place  in  English  life, 
but  every  now  and  thea -breakia^  out  into 
an  irrepressibk  longing  for  the  sight  of  its 
white  mounluns  and  aviit,  strong  streams. 


dangerous  o£  refuges.  He  vouid  be  oer* 
tainly  sought  for  there ;  but  Jhtxt^  ha  could 
most  effectually  conceal  .faim^eU'.':  He  flew 
thither  with  ^s  burden  of  sin  and-sbame. 

Roland  adopted  at  utce  ths  dress  of  a 
decent  artisan  of  .the  Juis — sach  a  man  as 
he  had  known  in  hia  boyhood  as- a  watch- 
maker of  Locle  or  the  Doubs.  For  a  fear 
days  he  stayed  in  Geneva,  lodging  in  such  a 
street  as  a  Locle  artisan  would  have  chosen ; 
but  he  could  not  feel  secure  there,  in  spite 
of  his  own  certainty  that  his  transformation 
was  complete.  A  restless  dread  haunted 
him.  He  knew  well  that  there  are  in  every 
one  little  personal  traits,  tricks  of  gesture, 
and  certain  tones  of  voice  always  ready  to 
betray  us.  It  was  yet  too  early  in  the  year 
for  many  travellers  to  be  journeying  toSwitz- 
erland;  but  already  a  few  straggling  pioneers 
of  the  summer  flight  were  appearing  in  the 
larger  towns,  and  what  would  be  his  fate  if 
any  one  of  them  recognised  him  ?  •  He 
quitted  Geneva,  and  wandered  away  into  the 
mountain  villages. 

It  was  May-time,  and  the  snow-line  was 
still  lingering  low  down  on  the  steep  slopes, 


though  the  Sowers  were  springing  into  life 
up  to  its  very  margin,  seeming  to  drive  it 
higher  and  higher  every  day.  The  High 
Alps  were  still  fast-locked  in  mid-winter, 
and  with  untrodden  wastes  and  plains  of 
snow  lying  all  around  them.  The  deserted 
mountain  farms  and  great  solitary  hotels,  so 
thronged  last  summer,  were  empty.  But  in 
the  valleys  and  the  little  villages  lying  on  ' 
the  warm  southern  slopes,  or  sheltered  by 
predpitous  rocks  ffom  the  bitingwinds,  there 
was  everywhere  a  joyous  stir  of  awakening 
from  the  deep  sleep  of  winter.  The  frozen 
streams  were  thawed  and  ran  bubbling  and 
gurgling  along  their  channels,  turning  water- 
wheeb  and  filling  all  the  quiet  places  with 
their  merryinoise.  t  The  air  itself  was  full  of 
sweet  exhilarations.  In  the  forests  there  was 
the  scent  otstiinng  sap  and  of  the  up-spring- 
ing wild  flmen ;  And  the  rosy  blossoms  of 
the  tender  ;.yo)ia9  larch-trees  shone  like 
jewels  in,  tile  brigkt  sunshine.  The  moun- 
tain-peaks «rer)Md,  gleaming  through  the 
mists  and  dmd^  were  of  dazzling  whiteness. 


from  thev  Aupt  lance-like  summits. 
,1  Joumeyii^  on  foot  from  one  village  to 
another,  Raland  roamed  about  aimlessly, 
yet  as  «ne  hunted,  seeking  for  a  safe  asylum. 
He  bore  hi&itroubled  conscience  and  aching 
heart  -from  one  busy-^ot  to  another,  home- 
sick and  self-exiled.    Oh,  what  a  fool  he 


It  was  at  once  the  safest  and.  the  most  'ted'^cenl    Life  had  been.full  to  the  brim 


for  him  with  gladness  and  prosperity,  and  in 
trying  to  make .  its  cup  ran  over  he  had 
dashed  it  away  from  his  Ups  for  ever. 

His  money  was  not  yet  spent,  for  a  very 
little  went  a  long  way  among  these  simple 
monMltia  vill^es,  and  in  his  manner  of  travel- 
ling. He  had.  not  yet  been  forced  to  try  to 
earn  a  livingrand  he  felt  no  anxiety  for  the 
future.  In  his  boyhood  he  had  learned 
wood-carving,  both  in  Switzerland  and  from 
old  Marlowe,  and  he  had  acquired  con- 
siderable skill  in  the  arL  Some  of  the  panels 
in  his  home  at  Rlversborough  were  the  work- 
manship of  his  own  hands.  It  was  a  craft  to 
turn  to  in  extremity;  but  he  did  not  think 
of  it  yet. 

Labour  of  any  kind  would  have  made  the 
interminable  hours  pass  more  quickly.  The 
carving  of  a  piece  of  wood  might  have  kept 
him  from  torturing  his  own  heart  perpetually; 
but  he  did  not  turn  to  this  slight  solace. 
There  were  times  when  he  sat  for  hours,  for 
a  whole  age,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  in  some 
lonely  spot,  bidden  behind  a  great  rock  or 
half  lost  in  a  forest,  thinking.  And  yet  it 
was  not    thought,  but  a  vague,   mournful 
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longing  and  lemembrancc,  the  past  and  the 
absent  blended  in  dim,  shadowy  reverie,  of 
which  nothJQg  was  clear  but  the  sharp 
anguish  of  having  forfeited  thetn.  There 
was  a.  Garden  of  Eden  still  upon  earth,  and 
he  had  been  dwelling  in  it.  But  he  had 
banished  himself  from  it  by  his  own  folly 
lad  sin,  and  when  he  turned  his  eyes  towards 
It  he  could  see  only  the  "  flaming  brand,  and 
the  gate  with  dreadful  faces  thronged  and 
£eiy  arms."  But  even  Adam  had  his  Eve 
vith  him,  "  to  drop  some  natural  tears,  and 
itipe  them  soon,"     He  was  utterly  alone. 

If  his  thoughts,  so  dazed  and  bewildered 
Dsnally,  became  clear  for  a  little  while,  it 
was  always  Felidia  whose  image  stood  out 
most  distinctly  before  him.  He  had  loved 
her  passiooatdy ;  surely  never  had  any  man 
lov^  a  woman  with  tha  same  intensity — so- 
he  said  to  himjelf.  Even  now  the  very 
crime  he  had  committed  seemed  as  nothing 
lohim,  because  be  had  been  guilty  of  it  for 
her.  His  lore  for  her  covered  its  heinous- 
ness  from  his  eyes.  His  conscience  had 
become  the  blind  and  dumb  slave  of  his 
passion.  So  blind  and  dumb  bad  it  been 
ciut  it  bad  scarcely  stirred'  or  murmured 
uotil  his  sin  was  found  out,  and  it  was 
scarcely  aroused  to  life  even  yet 

Id  a  certain  sense  he  had  been  religious, 
having  been  most  sedulously  trained  in 
religion  from  his  earliest  consciousness.  He 
bad  accepted  the  ordinary  teachings  of  our 
nineteenttvcentuiy  Christianity.  His  place 
in  church,  bedde  his  mother  or  his  wife,  bad 
seldom  been  empty,  aod  several  times  in 
the  year  he  had  knelt  with  them  at  the 
Lord's  table,  and  taken  the  Lord's  Supper, 
f<:eling  himself  distinctly  a  more  religious 
man  than  usual  on  such  occasions.  No 
man  had  ever  heard  him  utter  a  profane  word. 
Dor  had  he  transgressed  any  of  the  outward 
rules  of  a  religious  life.  It  is  true  he  had 
never  made  a  vehement  and  extraordinary 
profession  of  piety,  such  as  some  men  do ; 
hut  there  was  not  a  person  in  Rlversborough 
who  would  not  have  spoken  of  him  as  a 
good  churchman  and  a  Christian.  Whilst 
he  had  been  gradually  appropriating  Mr. 
Clifford's  money  and  the  hard-earned  savings 
of  poorer  men  confided  to  him,  he  had  felt 
no  qualm  of  conscience  in  giving  libe- 
rally 10  many  a  religious  and  philanthropic 
object,  contributing  such  stuns  as  figure  well 
in  a  subscription  list;  though  it  was  gene- 
rally his  wife's  name  that  figured  there.  He 
had  never  taken  up  a  subscription  list  with- 
out glancing  first  for  that  beloved  name,  Mrs. 
Koland  Sefton. 


In  those  days  he  had  never  doubted  that 
he  was  a  Christian.  So  far  as  he  knew,  so 
far  as  words  could  teach  him,  he  was  living 
a  Christian  life.  Did  he  not  beKeve  in  God, 
the  Father  Almighty?  Yes,  as  ftiliy  as  those. 
^D  lived  about  him.  Had  he  not  followed 
Christ?  As  closely  as  the  mass  of  people 
who  call  themselves  Christians.  Nay,  more 
than  most  of  them.  Not  as  much  as  his 
mother  perhaps,  in  her  simple,  devout  faith. 
But  then  religion  is  always  a  difi'erent  thing 
with  women  than  with  men,  a  fairer  and 
more  delicate  thing,  wearing  a  finer  bloom 
and  gloss,  which  does  not  wear  well  in  a 
work-a-day  world  such  as  he  did  battle  in. 
But  if  hi  had  not  lived  a  Chriaton  life,  what 
man  in  Kiversborough  had  done  so,  except  a 
ffew  fartadcs?  - 

But  his  religion  had  been  powerless  to 
keep  him  from  falling  into  stibtld  teinpta^ 
tftms,  and  into  a  criole  so  heinous  in  the 
sight  of  his  fdlow'men,  that  it  was  Only  to  be 
expiated  by  the  k»8  of  character,  the  loss  of 
liberty,  and  the  loss  of  every  honourable 
man's  esteem.  The  web  had  been  closely 
and  ctmoingly  woven,  and  now  he  was  fast 
bound  in  it,  with  no  way  of  escape. 

CHAPTER  X. — LEAVING   RIV£RSBO  ROUGH. 

The  weeks  passed  by  in  Riversborough, 
and  brought  no  satisfactory  conclusion  to  the 
guarded  investigations  of  the  police.  A  close 
search  made  among  Acton's  private  papers 
produced  no  discovery.  His  will  was  among 
them,  leaving  ail  he  had  to  leave,  which  was 
not  much,  to  Felix,  the  son  of  his  friend  and 
employer,  Roland  Sefton.  There  was  no 
mem(»andinn  or  letter  which  could  throw 
any  light  upon  the  transactions,  or  give  any 
clue  to  what  had  been  done  with  Mr.  Clif- 
ford's securities. 

Nor  was  the  watch  kept  over  the  move- 
ments of  the  family  more  successfuL  The 
police  were  cutain  that  no  letter  was  posted 
by  any  member  of  the  household,  which 
could  be  intended  for  the  missing  culprit. 
Even  Phebe  Marlowe's  correspondence  was 
subject  to  their  vigilance.  But  not  a  trace 
could  be  discovered.  He  was  gone  ;  whether 
he  had  fled  to  America,  or  concealed  himself 
nearer  home  on  the  Continent,  no  one  could 
make  a  guess. 

Mr.  Clifford  remained  in  Riversborough, 
and  resumed  his  position  as  head  of  the  firao. 
He  had  returned  with  the  intention  of  doing 
so,  having  heard  abroad  of  the  extravagant 
manner  in  which  his  junior  partner  was  living. 
The  bank,  though  seriously  crippled  in  its 
credit  and  resources,  was  in  no  danger  of 
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insolvency,  and  there  seemed  no  reason  why 
it  should  not  regain  its  former  prosperity,  h 
only  confidence  could  be  restored.  He  had 
reserved  to  himself  the  power  of  taking  in 
another  partner,  if  he  should  deem  it  advis- 
able; and  an  eligible  one  presenting  him- 
self, in  the  person  of  a  Manchester  man 
of  known  wealth,  the  deeds  of  partnership 
were  drawn  up ;  and  the  Old  Bank  was  once 
more  set  up  on  a  firm  basis. 

During  the  time  that  elapsed  while  these 
arrangements  were  being  made,  Felicita  was 
visibly  suffering,  and  f^ng  in  health.  So 
sensitive  bad  she  grown  to  the  dread  of  seeing 
any  one  not  in  the  immediate  circle  of  her 
household,  that  it  became  impossible  to  her 
to  leave  her  home.  The  clear  colourlessness 
of  her  lace  had  taken  on  a  transparency  and 
delicacy  which  did  not  lessen  its  beauty, 
but  added  to  it  an  unearthly  grace.  She  no 
longer  spent  hours  alone  in  her  desecrated 
room — it  had  grown  intolerable  to  her ;  but 
she  sat  speechless,  and  almost  motionless,  in 
the  oriel  window  overlooking  the  garden  and 
the  river ;  and  Felix,  a  child  of  dreamy  and 
sensitive  temperament,  would  sit  hour  after 
hour  at  her  feet,  pressing  his  cheek  against 
her  knee,  or  with  his  upbfted  eyes  gazing  into 
her  face. 

"  Mother,"  he  said  one  day,  when  Roland 
had  been  gone  more  than  a  month,  "how 
long  will  Toy  father  be  away  on  his  journey  ? 
Doesn't  he  ever  write  to  you,  and  send 
messages  to  me?  Grandmamma  says  she 
does  not  know  how  soon  he  will  be  back. 
Do  you  know,  mother?" 

Felidta  looked  down  on  him  with  her 
beautiful  dark  eyes,  which  seemed  larger  and 
sadder  than  of  old,  sending  a  strange  thrill 
through  the  boy's  heart ;  and  for  a  minute 
or  two  she  seemed  uncertain  what  to  say. 

"  I  cannot  tell  you,  Felix,"  she  answered ; 
"  there  are  many  thmgs  in  life  which  children 
cannot  understand.  If  I  told  you  what  was 
true  about  your  father,  your  little  brain  would 
turn  it  into  an  untruth.  You  could  not 
understand  it  if  I  told  you." 

"  But  I  shall  understand  it  some  day,"  he 
said,  lifting  His  head  up  proudly  ;  "  will  you 
tell  me  when  I  am  old  enough,  mother?" 

How  could  she  promise  him  to  do  that? 
This  proud  young  head,  tossed  back  with 
the  expectant  triumph  of  some  day  knowing 
all  that  his  father  and  mother  knew,  must  be 
bowed  down  with  grief  and  shame  then,  as 
hers  was  now.  It  was  a  sad  knowledge  he 
must  inherit.  How  would  she  ever  be  able 
to  tell  him  that  the  fatherwho  had  given  him 
life,  and  whose  name  he  bore,  was  a  criminal, 


a  convict  if  be  was  arrested  and  brought  to 
judgment,  an  outlaw  and  an  exile  if  he  made 
good  his  escape?  Roland  had  never  been 
as  dear  to  her  as  Felix  was.  She  was  one  of 
those  women  who  love  more  deeply  and 
tenderly  as  mothers  than  as  wives.  To  see  that 
bright,  fond  face  of  his  clouded  with  disgrace 
would  be  a  ceaseless  torment  to  her.  There 
would  be  no  suffering  to  compare  with  it. 

"  But  you  will  tell  me  all  about  it  some 
day,  mother,"  urged  the  boy. 

"  If  I  ever  tell  you,"  she  answered, "  it  will 
be  when  you  are  a  man,  and  can  understand 
the  whole  truth.  You  will  never  hear  me 
tell  a  falsehood,  Felix." 

"  I  know  that,  mother,"  he  replied ;  "  but 
oh  !  I  miss  my  father  1  He  used  to  come  to 
my  bedside  at  nights,  and  kiss  me,  and  say 
'God  bless  you.'  I  tried  always  to  keep 
awake  till  he  came ;  but  I  was  asleep  the 
last  time  of  all,  and  missed  him.  Sometimes 
I  feel  firightened,  as  if  he  would  never  come 
again.  But  grandmamma  says  he  is  gone  on 
a  long  journey,  and  will  come  home  some 
day,  only  she  doesn't  know  when.  Phcbe 
cries  when  I  ask  her.  Would  it  be  too  much 
trouble  for  you  to  come  in  at  night  some- 
times, like  my  father  did  ?  "  he  asked  timidly.    I 

"  But  I  am  not  like  your  father,"   she    | 
answered.    "  I  could  not  say '  God  bless  you ' 
in  the  same  way.    You  must  ask  God  your- 
self for  His  blessing." 

For  Felicita's  soul  had  been  thrust  down 
into  the  depths  of  darkness.  Her  eariy  i 
training  had  been  simply  and  solely  for  this 
world ;  how  to  make  life  here  graceful  and 
enjoyable.  She  could  look  back  upou 
none  but  the  vaguest  aspirations  after  some- 
thing higher  in  her  girlhood.  It  had  been  ■ 
almost  like  a  new  revelation  to  her  to  see  her 
mother-in-law's  simple  and  devout  piety,  and 
to  witness  her  husband's  cheerful  and  manly 
profession  of  religion.  This  was  the  punt  in 
his  character  which  had  attracted  her  most, 
and  had  been  most  likely  to  bind  her  to  him. 
Not  his  passionate  love  to  herself;  but  his 
unselfishness  towards  others,  his  apparently 
happy  religion,  his  energetic  interest  in  all 
good  and  charitable  schemes — these  had  re- 
conciled her  more  than  anything  else  to  the 
step  she  had  taken,  the  downward  step,  in 
marrying  him. 

This  unconscious  inffuence  of  Roland's 
life  and  character  had  been  working  secredy 

'  slowly  upon  her  nature  for  several  years. 
They  were  very  young  when  they  were 
larried  ;  and  her  first  feeling  of  resentment 
towards  hct  own  family  for  presdng  on  the 
marriage  had  at  the  outset  somewhat  em- 
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bittered  her  against  her  young  husband. 
But  this  had  gradually  worn  away,  and 
Felicita  bad  never  been  so  near  loving  him 
heartily  and  deeply  as  during  the  last  year  or 
two,  when  it  was  evident  that  his  attachment 
to  her  was  as  loyal  and  as  tender  as  ever. 
He  had  almost  won  hci,  when  he  staked  all 
and  lost  all. 

For  now  she  asked  herself,  what  was  the 
worth  of  all  this  religion,  which  presented 
so  fair  a  tace  to  her  P  She  had  a  delicate 
sense  of  honour  and  truthfulness,  which 
never  permitted  her  to  swerve  into  any  by- 
ways of  expediency  or  convenience.  What 
use  was  Roland's  religion  without  truthful- 
ness and  honour  ?  She  said  to  herselt  that 
there  was  no  excuse  for  him  even  feeling 
tempted  to  deal  with  another  man's  property. 
It  ought  to  hare  been  as  impossible  to  him 
as  it  was  impossible  to  her  to  steal  goods 
bom  a  tradesman's  counter.  Was  it  possible 
to  serve  God — and  Roland  professed  to  ser\'e 
Him — yet  cheat  his  fellow-men  ?  The  service 
of  God  itself  must  then  be  a  vanity — a  mere 
bubble,  like  all  the  other  bubbles  of  life. 

It  had  never  been  her  habit  to  speak  out 
her  thoughts,  even  to  her  husband.  Speech 
seemed  an  inefficient  and  blundering  medium 
oi  communication,  and  she  found  it  easier 
to  write  than  to  talk.  There  was  a  natural 
taciturnity  about  her  which  sealed  hei  lips, 
even  when  her  children  were  prattling  to  her. 
Only  in  writing  could  she  give  expression  to 
the  multitude  of  hei  thoughts  within  her;  and 
her  letters  were  charming,  and  of  exceeding 
interest.  But  in  this  great  crisis  in  her  life 
she  could  not  write.  She  would  sit  for  hours 
vainly  striving  to  arouse  her  languid  brain. 
It  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  lost  this  gift 
abo  in  the  utter  ruin  that  had  overtaken  her. 

Felidta's  white,  silent,  benumbed  grief, 
accepting  the  conviction  of  her  husband's 
guilt  with  no  feminine  contradicting  or  loud 
lamenting,  touched  Mr.  Clifford  with  more 
pity  then  he  felt  for  Madame,  who  bore  her 
son's  mysterious  absence  with  a  more  simple 
and  natural  sorrow.  There  was  something 
initating  to  him  in  the  fact  that  Roland's 
mother  ignored  the  accusation  he  made 
against  him.  But  when  Roland  had  been 
away  three  months,  and  the  police  authorities 
had  given  up  all  expectation  of  discovering 
anythii^  by  watching  his  home  and  family, 
Mr.  Clifiord  felt  that  it  was  time  something 
should  be  arranged  which  would  deliver 
Felidta  from  her  voluntary  imprisonment. 

"Why  do  you  not  go  away?"  he  asked 
her;  "you  cannot  continue  to  live  mewed 
up  here  all  your  days.     If  Roland  should  be 


found,  it  would  be  belter  for  you  not  to  be 
in  Riversborough.  And  I  for  one  have  given  - 
up  the  expectation  that  he  will  be  found ; 
the  only  diance  is  that  he  may  return  and 
give  himself  up.  Go  to  some  place  where 
you  are  not  known.  There  is  Scarborough ; 
take  Madame  and  the  children  there  for 
a  few  months,  and  then  settle  in  I^ndon 
for  the  winter.  Nobody  will  know  you  in 
London." 

"  But  how  can  we  leave  this  house  ?  "  she 
said,  with  a  gleam  of  light  in  her  sad  eyes. 

"  Let  me  eomc  in  just  as  it  is,"  he  answered. 
"  I  will  pay  you  a  good  rent  for  it ;  and 
you  can  take  a  part  of  the  furniture  to 
London,  to  make  your  new  dwelling  there 
more  like  home.  It  would  be  a  great  con- 
venience to  me,  and  it  would  be  the  best 
thing  for  you,  depend  upon  it.  If  Roland 
returns  he  will  never  hve  here  again." 

"  No,  he  could  never  do  that,"  she  said, 
sighing  deeply.  "  Mr.  Clifford,  sometimes  I 
think  he  must  be  dead." 

"  I  have  thought  so  too,"  he  replied 
gravely ;  "  and  if  it  were  so,  it  would  be  the 
salvation  of  you  and  your  children.  There 
would  be  no  public  trial  and  conviction,  and 
though  suspicion  might  always  rest  upon  his 
memory,  he  would  not  be  remembered  for 
long.  Justice  would  be  defrauded;  yet  on 
the  whole  I  should  rejoice  for  your  sake  to 
hear  that  he  was  dead." 

Felidta's  lips  almost  echoed  the  words. 
Her  heart  did  so,  though  it  smote  her  as  she 
recollected  his  passionate  love  for  her.  But 
Mr.  Clifford's  speech  sank  deeply  into  her 
mind,  and  she  brooded  over  it  incessantly. 
Roland's  death  meant  honour  and  fair  fame 
to  her  herself  and  her  children ;  his  life  was 
perpetual  shame  and  contempt  to  them. 

It  was  soon  settled  that  they  must  quit 
Riversborough;  but  though  Felicita  welcomed 
the  change,  and  was  convinced  it  would  be 
the  best  thing  to  do,  Madame  grieved  sorely 
over  leaving  the  only  home  which  had  been 
hers,  except  the  little  manse  in  the  Jura, 
where  her  girlhood  had  passed  swiftly  and 
happily  away.  She  had  brought  with  her 
the  homely,  thrifty  ways  in  which  she  had 
been  trained ;  and  every  spot  in  her  hus- 
band's dwelling  bad  been  taken  under  her 
own  care  and  supen'ision.  Her  affections 
had  rooted  themselves  to  the  place,  and  she 
had  never  dreamed  of  dying  anywhere  else 
than  among  the  familiar  scenes  which  had 
surrounded  her  for  more  than  thirty  years. 
The  change,  too,  could  not  be  made  without 
her  consent,  for  her  marriage  settlement  was 
secured  upon  the  house;  and  hei  husband 
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had  left  to  her  the  right  of  accepting  or 
refusing  a  tenant  To  leave  the  familiar, 
picturesque  old  mansion,  and  to  carry  away 
with  her  only  a  few  of  the  household  trea- 
sures, went  fax  to  break  her  heart. 

"  It  is  where  my  husband  intended  for  me 
to  live  and  die,"  she  moaned  to  Fhebe 
Marlowe  J  "and,  oh,  if  I  go  away  I  can 
never  fant^  I  see  him  sitting  in  his  own 
chair  as  he  used  to  do,  at  the  head  of  tiie 
table,  or  by  the  fire.  I  have  not  altogether 
lost  him,  though  he's  gone,  as  long  as  I  can 
thinic  of  how  he  used  to  come  in  and  go  out 
of  this  room,  always  with  a  smile  for  me. 
But  if  I  go  where  he  never  was,  how  can  I 
think  I  see  him  there  f  And  my  son  will  be 
angry  if  wc  go;  he  will  come  back,  and 
deal  up  all  this  mystery,  and  he  will  think 
we  went  away  because  we  thought  he  had 
done  evil.  Ought  we  not  to  come  home 
again  after  we  have  been  to  Scarboroi^h  ?  " 

"  I  think  Mrs.  Sefton  will  die  if  she  stays 
here,"  said  Phebe.  "  It  is  necessary  for  her 
to  make  this  change ;  and  you'd  rather  go 
with  her  and  the  chil^en  than  live  here  alone 
without  them." 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes ! "  answered  Madame ;  "  I 
cannot  leave  my  Uttle  Felix  and  Hilda,  or 
Felicita:  she  is  my  son's  dear  wife.  But 
he  will  come  home  some  day,  and  we  can 
return  then ;  you  hope  so,  don't  you, 
Phebe  ? " 

"  If  God  pleases  !  "  said  Phebe,  aghing. 

"  In  trudi,  if  God  pleases  1 "  repeated 
Madame. 

When  the  last  hour  came  in  which  Phebe 
could  see  Siiland's  wife,  she  sought  for  her 
in  her  study,  wheire  she  was  choosing  the 
books  to  be  sent  after  her.  In  the  very 
words  in  which  Roland  had  sent  his  mes- 
sage she  delivered  it  to  Felicita.  The  cold, 
sad,  marble-like  face  did  not  change,  though 
her  heart  gave  a.  throb  of  disappointment  and 
anguish  as  the  dread  hope  that  he  was  no 
longer  alive  died  out  of  it. 

"I  will  meet  him  there,"  she  said.  But 
she  asked  Phebe  no  questions,  and  did  not 
tell  her  where  she  was  to  meet  her  husband. 

CHAPTER  XJ. — OLD   MAKLOWE. 

Life  had  put  on  for  Fhebe  a  very  dianged 
aspect.  The  lonely  farmstead  on  the  uplands 
had  been  till  now  a  very  happy  and  tranquil 
home.  She  had  had  no  sorrow  since  her 
mother  died,  when  she  was  eight  years  of  age, 
too  young  to  grieve  very  sorely.  On  the 
Other  hand,  she  was  not  so  young  as  to  re- 
quire a  woman's  care  ;  and  old  Marlowe  had 
made  her  absolute  mistress  of  the  little  home. 


His  wife,  a  prudent,  timid  woman,  had  always 
repressed  his  artistic  tendencies,  preferring 
the  certainty  of  daily  bread  to  ^c  vague 
chances  of  gaining  renown  and  fortune.    Old 
Marlowe,  so  marred  and  imperfect  in   his 
physical  powers,  had  submitted  to  her  shrewd, 
ignorant  authority,  and  earned  bis  living  and 
hers  by  working  on  his  little  farm,  and  going 
out  occasionally  as  a  carpenter.   But  when  she 
was  gone,  and  his  litUe  girl's  eyes  only  were 
watching  him  at  his  work,  and  the  child's  soul 
delighted  in  all  the  beautiful  forms  his  busy 
hands  could  &ishion,  he  gave  up  his  out-door 
toil  and,  with  all  the  pent-up  ardour  oi  the    . 
lost  years,  he  threw  himself  absorbingly  into 
the    pleasant    occupation,  of   the    |ttesenL   I 
Though  be  mourned  faithfully  for  his  wife,    | 
the  woman  who  had  given  to  him  Phebe,    i 
he  felt  happier  and  freer  without  her.  | 

Phebe's  girlhood  also  had  been  both  free    j 
and  happy.    All  the  seasons  had  been  sweet    I 
to  hex :  dear  to  her  was  "  the  summer,  cloth-    j 
ing  the  general  earth  with  greenness,"  and    ' 
the  winter,  when  "the  redbreast  sits  and 
sings    betwixt    the   tuft    of  snow   oa    the 
bare  branch  of  the  mossy  apple-tree."     She 
had  listened  to  "  the  eave-drops  f^ing  in 
the  trances  of  the  blast,"  and   seen    them 
"hang  in  silent  icicles,  quietly  shining  to 
the  quiet  moon."    There  had  been  no  change 
in  nature  unnoticed  or  unbeloved  by  ha. 
The  unbroken  silence  reigning  around  her, 
heightened  by  the  mute  speech  between  her- 
self and  her  father,  which  needed  eyes  only, 
not  lips,   had  grown  so  familiar  as  to  be 
almost  dear  to  her,  in  spite  of  her  strong    | 
delight  in  fellowship  with  others.   The  artistic 
temperament  she  had   inherited  from   her    I 
father,  which  very  early  took  vivid  pleasure    i 
in  expressing  itself  in  colour  as  well  as  in    : 
form,  had  furnished  her  with  an  occupation 
of  which  she  could  never  tire.    As  loag  as 
there  was  light  In  the  sky,  long  after  the  sun 
had  gone  down,  in  the  lingering  twiUghl, 
loath  to  forsake  the  uplands,  she  was  at  her 
canvas  catching  the  soft  grey  tones,  and  dim-    . 
coloured  tints,  and  clearer  masses  of  foliage,    : 
which  only  the  evening  could  show.  i 

To  supply  her  need  of  general  companion-    I 
ship,  there  had  been  so  full  and  satisfying  a    j 
sense  of  friendship  between  hei^lf  and  the 
household  at  the  Old  Bonk  at  Biversborough,    ' 
that  one  day  spent  with  them  gavoher  thought 
for  a  month.    Every  word  uttered  by  Roland 
and  Felicita  was  treasured  up  in  her  memoiy 
and  turned  over  in  her  mind  for  days  after. 
Madame's  simple  and  cheerful  nature  made 
her  almost  like  a  mother  to  the  simple  and 
cheerful  country  girl;  and  Felix  and  Hilda 
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had  been  objects  of  the  deepest  interest  to 
her  from  the  days  of  their  birth.  But  it  was 
Roland,  who  had  known  her  best  and  longest, 
to  whom  she  owed  the  direction  and  cultiva- 
tion of  hei  tastes  and  intellect,  who  had  been 
almost  like  a  god  to  her  in  her  childhood ;  it 
was  he  who  dominated  over  her  simple  heart 
the  most.  He  was  to  Phebe  so  perfect  that 
she  had  never  imagmed  that  there  could  be 
a  6iult  in  him. 

There  is  one  token  to  us  that  we  are  meant 
for  a  higher  and  happier  life  than  this,  in  the 
bet  &at  sorrow  and  sin  always  come  upon  us 
as  a  surprise.  Happy  days  do  not  astonish 
US,  and  the  goodness  of  out  beloved  ones 
awakens  no  amazement.  But  if  a  sorrow 
conies  we  cry  aloud  to  let  our  neighbours 
know  something  untoward  kas  befidlen  us; 
and  if  one  we  love  has  sinned,  we  feel  as  if 
the  heavens  themselves  were  darkened. 

It  was  so  with  Phebe  Marlowe.  All  her 
caithly  luminaries,  the  greater  lights  and  the 
lesser  lights,  were  under  an  eclipse,  and  a 
strange  darkness  had  fallen  upon  her.  For 
the  liist  time  in  her  Ufe  she  found  herself 
brooding  over  the  sin  of  one  who  had  been 
bet  gu^e,  her  dearest  friend,  her  hera 
From  the  time  when  as  a  child  she  had 
teamed  to  look  up  to  him  as  the  paragon  of 
all  perfection,  until  now,  as  a  girl  on  the 
verge  of  womanhood,  she  had  offered  up  to 
bim  a  very  pure  and  maidenly  worship. 
There  was  no  one  else  whom  she  could  love 
as  much ;  for  her  dumb  and  deaf  father  she 
loved  in  quite  adifierent  manner — with  more 
(^  pity  and  compassion  than  of  admiration. 
Roland  too  had  sometimes  talked  with  her, 
especially  whilst  she  was  a  child,  abont  God 
and  Christ ;  and  she  had  regarded  him  as  a 
spiritual  director.  Now  her  guide  was  lost 
in  the  dense  darkness.  There  was  no  sure 
wample  for  her  to  follow. 

She  had  told  her  father  he  would  never 
see  her  smile  again  if  Roland  Scf^on  was 
taken  to  gaoL  There  had  been,  of  course, 
an  implied  promise  in  this,  but  the  promise 
was  broken.  Old  Marlowe  looked  in  vain 
for  the  sweet  and  merry  smiles  that  had  been 
used  to  play  upon  her  face.  She  was  too 
young  and  too  unversed  in  human  nature  to 
blow  how  jealously  her  father  would  watch 
her,  with  inward  curses  on  him  who  had 
wrought  the  change.  When  he  saw  her  stand 
for  an  hour  or  more,  listlessly  gazing  with 
.  troubled,  absent  eyes  across  the  wide-spread- 
ing moor,  with  its  broad  sweep  of  deep-purpled 
bloom,  and  golden  gorse,  and  rich  green 
fem,  yet  taking  no  notice,  nor  hastening  to 
™  tlw  gorgeous  hues  upon  her  canvas  while 


the  summer  lasted,  and  when  he  watched 
her  in  the  long  dusk  of  the  autumn  evenings 
sit  motionless  in  the  chimney  comer  opposite 
to  him,  her  fingers  lying  idly  on  her  lap 
instead  of  busily  prattling  some  merry  non- 
sense to  him,  and  with  a  sad  preoccupation 
in  her  girlish  face,  then  he  felt  that  he  had 
received  his  own  death-blow,  and  had  no 
more  to  live  for. 

The  loss  of  his  hard-earned  money  had 
taken  a  deeper  hold  upon  him  than  a  girl  so 
young  as  Phebe  could  imagine.  For  what  is 
money  to  a  young  nature  but  the  merest 
dross,  compared  with  the  love  and  faith  it 
has  lavished  upon  some  fellow-mortal? 
Whilst  she  was  mourning  over  the  shipwreck 
of  all  her  best  affections,  old  Marlowe  was 
brooding  over  his  six  hundred  pounds.  They 
represented  so  much  to  him — so  many  years 
of  toil  and  austere  self-denial.  He  had 
risen  early,  and  late  taken  rest,  and  eaten  the 
bread  of  carefulness.  His  grief  was  not  all 
ignoble,  for  it  was  for  his  girl  he  grieved 
most ;  his  wonderful  child,  so  much  more 
gifted  than  the  children  ot  other  men,  whom 
nature  had  treated  more  kindly  than  himself, 
men  who  could  hear  and  speak,  but  whose 
daughters  were  only  commonplace  creatures. 
The  money  was  hers,  not  his ,  and  it  was  too 
late  now  for  him  to  make  up  the  heavy  loss. 
The  blow  which  had  deprived  him  of  the 
fruits  of  his  labour  seemed  to  have  incapaci- 
tated him  for  further  work. 

Moreover,  Phebe  was  away  oftcner  than 
usual;  gone  to  the  house  of  the  spoiler.  Nor 
did  she  come  home,  as  she  had  been  wont 
to  do,  with  radiant  eyes,  and  a  soft,  sweet 
smile  coming  and  going,  and  many  a  plea- 
sant piece  of  news  to  tell  off  on  her  nimble 
fingers.  She  returned  with  tear-stained  eye- 
lids and  a  downcast  air,  and  was  often 
altogether  silent  as  to  the  result  ot  the  day's 
absence. 

He  strove,  notwithstanding  a  haunting 
dread  of  &ilure,  to  resume  his  old  occupation. 
Doggedly  every  morning  he  put  on  his  brown 
paper  cap,  and  went  off  to  his  crowded  little 
workshop,  but  with  unequal  footsteps  quite 
unlike  his  former  firm  tread.  But  it  would 
not  do.  He  stood  for  hours  before  his  half- 
shaped  blocks  of  oak,  vrith  birds,  and  leaves, 
and  heads  partly  traced  upon  them ;  but  he 
found  himself  powerless  to  complete  his  own 
designs.  Between  him  and  them  stood  the 
image  of  Phebe,  a  poverty-stricken,  work- 
worn  woman,  toiling  with  her  hands,  in  all 
weathers,  upon  their  three  or  four  barren 
fields,  which  were  now  the  only  property  left 
to  him.     It  had  been  pleasant  to  him  to  see 
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her  milk  the  cows,  and  help  him  to  fetch  in 
the  sheep  from  the  moors  ;  but  until  now  he 
had  been  able  to  pay  for  the  rougher  work  on 
the  farmstead.  His  neighbour,  Samuel  Nixey, 
hid  Jet  his  labourers  do  it  for  him,  since  he 
had  kept  his  own  hands  and  time  for  his 
artistic  pursuit.  £ut  he  could  afford  this  no 
longer,  and  the  thought  of  the  next  winter's 
work  which  lay  before  him  and  Phebe 
harassed  him  terribly. 

"Father,"  she  said  to  him  one  evening, 
after  she  had  been  at  Riversborough,  "  they 
are  all  going  away;  Mrs.  Sefton,  and 
Madame,  and  the  children.  They  are  going 
to  Scarborough,  and  after  that  to  Loudon, 
never  to  come  back.  I  shall  not  see  them 
again." 

"Thank  Godl"  thought  the  dumb  old 
man ;  and  his  eyes  gleamed  brightly  tiom 
under  their  thick  grey  eyebrows.  But  he  did 
not  utter  the  words,  so  much  less  easy  was  it 
for  his  fingers  to  betray  his  thoughts  than  it 
would  have  been  lor  his  lips.  And  Ftaebe  did 
not  guess  them. 

"Is  there  any  news  of  himP"  he  asked. 

"  Not  a  word,"  she  answered.  "  Mr. 
Clifford  has  almost  given  it  up.  He  is  an 
unforgiving  man,  an  awful  man." 

"No,  no;  he  is  a  just  man,"  said  old 
Marlowe;  "he  wants  nothing  but  his  own 
iigain,  like  me ;  and  that  a  scoundrel  should 
not  get  off  scot  free.  I  want  my  money  back ; 
it's  not  money  merely,  but  my  years,  and  my 
brain,  and  my  love  for  thee,  and  my  power 
lo  work ;  that's  what  he  has  robbed  me  ot. 
Let  me  have  my  money  back,  and  I'll  forgive 
him." 

"  Poor  father ! "  said  Phebe  aloud,  with  a 
little  sob.  How  easy  it  seemed  to  bei  to 
forgive  a  wrong  that  could  be  definitely  stated 
at  six  hundred  pounds  1  AU  her  inward  grief 
was  that  Roland  had  fallen ;  he  himself.  If 
by  a  whole  sacrifice  of  herself  she  could  have 
reinstated  him  in  the  place  he  had  forfeited, 
she  would  not  have  hesitated  for  an  instant. 
But  no  sacrifice  she  could  make  would  restore 
him. 

"Does  Mrs.  Scfton  know  what  he  has 
done  ?  "  inquired  her  father. 

She  nodded  only  in  reply. 

"Boes  she  beUeve  him  innocent?"  he 
asked. 

"  No,"  answered  Phebe. 

"And  Madame,  his  mother?"  he  pursued. 

"  No,  no,  no  1  she  cannot  believe  him 
guilty,"   she  replied;  "she  thinks  he  could 
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free  hiniseli,  if  he  would  only  come  home. 
She  is  fai  happier  than  Mrs.  Sefton  or  me.  I 
would  lay  down  my  life  to  have  him  true  and 
honest  and  good  again,  as  he  used  to  be.  I 
feel  as  if  I  was  in  a  miserable  dream." 

They  were  sitting  together  out»de  their 
cottage-door,  with  the  level  rays  of  the  set- 
ting sun  shining  across  the  uplands  upon 
them,  and  the  &esh  air  of  the  evening  breath- 
ing upon  their  faces.  It  was  A  hour  they 
bothloved,  but  neither  of  them  felt  its  beauty 
and  tranquillity  now. 

"Vou  love  him  next  to  me?"  asked  old 
Marlowe, 

"  Next  to  you,  father,"  she  repeated. 

But  the  subtle  jealousy  in  the  father's 
heart  whispered  that  his  daughter  loved  these 
grand  friends  of  hers  more  than  himsell 
What  could  he  ^e  to  her,  deaf  mute  that  he 
was  ?  What  could  he  do  for  her  ?  All  he 
had  done  had  been  swept  away  by  the  wrong- 
doing of  this  fine  gentleman,  for  whom  she 
was  willing  to  lay  down  her  life.  He  looked 
at  her  with  wistful  eyes,  longing  to  hold 
closer,  swifter  communication  with  her  than 
could  be  held  by  their  slow  finger-speech. 
How  could  he  ever  make  her  know  all  the 
love  and  pride  pent  up  in  his  voiceless  heart? 
Phebe,  in  her  girlish,  blind  preoccupation, 
saw  nothing  of  his  eager,  wistful  gaze,  did 
not  even  notice  the  nervous  trembling  of  bis 
stammering  fingers;  and  the  old  man  fell 
thrown  b&ck  upon  himself,  in  more  uttd 
loneliness  ot  spirit  than  his  life  had  ever  ex- 
perienced before.  Yet  he  was  not  so  old  a 
man,  for  he  was  little  over  sixty;  but  his  hard 
life  of  incessant  toil  and  his  isolation  from  his 
fellow-creatures  had  aged  him.  This  bitter 
calamity  added  many  years  to  his  actual  age, 
and  he  began  to  realise  that  his  right  hand 
was  forgetting  its  cunning,  his  eye  for  beauly 
was  growing  dim,  and  his  craft  failing  bim. 
The  long  light  summer  days  kept  him  for  a 
while  fi-om  utter  hopelessness.  But  as  the 
autumn  winds  began  to  moan  and  matter 
round  the  house  be  told  himself  that  his  work 
was  done,  and  that  soon  Phebe  would  be  a 
friendless  and  penniless  orphan. 

"  I  ot^t  not  to  have  let  Roland  Sefton 
go,"  be  thought  to  himself;  "  if  I'd  done  my 
duly  he  would  have  been  paying  for  his  sin 
now,  and  maybe  there  would  have  been  some 
redress  for  us  that  lost  by  him.  None  of  his 
people  will  come  to  poverty  like  my  Phebe. 
I  could  have  held  up  my  head  if  I  had  not 
helped  him  to  escape  from  punishment." 


XA^HAT  life  and  happiness  are  conveyed 
in  sunbeams  !  What  forces  are  locked 
°P  in  them !  Without  them  all  would  be 
darkness  and  death.  These  sunbeams  form 
the  theme  of  many  a  poet's  song,  and  to  the 
most  prosaic  they  are  not  only  beautiful,  but 


ON    SUNBEAMS. 

By  JOHN  A.  BOWER- 

This  brilliant  sun  of  ours  is  not 


wonderful, 

merely  a  light-giver,  but  a  life-giver ;  its  beams 
are,  as  it  were,  messengers  ministering  to  the 
little  wants  and  great  wants  of  every  living 
thing,  be  it  animal  or  vegetable. 
These  varied  and  infinite  wants  can  only 


378 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


be  supplied  by  sunbeams,  and  the  work  of 
sustaining  and  nourishing  both  animal  and 
plant  can  be  performed  by  no  other  means  ; 
and  then,  as  a  glorious  finish  to  the  whole, 
the  joyous  sunbeams  cast  about  them  charm- 
ing beauty  both  in  form  and  colour. 

Astronomers  tell  us  about  the  sun  as  a 
iieavenly  body,  about  its  vast  size,  its  distance 
from  us,  its  atmosphere,  its  photosphere,  how 
it  illuminates  and  warms  other  planets  as 
well  as  OUT  own  litde  eaith;  about  none  of 
these  matters  will  we  inquire  just  now,  but 
will  confine  ourselves  to  phenomena  taking 
place  under  our  very  eyes. 

The  sun  is  indeed  a  wonderful  body,  and 
although  we  have  been  able  to  learn  a  great 
deal  about  it,  much  is  still  yet  mere  con- 
jecture. The  spectroscope  has  revealed 
many  things  respecting  it,  so  that  we  can 
now  say  with  confidence  that  it  contains  sub- 
stances and  combinations  with  which  we  are 


A  vast  field  has  been  opened  by  this  won- 
derful instrument,  and  it  is  now  being  em- 
ployed in  examining  the  curious  sun-spots 
with  a  view  of  determining  what  they  really 
are,  and  how  they  affect  us  climatically  and 
magnetically. 

As  these  beams  speed  along  noiselessly 
and  swiftly,  one  sees  nothing  to  show  that 
each  of  these  straight  hues  of  white  light 
contains  three  separate  and  distinct  forces. 
These  forces,  although  contained  in  one 
beam,  can  be  separated,  sifted  out,  and 
examined  separately.  Ay,  and  Nature  sifts 
them  out,  each  force  doing  its  own  peculiar 
work  "in  wonderful  order," 

The  beams  bathe  all  objects  m  light, 
giving  them  a  dear  distinctness  that  enables 
us  to  distinguish  one  from  another.  These 
sunbeams  penetrate  farther  than  the  surface. 
Let  a  seed  be  buried  in  the  soil,  the  sunbeam 
finds  it  out,  the  seed  enlarges,  springs,  aiid 
grows,  and  soon  shows  itself  aboveground 
under  the  influence  of  the  faity  beam  that 
quickened  it  into  life. 

Again,  these  beams  are  mighty  carriers: 
they  lifi:  from  the  surface  of  the  great  deep 
and  from  every  tiny  pool,  vapour,  invisible 
vapour,  and  Store  it  in  the  atmosphere,  where 
it  is  wafted  along  and  formed  into  clouds, 
where  the  sunbeam  paints  the  rainbow,  and 
fromi  which  the  vapour  falls  to  water  the  earth. 

Still  again,  these  beams  are  most  accurate 
draughtsmen  :  they  give  us,  on  a  chemically 
prepared  plate,  an  exact  portrait  of  our 
friends;  they  depict  scenes  and  picture 
objects   which  we  value  for  a   variety  of 


reasons.  In  the  past,  these  sunbeams  raised 
an  abundant  vegetation,  which  for  ages  has 
been  buried  in  the  earth's  great  storehouse, 
from  which  we  gather  little  by  Utile  both 
light  and  heat,  which  are  imprisoned  there  in 
such  abundance. 

From  these  examples  we  see  how  varied 
is  the  work  of  these  sunbeams ;  so  varied, 
indeed,  that  we  should  hardly  think  they 
could  be  derived  from  the  same  source. 
They  are  full  of  activity,  never  idle,  but  ever 
carrying  life  and  health  on  their  tiny  waves. 

The  sunbeams  and  their  work  have  been 
delightful  themes  for  study  in  allages.  The 
Divine  psalmist  makes  abundant  reference  to 
the  sun ;  Solomon  does  the  same ;  and  in  the 
oldest  of  Scripture  records — the  Book  of  Job 
— much  is  said  to  show  that  in  the  writer's 
Book  of  Nature  this  orb  held  its  true  place. 
The  means  of  studying  the  hidden  forces  of 
these  beams,  either  sepajately  or  collectively, 
were  very  limited  then,  and  none  thought 
of  separating  them,  although  the  psalmist 
mentions  the  "heat  thereof,"  distinguishing 
it  from  its  light. 

Who  but  a  Being  of  infinite  wisdom  and 
goodness  would  have  so  formed  a  sun? 
Every  beam  proclaims  its  Creator,  "God, 
the  life  and  light  of  all  the  wondrous  world 

These  sunbeams  come  to  us  in  tiny  waves 
at  the  rate  of  r90,ooo  miles  per  second 
Yet  they  come  so  noiselessly  and  harmo- 
niously, that  the  eye  is  not  pained  by  the 
reception  of  them. 

^ffe  have  all  read  of  discoveries  of  the 
simple-minded  truth-seeker,  Newton,  who 
showed  us  that  these  colourless  beams  were 
really  combinations  of  seven  colours.  We 
also  know  that  all  objects  derive  their  colour 
from  the  special  way  in  which  their  surfaces 
deal  with  tiie  separate  colours. 

It  is  equally  wonderful  that  bodies  have,  as 
it  were,  ttie  "  selecrive  power  "  of  appropriat- 
ing colour.  All  bodies  absorb  some  colour, 
so  that  the  terms  transparency  and  opacity 
express  merely  a  comparison  of  the  power  of 
various  substances  in  reference  to  this  ab- 
sorption. We  can  see  through  a  glass  of 
water,  hut  not  through  a  thickness  of  thirty 
or  forty  feetj  a  small  portion  of  air  is 
apparently  colourless,  but  the  large  portion 
gives  us  the  blue  sky.  The  various  tints  in 
water  are  due  to  the  fine  solid  particles 
contained  in  it,  for  each  suriace  reflects  and 
absorbs  white  light.  Every  thunder-cloud 
derives  its  blackness  from  the  mixed  mass  of 
air  and  vapour,  both  separately  transparent. 
On   all  sides  the  beautilul^  cxpiesuons  of 
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light  and  shade,  all  the  delightful  tints  and 
colours,  are  results  of  the  work  of  the 
waves  of  the  sunbeam. 

These  waves  of  light  arc,  however,  asso- 
ciated with  heat.  The  plant  cannot  live 
without  its  light,  neither  can  it  grow  without 
its  heat.  On  examining  a  colour  spectnini, 
ve  find  very  little  heat  resides  in  it :  in  fact 
the  greatest  heating  effect  is  really  beyond 
where  it  is  visible,  extendmg  outside  the  red. 
The  heat  rays  are  invisible  rays.  With  an 
ordinary  burning-glass  we  can  set  fire  to  an 
iiflanunable  substance  without  the  usual 
bright  spot  that  accompanies  the  focussing 
ol  light  A  substance  therefore  that  is 
opaque  to  light  need  not  be  opaque  to  heat. 
The  discovery  of  heat  rays  as  distinct  from 
light  rays  was,  we  believe,  due  to  Sir  W. 
Hetschel. 

To  these  dark  rays  of  the  beam  is  due  the 
great  work  of  evaporation.  These  are  the 
rays  that  set  up  currents  in  both  air  and  sea, 
giving  rise  to  winds  and  ocean  streams,  carry- 
ing the  produce  of  one  country  to  the  shores 
of  mother.  These  are  the  dark  messengers  that 
giveushailand  hoar-frost,  dew  and  rain,  ice  and 
snow,  and  that  also  form  the  curtain  of  cloud, 
shielding  many  parts  of  the  earth  from  the 
direct  rays  or  a  too  brilliant  light,  while  ab- 
sorbing a  portion  of  the  too  oppressive  heat. 
The  supply  of  fresh  water  throughout  the 
globe  is  entirely  the  work  of  these  dark  solar 
beams  ;  so  that  we  are  quite  as  dependent  on 
the  invisible  as  on  the  visible  portions  ot  the 
beam.  The  amount  of  vapour  so  raised  in  the 
course  of  twenty-four  hours  is  almost  fabulous 
when  mentionedin  quantity,  yet  inappreciable 
so  far  as  sight  is  concerned.  Wc  cannot 
detect  the  lifting  of  the  vapour,  yet  it  floats 
about  us  on  all  sides. 

The  quantity  of  vapour  raised  is  greatest 
»'here  the  heat  tays  are  most  powerful ;  so 
in  the  tropical  parts  of  the  earth  the  largest 
amount  of  water  is  lifted  and  the  largest 
amount  of  rain  falls. 

It  is  calculated  that  in  a  day  and  night  as 
much  as  three-quarters  of  an  inch  layer  of 
water  is  taken  from  the  surface  of  the  sea 
between  the  tropics.  The  quantity  therefore 
amounts  to  a  layer  of  almost  twenty-three 
feet  per  year,  and  when  we  remember  tliat 
every  cubic  foot  of  water  weighs  sixty-two 
and  a  half  pounds,  we  soon  become  aware 
of  the  enormous  work  required  of  the  heat 
rays  of  the  sunbeam  to  lift  these  millions  of 
toDs  of  water  and  waft  it  away  into  far-off 
legiotis,  to  form  rivers,  lakes,  and  fountains, 
showered  down  from  the  vapour-laden  clouds. 
The  tlurd  force  associated  with  the  light 


and  heat  in  sunbeams  is  of  a  chemical  kind, 
and  nothbg  can  be  exposed  to  sunlight 
without  in  some  way  being  affected  by  it. 
This  is  the  force  that  assists  our  plants  to 
decompose  the  carbonic  acid  so  necessarj' 
for  their  grojvth,  and  enables  them  to  take  the 
carbon  to  themselves  and  set  oxygen  free. 
This  elaborates  their  various  colours,  fresh  in 
spring,  decaying  in  autumn  after  ripening 
their  fruits. 

In  our  colour  spectrum  we  find  the  chemi- 
cal force  greatest  beyond  the  violet  end, 
having  almost  the  same  relation  to  it  that 
heat  has  to  the  red  end.  This  we  call  the 
actinic  ray.  To  this  actinism  the  art  ot 
photography  is  entirely  due,  and  to  show 
historically  the  development  of  this  art  is  to 
show  how  much  we  have  increased  in  our 
knowledge  of  this  actinic  force.  The  first 
recorded  fact  was  that  "horn  silver"  was 
blackened  by  exposure  to  light.  Then  came 
the  art  of  Daguerreotype,  from  which  have 
developed,  step  by  step,  the  exquisite  and 
almost  instantaneous  pictures  of  the  present 
day.  These  actinic  rays  of  the  sunbeam  are 
also  invisible  as  the  heat  rays. 

To  these  chemical  rays  many  changes 
constantly  going  on  in  our  atmosphere,  elec- 
trical and  others,  are  undoubtedly  entirely 
due.  After  these  considerations  we  can  say, 
what  a  complex  beam  is  a  sunbeam  !  Who, 
on  looking  towards  this  glorious  sun  of  ours 
as  it  is  shining  in  the  heavens,  thinks  of  all 
the  benefits  tiiat  he  as  an  individual  derives, 
both  directly  and  indirectly,  from  its  "  bright 
beams  ? " 

Taking  the  amotmt  of  heat  alone,  it  is 
calculated  that  at  the  surface  of  the  sun  itself 
it  would  be  sufficient  to  liquefy  a  layer  of  ice  at 
the  rate  of  2,400  feet  perhour,and  that  it  would 
boi!  70o,ooDmillionsoi  cubic  miles  of  ice-cold 
water  in  one  hour !  Compared  with  coal, 
this  is  equal  to  giving  out  as  much  heat  as 
would  be  produced  by  the  burning  ol  a  layer 
of  coal  seventeen  miles  in  thickness.  Sir 
John  Herschei  wrote  of  the  sun's  rays  years 
ago  (1833)  :  "The  sun's  rays  are  the  ulti- 
mate source  of  almost  every  motion  which 
tplrw  place  on  the  surface  of  the  globe.  By 
its  heat  are  produced  all  winds  and  those 
disturbances  in  the  electric  equilibrium  of 
the  atmosphere  which  give  rise  to  the  phe- 
nomena of  lightning,  and  probably  also  to 
terrestrial  magnetism  and  the  Aurora.  By 
them  the  waters  of  the  sea  are  made  to  cir- 
cuiate  in  vapour,  oceanic  currents  diifuse 
and  transport  matter,  and  even  give  rise  to 
volcanic  activity." 

How  beautifully,  we  have  seen,  each  of 
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these  forces  can  be  manipulated  and  made  to 
tell  its  own  story,  merely  by  turning  a  beam 
of  white  light  out  of  its  course  by  a  triangu- 
lar piece  of  glass  I  The  light  portion,  when 
refracted,  takes  a  central  position  in  the  spec- 
trum, the  heat  portion  is  thrown  only  slightly 
out  of  its  natural  course  by  the  prism,  while 
the  chemical  force  develops  most  strongly  at 
the  opposite  end,  and  the  most  diverted 
from  its  natural  course :  in  other  words, 
luminous  power  occupies  the  centre  of  the 
spectrum,  while  the  invisible  rays  of  chemi- 
cal and  heat  force  reside  at  the  opposite 
extremes.  Light  was  the  first  creation,  and 
light  is  life.  Before  light  all  was  confusion 
and  chaos,  darkness  and  death.  Even  now 
our  winters  remind  us  of  what  would  be  if 
we  were  long  deprived  of  even  one  portion  of 
the  sunbeam — the  heat  portion.   Our 


present  to  us  the  sunbeams  in  endless 
variety  and  gradations — in  fact,  the  seasons 
are  determined  by  the  sunbeams. 

How  near  to  Divine  revelation  sounds  that 
exclamation  of  Plato,  "  Light  is  tmth,  and 
God  is  light  I "  Every  true  student  of  Na- 
ture feels  this,  for  while  he  solicits  truth 
from  every  object  of  his  inquiry,  he  finds  the 
harmony  and  beauty  that  pervade  the  whole 
— this  whole  being  Uie  entire  range  of  Nature 
— point  to  One,  who  not  only  created  matter 
and  force  to  work  together  under  cettaiu 
wise  and  comprehensive  laws,  but  still  pr^ 
serves  and  governs  them  by  His  ever-present 
control,  and  that  the  vastness  of  that  whole 
is  beyond  the  "ken"  of  the  finite  mindot  the 
creature.  From  material  things  may  every  stu- 
dent be  led  to  seek  an  inheritance  in  that  per- 
petual presence  "  where  God  is  indeed  light" 


OUR    LITTLE    DOLLY. 
Vtt«  for  *  btqi  SittI*  ^i^ 
Bt  S.  K.  HUTTON. 
i^UR  little  Dolly  has  ten  toes,  two  feet  with  wee  ptnk  heels ; 

Two  little  legs,  and  two  small  knees  she  rests  on  when  she  kneels; 
Two  little  hands  our  Dolly  has,  and  little  fingers  ten, 
Most  skilful,  yet  most  mischievous — but  darling  little  men. 
And  little  Dolly  has  one  neck,  one  chin,  and  two  round  cheeks} 
One  little  tongue  and  two  red  lips  she  uses  when  she  speaks. 
And  little  Dolly  has  two  ears  and  nice  soft  shining  hair ; 
Only  one  forehead  Dolly  has — a  forehead  broad  and  fair. 
.And  little  Dolly  has  two  eyes ;  she  laughs  with  them  and  weeps ; 
Two  little  lids,  with  lashes  long,  she  closes  when  she  sleeps. 
And  little  Dolly  has  a  head  and  clever  little  brains, 
And  senses,  scattered  all  about  in  useful  little  grains. 
But  little  Dolly  has  a  soul  and  loving  little  heart. 
More  precious  both,  ten  thousand  times,  than  any  other  part. 
And  where  are  they  ?    Nay,  you  know  not    God  keeps  them,  Dolly  dear. 
Pray  Him  to  keep  them  ever  more,  all  bright  and  pure  and  clear. 
And  can  you  tell  me,  little  one,  where  is  God's  home  so  fair? 
Tor  i/iae  your  little  spirit  lives — ^yonr  little  heart  is  /Aere. 
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THE  REVISION  OF  THE  ENGLISH  NEW  TESTAMENT. 

Bt  JOSEPH  ANGUS,  D.D.,  Meubkb  or  the  Revision  Company. 


THIRD     PAPER. — REVISION — ITS   RESULTS    AS 
SEZ:i   IN   THE  GREEK  TEXT. 

THE  first  thing,  probably,  that  will  strike 
the  English  reader  on  looking  into  the 
revised  version  of  the  New  Testament  is  the 
dtered  appearance  of  the  page.  The  numbers 
of  the  chapters  and  verses  remain,  but  they 
aie  all  assigned  to  the  margin,  as  if  they 
were  no  part  of  the  text.  There  are  obvious 
leasons  for  retaining  them,  and  for  retaining 
them  unchanged ;  and  there  arc  even  stronger 
reasonsforputtingthemoutof  the  text.  They 
ire  not  found  in  any  ancient  MS.  They 
help  the  Concordance  and  the  Commentary; 
but  they  sometimes  destroy  the  connection, 
and  they  always  distract  the  thought  and 
impair  tiie  massiveness  of  Scripture  truth. 
The  difference  of  impression  is  not  unlike 
the  difference  between  examining  a  fragment 
of  a  building  and  the  whole  structure,  or  the 
comer  of  some  field  and  the  entire  land- 
scape of  hill  and  dale,  light  and  shade.  The 
reader  must  still  remember  how  precious 
every  Divine  word  is,  how  suggestive  and 
biudiil.  That  lesson  remains,  only  he  is 
now  tai^ht,  for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  the 
solidarity  and  beauty  of  the  whole. 

Nor  will  he  fail  to  note  the  absence  of 
the  headings  of  chapters  and  of  pages,  ex- 
cept that  these  last  give  the  titles  of  the 
books.  These  headings,  again,  form  no  part 
of  the  original  Scriptures.  However  con- 
venient and  helpful  they  may  prove,  it  should 
be  known  that  they  are  human  comments,  and 
that  revisers  of  the  original  text  regard  them 
as  outside  of  their  proper  work. 

The  only  deviation  from  this  beautiful 
simplicity  is  in  the  tides  and  headings  of  the 
Gospels,  and  in  the  titles  of  some  of  the  other 
books.  "7X.;Gi7j^accordingto5.  (or^A  or 
&Ji>i^  Matthew"  is  the  title,  and  S.  Matt. 
is  the  page  heading  of  the  Gospel  written  by 
Matthew ;  and  so  of  the  rest.  "  TAe  Epistle 
of  Paultht  Afoslie  to  the  Romans"  is  the  title 
of  the  Romans'  Epistle,  and  like  titles  are 
prefixed  to  the  rest  of  the  thirteen'  Epistles 
ascribed  to  Paul.  "  The  EpisiUoJ  Paul  to  the 
Hebrews,"  "The  Revelationof.S.  (or  ^/.)  John 
tht  Divine  "  will  be  found  at  the  beginning  of 
these  books  respectively.  In  fact,  none  of 
the  iulic  words  in  these  titles  have  ancient 

^IS.  authority.      They  are  all  of  mediaeval 

origin,  and  they  destroy  the  simp'licity  of  the 

"»ily  text. 


They  are  not  equally  objectionable.  "  The 
Epistle  of  Paul  the  Apostle  "  is  a  title  taken 
from  Paul's  own  statement  in  every  Epistle 
that  bears  his  name,  and  is  attested  by  his 
hand.  ''The  Epistle  o/Eau/to  the  Hebrews," 
on  the  contrary,  is  a  title  the  Epistle  does  not 
claim,  and  it  is  one  that  has  been  questioned 
from  very  early  times.  SI.  John  tAe  Divine 
and  St,  Matthew  give  dignities  to  those 
writers  which  are  equally  due,  though  not 
given,  to  James  and  Peter,  and  the  titles 
seem  to  hare  scriptural  authority.  To  some 
ears  the  dignity  sounds  tawdry  and  human, 
and  it  is  a  dignity,  moreover,  that*  is  the 
common  heritage  of  all  who  are  "  sanctified  " 
in  Christ  Jesus,  and  called  to  be  saints. 

In  the  Preface,  the  revisers  state  that  they 
have  retained  the  conventional  titles,  and  add 
that  those  titles  are  no  part  of  the  original  text. 
This  statement,  however,  though  technically 
accurate,  is  a  little  ambiguous,  as  the  Pauline 
origin  of  the  Romans  and  othersof  his  Epistles 
is  affirmed  by  Paul  himself.  And,  since  the 
Preface  is  not  likely  to  be  published  in  all  the 
editions,  it  would  have  been  better  not  to 
adopt  the  titles  which  our  translators  found 
in  their  text,  and  Erasmus  found  in  the  late 
MSS.  be  used,  but  to  give  in  the  tides,  as  in 
the  text,  the  readm^s  which  are  sanctioned 
by  ancient  manuscript  authorities.  This  is 
the  principle  on  which  the  revisers  have 
acted  in  all  other  cases,  and  simplicity  would 
soon  be  felt  by  common  readers  to  be  the 
truest  reverence. 

This  subject  of  the  titles  and  headings  ts 
one  on  which  the  American  Company  differs,  it 
will  be  seen,  from  the  decision  of  their  English 
brethren.  They  recommend  that  theancient 
manuscript  titles  should  be  used. 

It  is  no  mere  compliment  to  express  our 
warm  admiration  of  the  editions  with  which 
the  University  presses  have  favoured  us. 
The  large  type  will  suit  the  sight  of  the 
aged  and  well-to-do  student ;  the  small  type 
the  pocket  of  the  thrifty.  The  edition  of 
the  received  Greek  text,  with  the  emenda- 
tions made  by  the  revisers  in  foot-notes, 
shows  at  once  the  nature  and  the  extent  of 
the  changes  they  have  made,  TTie  edition 
with  the  corrections  made  in  the  text  itself 
enables  the  reader  at  once  to  compare  the 
revised  version  with  the  Greek.  Both  edi- 
tions are  necessary,  if  we  are  to  examine  and 
estimate  their  work.  In  this  paper  it  is  the 
former — the  common  text  with  corrections 
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at  the  foot  of  the  page — that  will  be  found 
most  helpful.  In  subsequent  papers  we 
shall  get  most  help  from  the  other.  Both 
are  admirable. 

A  rough  estimate  of  the  number  of  textual 
changes  may  startle,  as  it  will  certainly  interest, 
the  reader.  They  amount  in  all  to  over  five 
thousand.  The  proportion  in  each  book  is 
as  follows : — 

Hatthew     .    about  430  I.  and  n.  Thessa- 

Mark      .    .     .    „  640          lanians           about  7S 

Luke      840  I.  aud  II.  Tim.    „      84 

John       .    .    .    „  530  Tit™      .     .     ,    „      as 

Acts       .    ,    .     „  750  Ptulemon    .   ,.     ,.      i] 

'  Romans      .    .     „  150  Hebrews      .    .     „     119 

I.  Corinthians       „  360  Tam«9 66 

n.  Corinthians     „  140  I.  and  H.  PeUr    „  -  109 

GalatUos     ■    -    „  54  L.  II.,IU.  Jolin  „      77 

EpJieslans        ,    „  87  Tude  .     ,    .    .    „      21 

Philippians      .     „  50  Revelation  ,     ,     „    G40 

Colossians        .     „  60 

About  three  thousand  in  the  historica}  books, 

and  two  thousand  in  the  Epistlee  and  Reve- 
lation. The  large  number  in  Revelation  is 
specially  noteworthyj  though  the  changee  are 
not  generally  important. 

Of  these  five  thousand  changes,  probably 
one-half  will  affect  the  English  translation. 
Such,  at  least,  is  the  proportion  in  two 
Epistles  selected  as  specimens.  In  the  first 
of  them,  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews,  the 
textual  changes  amount  to  about  a  hundred 
and  thirty,  of  which  some  fifty-five  find  ex- 
pression in  the  corrected  version.  In  the 
second,  the  Epistle  of  Jude,  the  textual  cor- 
rections amount  to  twenty-one,  in  twelve  of 
which  there  is  a  corresponding  change  in  the 
English  rendering, 

*  The  nature  and  significance,  or  insigni- 
ficance, of  these  changes  wiil  be  readily  seen 
from  the  following  specimens.  The  reader 
will  need  to  examine  the  passages  quoted  in 
their  place  in  the  Epistles  {in  situ),  and  he 
will  note  that  the  words  printed  in  italics  do 
not  represent  a  change  in  the  original  text, 
but  only  another,  and,  in  the  revised  version, 
a  corrected  translation  of  the  same  Greek 


H  these  last  days 


it  the  end  of  these  day) 


A  difference  in  the  Greek  between  ou  and 
tor.  The  authorised  reading  represents  the 
Epistle  as  written  under  the  Christian 
economy ;  the  revised,  as  written  at  the 
close  of  the  Jewish :  a  more  likely  mode  of 
expression — if  the  Temple  was  still  standing 
and  the  old  dispensation  had  not  yet  coin- 
pletely  given  place  to  the  new. 


Aathoriicd.  I 

Heb.  I 
i.  3.  when   he    had    by 

himself  purged  our  { 

f.  8.  a  sceptre  of  right'       and  the  sceptre  of  1^ 

Here,  as  ainatter  of  rendering, "  uprightness " 
is  put  in  place  of  "  righteousness,"  with  this 
result,  that  after  this  change,  "tighteoas- 
ness  "  now  represents  everywhere  in  die  New 
Testament  one  and  the  same  Greek  word. 
Aa  B  nnnent  sbaU  lluy 
■Jso  be  channd. 
I  (Or,  and  they  sIiD 

t  be  changed) 

The  other  four  changes  in  this  chapter 
affect  the  article  or  the  order  of  the  Greet 
words.      These  ■  last   somewhat  change  the 
emphasis,  but  tliey  can  only  be  expressed  bf 
a  paraphrase  or  by  the  tone  of  the  reader- 
iL  14.  ficsh  and  blood.       ]  blood  and  fleth. 
The  revised  text  retains  the  common  order, 
and  puts  the  Greek  o^der  in  the  margin, 
feven)  Je 


iii.  T,  Christ  Jcsns 
9.  >od  proTcd  mo 
ID.  that  gencratiOQ 
iv.  I,  (the  word)  not  be- 
ing     mixed   with 
faith  in  tbeni 
V.  3.  by  reason  hereof 
4.  bat    he   ,thu   is 
called 
ri,  10.  your    work   and 
labonr  of  love 
16.  For  mcB.  venly 
m.  4.  unto  whom  even 
the  palriarcb 
14.  concerning  piiest- 

iT..iicUstifitth 

iii.  z.  and  not  man 
4.  for  if 
4.  there   are  priMts 

II.  his  neighbonn 
e,  io>  v4iich  Mood  only 


bf  proving  me 

this  generation 
they  not  being  uitiki  by 
faith  witb  Ihcm 


concerning  priests 
it  is  witaaitd  of  Mm 


his  fellow -dliio's  , 
bdne  only  (">"'  ""  , 
Ind  drinla  «"1 
divers       watop) 


drinks,  and  divert 
washingit       i^id 
carnal  ordinances 
This  change,  which  makes  the  sense  dear,  is 
owing  to  the  omissirai  of  and,  and  the  change 
of  a  dative  into  a  nominative  case. 
ix.  !<).  of  goats 
z8.  M  Christ 
X.  I.  (it)cannev 


15.  he     (hath)     said 

34.  Of    me     in    my 

34.  knowing  in  your- 
selves tlut  ye  have 

38.  the>«rf 


sacrifices  and  offerinp 

he  hath  said 

on  them   that  WBt  » 

knowing   that  je  I"""' 
selvethave 
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li.  3.  things  vbich  tic 


16.  treaiuna 

Egypt 

di.  1.  u  set  down 
3.  ftgaJait  liiinseir 
7.  If  yecoduTCcbu- 


whatisMt 

eren  coacn 
tTe»um  of  Egypt 

lulh  ut  down 
■gainst  theniBelTes 
It  »  for  chaslcniDg   ;e 
cndored 


ij.  it  13  for  such  discipline  as  children  need 
—a  change  made  by  adding  a  single  letter. 


a.  16.  bii  biitbright 
14.  belter  thingi 
16.  I  thai* 
ll.  rereteoM       Mid 
godlf  fe«r 

6.  I  will   not  fear 


4.  the  only  X-ord  God 

and  OUT  Loii 
J.  Ibis 
II.  ihese  i»  (spots) 

11.  clouds  cairied  abont 
ij.  All    that    are   ua- 

godlf  amoiiE  them 
ti.  of  some  haT«  copi- 

fauimt,  makillj  a 

difference 
tj.  the  on)^  wise  God 

ourScTionr 

15.  Gioty  and  majestj, 
dominion  and 

power,    both    now 


his  own  birthright 
better  (wbat  is  better) 
I  will  make  le  trtmbU 
with  reverence  and  aw* 


I  will  not  fear;   what 


Master    and 


Lor/ 
all  these  things 

these  are  they  who   are 

clouds  catrieil  along 
all  the  nngodly 


the  only  God  oar  Savionr 
throngh  Tenu  Cbiiit 
our  Lord 

Glory,  majesW,  domi- 
nion, and  power, 
before  all  time,  and 
now  and  for  rva-- 


I  venture  to  give  these  connected  speci- 
mens at  lengtb  that  the  reader  may  see  and 
judge  of  the  effect  of  them.  ,  Changes  that 
seem  triml  will  oEtea  be  found  interesting 
uul  suggestive.  Further  thought  wili  show 
that  more  is  meant  thati  meets  the  ear :  mis- 
takes are  corrected  by  them  or  prevented; 
ud  sometimes  the  argument  of  an  entire  pas- 
sage is  modified  by  whatseems  a  merely  verbal 
alteratbn.  In  any  case,  sixty-seven  such 
changes  in  these  three  hundred  and  twenty- 
eight  verses — the  two  Epistles — cannot  be 
regarded  as  revolutionary  or  alarming.  Evi- 
dence compels  us  to  accept  them  if  we  wish 
to  have  the  eaily  text,  and  we  may  accept  them 
without  doubt  or  misgiving. 

TheefTect  of  small  changes  on  the  argument 
and  connection  of  passages  deserves  illustra- 
tion. In  Rom.  ii.  1 7,  the  reading  "  Behold  " 
should  be  "But  if  "—the  effect  of  the  addi- 


tion of  a  single  letter.  "Behold"  may  make 
the  previous  verses  refer  to  Jews.  "But  if" 
makes  the  previous  verses  refer  to  "every 
one  who  judges  "  (see  v.  1),  Jew  or  Gentile ; 
and  the  verses  17 — 39  refer  specifically  to 
Jews.  In  Rom.  ii  13,  the  true  reading  is, 
"  For  not  the  heaicrg  of  a  law  (oot  the  iam) 
are  just  before  God,  but  the  doers  of  a  law 
(not  the  law)  are  justified,"  The  principle 
laid  down  is  universal,  and  not  applicable  to 
Jews  only.  In  iv.  19,  "He  considered  not 
bis  own  body  "  should  be  "  He  considered 
his  own  body  .  .  .  but " — a  change  that 
strengthens  the  force  of  his  example.  He 
looked  at  the  difficulties  but  stilt  beheved. 
In  Rom.  iii,  a8,  "Therefore  we  conclude" 
should  be  "For  we  conclude,"  and  a  consa- 
quence  is  changed  into  a  reason — a  reason 
that  is  itself  a  Scripture  truth.  In  Rom. 
viii.  II,  "through  (or  by)  his  Spirit  that 
dwelieth  in  us,"  is  probably  the  correct  read- 
ing \  but  the  margin,  "  because  of  his  Spirit 
that  dwelieth  in  us,"  has  respectable  support 
In  the  one  case  the  indwelling  Spirit  13  the 
means  of  our  resurrection ;  in  the  other  the 
indwelling  Spirit  is  the  ground  or  reason  for 
it  Sometimes  the  verbal  change  has  deeper 
significance.  In  Rom.  xiv.  .10,  "the  judg- 
ment seat  of  Chiist "  should  rather  be  "  the 
judgment  seat  of  God ; "  and  yet  it  is  of 
Christ,  the  Lord  both  of  the  dead  and  of  the 
living,  the  apostle  is  speaking.  In  2  Cor.  v, 
10,  "  the  judgment  seat  of  Christ "  is  the  un- 
doubted reading.  Hence  Christ  is  God — or, 
the  judgment  seat  of  Christ  is  the  judgment 
seat  of  God  also.  In  these  examples,  which 
are  all  taken  from  one  Epistle,  the  difference, 
if  not  important,  is  instructive. 

Other  corrections  may  seem  more  serious. 
The  Lord's  Prayer  is  an  example.  As  given  in 
the  Gospel  by  Matthew,  the  only  alterations 
in  the  text  are  the  change  of  "  as  we  forgive," 
into  "  as  we  have  forgiven,"  and  the  omission 
of  the  Doxology,  "for  thine  is  the  kingdom 
and  the  power  and  the  glwy  for  ever."  These 
changes  are  sanctioned  by  all  the  critical 
editors ;  and  the  omission  of  the  Doxology  is 
unavoidable,  if  we  are  to  follow  the  MS. 
authority.  The  Alexandrian  MS.  is  defec- 
tive in  this  place,  but  the  verse  is  omitted  by 
BDZH.  In  Luke,  it  is  certainly  not  found. 
It  is  probable  that  the  words  form  the  usual 
liturgical  ending  in  Jewish  prayers.  The 
prayer  as  given  in  Luke  is  shorter,  as  are 
several  other  passages  in  Luke  as  compared 
with  parallel  passages  in  Matthew.  It  is 
simply  "  Father,  hallowed  be  thy  name.  Thy 
kingdom  come.  Give  us  day  by  day  our 
daily  bread.    And  forgive  us  our  sine,  for.wQ. 
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ourselves  also  forgive  every  one  that  is  in- 
debted  to  us.  And  lead  us  not  into  temp- 
tation." The  Alexandrian  MS.  and  a  num- 
ber of  others  following  one  another  give  the 
prayer  as  it  is  found  in  Matthew ;  BLm,  &c., 
give  it  as  above  j  while  Origen  and  Augustinej 
the  representatives  of  the  Eastern  and  Western 
Churches,  comment  on  the  shortness  of  the 
form  in  dieir  copies  of  Luke.  The  shorten- 
ing of  Luke,  if  he  had  given  it  in  the  longer 
form,  is  inexplicable.  The  lengthening  of 
Luke's  text  so  as  to  conform  it  to  Matthew 
is  the  natural  tendency  of  the  scribes. 

Some  readers  will  probably  be  surprised  to 
find  the  last  clause  in  Matthew  rendered 
"  but  deliver  us  from  the  evil  one,"  with  the 
marginal  reading  "  or  from  evil."  And  many 
periiaps  would  be  content  to  make  the  margin 
and  the  text  change  places.  On  the  other 
hand  "  the  evil  one  "  is  the  common  render- 
ing in  the  New  Testament  of  the  adjective 
with  the  article.  See  Matt,  xiii.  19,  38; 
and  especially  i  Johnii.  13, 14;  iii.  i3  ;  v,  18. 
In  two  other  passages  where  there  is  the 
same  ambiguity,  a  genitive  or  dative  case 
of  an  adjective  which  may  be  cither  mascu- 
line or  neuter — Matt  v.  39,  "resist  not  the 
evil  man,"  and  r  John  v.  19,  "lieth  in  the 
evil  one " — the  revisers  have  adopted  the 
same  rendering ;  while  in  a  third  passage, 
Matt.  V.  37,  they  prefer  "cometh  of  evil," 
putting  "  the  evil  one  "  in  the  margin.  On 
the  whole,  if  these  passages  be  examined,  the 
conclusion  will  seem  probable  that  the  revisers 
have  adopted  the  more  likely  rendering. 

A  readmg  in  Luke  ii.  14  will,  perhaps,  cause 
some  regret.  For  "good  will  toward  men," 
the  better-sustained  reading  is  "among  men 
in  whom  he  is  well  pleased."  So  the  oldest 
authorities  read  h*  AB*D,  though  the  com- 
mon text  has  the  support  of  K°  and  B*. 
The  revised  translation  is  paraphrastic  but 
felicitous.  The  change  is  ovring  to  the  ad- 
dition of  a  single  letter. 

In  Mark  iii.  39,  for  "  is  in  danger  of 
eternal  damnation,"  the  best  authorities  read 
"  is  guilty  of  an  eternal  sin." 

The  treatment  of  a  well-known  narrative 
in  John's  Gospel  (vii.  53 — viii.  1 1)  has  interest. 
It  is  inserted  in  the  text,  forms  a  distinct 
paragraph,  and  is  placed  within  brackets  [  ]. 
The  marginal  note  is,  "  Most  of  the  ancient 
authorities  omit  it :  those  which  contain  it 
vary  much  from  each  other."  It  is  found  in  D 
and  in  some  inferior  MSS.,  but  it  is  not  found 
in  ABCN.  Jerome  notes  that  it  was  found  in 
many  MSS.  in  his  time,  and  Augustine  gives  a 
reason  why  some  of  less  robust  faith  kept  it  out 

The  last  verses  of  Mark,  xvi.  9 — 10,  are 
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separated  in  a  similar  way  from  the  context, 
but  without  brackets.  The  marginal  note  is, 
"  The  two  oldest  Greek  MSS.  and  some  other 
authorities  omit "  these  verses.  "  Some  other 
authorities  have  a  different  ending  to  the 
Gospel."  B  and  M  are  the  two  MSS.  that 
omit  the  verses.  ACD  33,  &c,,  contain 
them,  as  do  most  of  the  ancient  versions, 
A  common  opinion  among  scholars  is  that 
they  represent  a  supplement  by  Mark  him- 
self, though  differing  from  his  usual  style, 
intended  to  finish  the  book.  The  eighth  verse 
certainly  does  not  read  hke  a  completion  of 
the  history. 

In  John  V.  4,  the  whole  verse,  "  waiting  for 
the  troubling  of  the  water,"  &c.,  goes  oui- 
It  is  omitted  in  BC*DN  33,  &c.,  though 
found  in  ACL,  &c.  The  MSS.  that  con- 
tain the  verse  vary  a  good  deal  in  their  read- 
ings— an  evidence  against  the  reading  itself. 

In  Acts  XX.  28,  the  revisers  read,  "to  feed 
the  Church  of  God  which  he  hath  purchased 
(made  his  possession)  with  his  own  blood." 

In  I  Tim.  iii.  16,  they  read,  "\Vithoul  con- 
troversy great  is  the  mystery  of  godliness: 
He  who  was  manifested  in  the  flesh,"  &c,  with 
the  margin,  "  some  ancient  authorities  read 
which,"  and  add, "  the  word  God'm  place  aihe 
who  rests  on  no  sufficient  ancient  evidence." 

In  I  John  v.  7 — 8,  they  read  simply,  "For 
there  are  three  that  bear  witness,  the  spirit, 
the  water,  and  the  blood,  and  the  three  agree 
in  one."  They  give  no  marginal  note.  The 
words  omitted  are  not  found  in  ABB  or  in  anf 
Greek  MS,  written  before  the  fifteenth  centur)-. 

An  interesting  naarginal  reading  will  be 
foundon  Johni.  18.  On  the  words  "the  onlv 
begotten  son,"  the  note  says  "many  veiy 
ancient  authorities  read '  God  only  begotten.'" 
This  is  the  reading  ofBC*L33,  and  of  some 
versions,  while  the  text  is  read  by  AC'XA  1 
and  more  versions.  The  two  readings  diffef 
only  in  a  single  letter.  Several  of  ihs 
Fathers  aie  quoted  on  cither  side.  Jrensus 
and  Origen  use  both  forms ;  but  it  is  not  al- 
ways certain  whether  they  are  quoting  Scrip- 
ture or  are  putting  what  they  deem^  Scnp- 
ture  teaching  into  a  striking  epigrammatic 
form.  The  phrase,  in  fact,  seems  more  theo- 
logical than  is  consistent  with  the  simplicity 
of  the  language  of  Scripture. 

Such  are  some  of  the  graver  changes  of 
the  Greek  text :  indeed  I  may  call  thera  the 
gravest  They  have  long  been  knowa  to 
scholars,  and  accepted  by  them.  They  leave 
untouched  the  great  mass  of  Scriptiu^  texts. 
The  nature  of  the  ordinary  changes  may  be 
fairly  judged  of  by  the  specimens  taken  ftom 
the  two  Epistles,  ^  ,.  ,,.  ^,v,v.^ii. 


AND  ITS  INFLUENCE  ON 


Tbs  Wudacfcic  HioslnL 


THE  REFORMATION  IN  GERMANY. 

Bt  E.  NEVILLE- JOHNS. 


TN  calculating  the  forces  which  influence 
I  any  great  movement  in  the  present  day, 
ihe  last  which  would  be  taken  into  account 
viould  he  that  of  street  singing.  So  low  has 
"fallen  m  public  estimation,  that  when  we 
see  the  few  miserable  beggars  who  now  and 
then  parade  our  streets,  disturbing  workers 
by  their  inharmonious  voices,  we  can  scarcely 
Knagine  that  street  singing  was  an  instrument 
hardly  less  powerful  than  preaching  itself,  in 
cringing  about  the  greatest  event  of  modem 
limes.  This  was  partly  due  to  the  fact  that 
'  ^'^  in  Germany  that  this  movement  Erst 
arose. 


The  Germans  have  from  earliest  days 
shown  themselves  to  be  a  music-loving  people, 
and  it  is  not  therefore  surprising  that  song 
should  have  played  a  great  part  in  their 
history.  Interwoven  also  with  their  love  of 
music  is  a  certain  romantic  nature,  which 
shows  itself  in  that  admiration  of  the  noble 
and  heroic,  which  has  given  to  German  poetry 
a  beauty  and  depth  of  sentiment  often  lack- 
ing in  the  French.  And  as  the  Reformation 
in  Germany  was  not,  as  in  England,  begun  by 
the  King  and  aristocracy,  but  sprang  from 
the  people  themselves,  so  we  find  that  the 
amusements  of  the  peopj^  V"?'?  qftpp^p&4-,; 
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mental  in  spreading  the  Reformed  doc- 
No  picture  of  the  Middle  Ages  is  complete 
without  the  figure  ot  the  wandering  minstrel. 
To  the  men  and  women  of  those  tim«s  he 
must  have  filled  the  place  now  taken,  not 
only  by  our  world  of  fiction  and  poetry,  but 
also  by  our  newspapers.  He  is,  however, 
generaUy  placed,  not  among  the  homes  of  the 
pedantry,  but  in  castles  and  amid  lords  and 
ladies ;  his  song- 

"  Was  not  fn 
But  for  bill 

and  among  them  he  has  certainly  the  most 
imposing  appearance. 

Still  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that  the 
people  also  had  their  pleasures,  that  minne- 
singers, though  of  a  humbler  type,  were  wel- 
comed at  wayside  inns  and  among  the  simple 
village  folk,  and  sang  the  old  traditional 

stories  or  volkslieder  which  seem ' 

all  ages  and  tdi  times. 

"And  in  the  night)  of  vintar, 

m™  the  cold  nor^      ■    ■ 
And  Iha  lone  faovlicii 

IlheuduDidthei 
Wten  the  oldot  culc  u  opeoed. 

And  th>  luxMt  lamp  i>  lii ; 
When  Om  cbHeBiti  glow  in  the  imhett. 

And  the  kid  tnnii  on  the  ipil : 
WbcD  Toung  mud  old  in  cirrfe 

Anmnd  th«  fiia-biudi  clou : 
When  Che  KJrls  an  irea>in[  bukcts, 

And  Cbs  lad]  nr*  tkupisg  bam ; 


'■  When  the  good  m 


When  the  good  wibi'i  ihuttle  merrily 
Coei  flajbinE  throarii  the  loom ; 

Vith  weeping  mad  with  laughter 
Still  !■  UiB  itorf  told  "— 


the  story  of  Siegfried  and  of  Hagen,  of  the 
constancy  of  Gudiura,  or  of  other  national 
German  heroes,  whose  names  were  honoured 
chiefly  because  they  lived  in  the — 

"Brave  daji  of  old." 

This  method  of  amusement  lasted  among 
the  people  long  after  it  had  fallen  into  disuse 
among  the  great  folk ;  and  as  the  towns  grew 
and  prospered,  and  the  inhabitants  formed 
themselves  into  guilds  and  companies  for  their 
own  protection,  there  arose  the  institution  of 
the  "  Master  Singers."  "  Versification,  out 
of  fashion  at  the  court  of  princes,  was  now 
patronised  by  ropemakers,  smiths,  bakers, 
potters,  weavers,  wheelwrights,  and  tailors ; 
all  had  their  songs  celebrating  their  various 
mysteries,"  It  thus  very  naturaUy  came  to 
pass  that  street  singing  also  gained  a  promi- 
nence probably  unknown  bisfore,  and  the 
street  singers  became  to  the  humbler  classes 
in  German  towns  and  villages  an  important 
element  of  their  social  life.  Perhaps  the 
favourite  street  singers  were  the  children ; 
and  it  seems  to  have  been  a  common  custom 


for  them  to  parade  the  streets  at  night,  jing- 
log,  as  Luther  did  in  his  own  childhood,  for 
the  sake  of  gaining  a  supper.  At  times  tht 
songs  sung  were  not  very  edifying,  often  thqr 
were  indited  dimply  in  the  glonficadon  rf 
seli-indulgence.  At  other  times  they  had  x 
political  tendency,  or  contained  broad  bints 
against  the  clergy.  "Do  not  the  very  children 
sing  in  the  streets,"  said  Luther,  "those  weP- 
known  lines — 

*"  Of  aU  foul  ipnti  die  earth  aiDond 
ne  roidcat  ipoc  in  Rome  b  foood?'" 

Very  frequently  diey  were  on  religious  topics, 
of  which  this  rough  translation  is  a  speci- 1 


taaty  of  God  and  thfr  deaf  tai 


This  fashion  of  rh3raaii^  and  singing  was  so 
much  in  vogue   that  the  way  in  which  it 
might  be  used  as  a  means  for  teaching  ms 
acknowledged    long    before    Luther's  time. 
"  Now,"    exclaimed    the    friar    Berthold,  i 
popular  preacher  of  the  thirteenth  centurj', 
when  he  wished  to  make  an  impression  on 
the  minds  of  his  hearers,  "if  there  is  anf 
ballad-maker  in    my  congregation,  let  hira   I 
mark  these  words,  and  put  them  into  a  song,   I 
and  let  it  be  short  and  sweet,  and  ring »   j 
prettily  that  the  little  children  may  learn  it 
and  sing  it"  ! 

But  when  Luther  applied  his  match  to  the 
train  of  gunpowder  which  had  been  laid  long 
before,  when  the  great  explosion  came,  and 
everywhere  men  began  to  think  and  to  3J^% 
and  the  Reformers  were  fighting  the  grc»t 
battle  for  the  truth  which  has  won  for  ns  the 
light  and  freedom  we  now  possess,  then  il 
happened  that  this  fashion  of  street  siugi^ 
helped  to  carry  the  gospel  to  many  unletierw 
people,  and  was  the  means  of  greatly  belpi^E 
forward  the  Reformation. 

The  street  singers,  however,  coidd  Ia« 
had  httle  influence  had  the  songs  themselye 
been  lacking.  Fortunately  the  leading  spirt 
of  the  movement  had  an  ardent  low  ot 
music,  and  was  a  true  poet.  Sympathiang 
with  the  people's  love  of  song,  Luthei^to- 
gether  with  some  of  his  friends,  composed,* 
small  book  of  Spiritual  Songs,  and  gave  m 
these  words  his  reasons  for  so  doing: —   ^ 

"  That  it  is  agreeable  to  God  to  5in| 
spiritual  songs  no  Christian  can,  I  consiQ"' 
deny,  because  we  have  not  only  the  example 
of  the  prophets  and  kings  in  old  tiiues  wM 
praised  God  with  singing  anck  Tb^P^°S<  '*"'' 
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verses  and  all  lunds  of  stringed  instruments, 
but  also  such  a  custom,  especially  with 
psalms,  has  been  common  everywhere  in 
Christendom  from  the  beginning ;  and,  there- 
fore, to  make  a  good  commencement,  and  to 
encourage  others  who  can  do  it  better,  I 
Slave  with  some  others  put  together  a  few 
spiritual  songs,  la  order  to  bring  into  fashion 
ie  Holy  Gospel,  which  now  by  God's  grace 
bth  again  arisen.  These  are  also  composed 
for  four  voices,  for  no  other  reason  than  that  I 
wished  that  young  people,  who  ought  to  be 
trained  in  music  and  in  all  good  arts,  should 
bre  something  profitable  to  leam,  instead  of 
love  ballads  and  carnal  songs,  so  that  purity 
ind  pleasure  should  be  united  as  it  is  fit  in 
yomh." 

The  eagerness  with  which  the  German 
p«ple  responded  to  Luther  has  been  thus 
described  by  a  modem  writer :  "  The  delight 
vhich  the  people  h^d  for  centuries  taken  in 
mortal  queens  and  heroes,  and  had  preserved 
in  songs  and  ballads,  was  now  elevated  by 
Ihe  Church  scHigs  to  joy  in  the  heavenly  King, 
the  strong  hero  who  had  conquered  death. 
Worldly  longing  became  heavenly;  the  carnal 
pain  of  passion,  pious  melancholy;  fidelity 
lowards  the  earthly  loved  one,  glorified  laith 
in  the  heavenly  bridegroom  of  Uie  soul.  The 
people's  sOng  waa  sanctified  throng  the 
gospel;  for  ChristtaniCy  never  annihilates 
the  oatuial  gifts  and  powers  of  a  nation  or 
individual,  but  rather  sustains,  fosters,  pcne- , 
liates,  and  hallows.  A  hymn  was  scarcely 
composed  before  it  was  sung  at  all  doors, 
acd  the  people  crowded  round  the  itinerant 
ynger,  and  before  he  had  finished  were  join- 
ing in  the  chorus  with  loud  voices ;  soon  it 
lud  penetrated  into  all  churches  and  booses, 
and  whole  cities  were  won  tor  the  faith  of 
■he  gospel  at  one  blow." 

Various  stories  are  current  among  the 
Gennans  concerning  the  enthusiasm  created 
hy  these  hymns,  and  some  of  them  give  us  a 
curious  insight  into  the  life  of  those  times, 
ind  illustrate  the  way  in  which  street  singing 
helped  on  the  work  of  the  Reformers.  Here, 
for  instance,  is  one  scene.  It  is  a  summer 
day  in  the  year  rs24,  and  in  the  town  of 
Magdeburg  the  townsfolk  are  passing  hither 
and  thither  busy  at  their  accustomed  work. 
But  in  the  market-place  they  linger,  for  there 
stands  an  old  man — by  trade  a  cloth-worker 
—singing : 

"  Ii  IB;  deep  Dsed  I  ay  to  Thee, 


"  Nothtnr  bat  [Tice  can  kidc  mj  iini, 
Bat  Tlioa  ut  lU-Eorciving ; 
For  ID  Thj  >L[ht  no  deed  ii  puro. 

And  in  fajBUfllf  DODfl  ■IcTT  cvi  ; 
AU,  ih  aait  tremble,  enir  nun. 

Sure  for  Th]r  loveinfTi  mercy. 
"Thenlon,  in  Gndl  putm*Cmt, 
Not  in  mj  tioAm  iffiiDCe ; 
On  HiB  iloae  ar  bapei  I  ntt. 

Sale  on  thii  rock  I  (Und  tecon^ 
In  Hii  owa  uroid  ud  proinue  tun, ' 

Wbo  will  not  dkaoffe  nor  turj. 
"  Asd  ihonld  it  lin^eT  throaeh  Iho  sicbt, 

Yat  will  ar  bnart  throafh  God't  owa  aij 

Nffltlm  deipaii  dot  •orrow. 
Tna  bitli  6ini  Him  cu  turret  toni, 
Should  oBce  it  in  tlie  iiririt  bun, 

SetUnc  OS  God*)  Mlntjoo. 

"  How  rreat  lafet  on  liat  mar  be, 

Gud^i  Eiace  tbani  tki  eiceedetb  i 

"■-■anilohdp  ' 


Aad  fiTKel  will  redeem 


wLUj^idon 


This  song  has  not  been  long  published, 
and  it  contains  8  new  doctrine ;  but  both  the 
music  and  the  words  suit  the  spirit  of  the 
hearers.  They  listen  eagerly,  and  many  press 
forward  to  buy  counts  W  the  hymn,  of  which 
the  singer  has  many  with  him. 

But  all  this  is  very  unsatisfactory  to  the 
powers  that  be,  and  soon  orders  are  sent 
from  the  burgomaster  that  the  street  singer  is 
to  be  imprisoned.  .The  people  are  alanned, 
but  by  no  means  cowed,  and  before  night- 
time we  read  that  two-  hundred  of  the 
citizens  have  gone  in  a  body  to  the  town- 
hall  to  demand  his  liberation.  It  was  not 
always  safe  to  stir  the  populace  too  deeply, 
and.  so  we  may  hope  that  in  this  case  the 
petition  was  granted  and  the  old  man  allowed 
to  go  his  way. 

But  those  of  a  higher  class  at  times  took 
comfort  in  the  hymns  of  Luther  and  his 
friends,  and  it  was  by  no  means  uncommon 
for  wealthy  persons  to  order  certain  favourite 
songs  to  be  sung  before  their  doors  every 
week  by  the  schoolboys. 

Matthesius,  the  friend  and  biographer  of 
Luther,  has  related  that  not  far  from  Joach- 
minsthall,  the  town  of  which  he  was  pastor, 
there  dwelt  a  noble  lady  who  had  lain  for 
some  days  in  great  distress  and  pain.  While 
her  attendants  were  anxiously  watching  round 
her,  a.  poor  schoolboy  was  heard  outside 
her  door  singing — perhaps  for  his  supper — 
the  verse — 

"And  ihonld  it  ling^  tbroDgh  the  nighl, 

The  lady  listened  and  repeated — 

"' Yet  win  ar  heart  thtoogh  God'i  own  miebt 
Ndthsr  deapaic  not  lotrow ; ' 

God  sends  us  this  little  boy  to  admonish 
us  that  we  should  not  give  up  waiting  on 
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Him  though  He  tarry  long.  Let  us  again 
cry  to  Him,  trusting  in  His  word.  His  blood. 
His  precious  oath,  and  soon  we  shall  see  His 
help." 

The  women  who  were  with  her  fell  on  their 
knees,  and  before  long  their  prayer  was  turned 
into  praise. 

Another  song,  published  by  Luther  in  the 
same  year  as  the  above,  was  calculated  to 
call  up  less  peaceful  feelings.  In  r523  the 
first  blood  had  been  shed  for  the  Reformed 
Faith,  and  three  young  monks,  Esch,  Voes, 
and  Lambert,  had  been  burnt  at  Brussels  for 
heresy.     They  had  shown  great  courage  and 


constancy  to  the  last,  and  had  declared  ihit  , 
they  would  "  die  for  the  name  of  Jews 
Christ,  and  for  the  truth  of  His  gospel."  lo  ' 
commemorate  the  martyrdom  of  the  i*o  °^  , 
mentioned  of  these  youths,  Luther  compost" 
a  hymn,  or  it  might  rather  be  called  a  '*  | 
gious  ballad. 

A  few  verses  of  Mr.  Massie's  transbliof 
will  give  a  good  idea  of  the  original,  and  it  '^ 
not  difficult  to  imagine  the  effect  they  miis> 
have  produced  when  the  story  they  told  tas 
not  thought  of  as  a  bygone  tale,  but  ihe  «'f 
tion  of  an  actual  fact  which  might  l«  ''^ 
enacted  any  day  in  the^ioids(  Pf.  ft?  "       '   , 
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'Bfitip  of  God  I  bill  would  tell 

Ad  d  iCe"  mT^I  t^l  br^i 

TaHuKlABt  pr«u«  iqdEloTT- 
Al  Bmueli,  in  Ihe  NethR)uidi, 

To  iho*  Uii  nondeii  by  the  lundi 

W^ilb  richulSeavsnlrCmct 
"  On>  Dt  ttacK  TOBtlu  mi  called  Jobs, 

Kick  in  tb^'^i^  ol  (^  wii  oae, 

A  Cbfiatlui  true  bii  brotber. 
Fur  God'i  dui  mml  Iher  >bed  their  b 

And  friMb  tba  woAd  depuIedT 
Like  botd  ud  pioDi  >osi  of  God, 

f lithfol  udlioD-beutad 

Tbej  won  tba  CTOWD  of  matt)' 
"Tm  fitei  were  lit,  the  jonlhi  wns  bio 

Bnt  all  wen  leind  with  woadn, 
Ta  He  than  aet  the  flaaet  ai  naught. 

And  itood  u  itnick  with  tbundei ; 
With  joT  tbej  came  in  aiEbt  of  all. 

And  aus  aloud  God't  praitei. 
The  Sopbiiti'  cannge  waxed  imall 

(M  God'l  almigbly  hngrn. 


Are  beard  thoDffh  dead  tbroucbDiit  all  land* 
Thaii  taatlmoDf  jriTinc, 

And  load  Hnauaahi  linging." 

This  ballad  also  became  very  popular,  and 
IB  echoes  were  soon  heard  in  every  street 

At  times  those  interested  in  the  new 
ladung  themselves  employed  this  fashion  of 
^Dg  for  the  spread  of  the  gospel.  A 
gentleman  named  Bonnesdorf,  who  owned 
land  near  Magdeburg,  nsed  to  spend  much 
time  and  money  in  travelling  throughout  the 
country  distributing  Christian  boolls.  One 
iiy  he  came  to  a  village  which  bore  a  very  ill 
Dame.  He  heard  within  a  tavern  the  sound 
of  music  and  dancing,  and  entering  asked  if 
he  might  be  allowed  to  watch  the  meny- 
iDal:ers.  When  the  dance  was  over,  the 
tentleman  requested  the  musicians  to  play 
»r  hira  an  air  he  might  name.  They  com- 
t'ied;  and  he  chose  a  tune  which  went  to 
the  words  of  a  hymn  composed  by  John 
C«otge  Albinus,  and  beginning  with  this  line : 

"Not  in  aofar  imita  u,  E,ord." 

Then,  kneeling  down,  he  sang  it  himself  to 
the  end.  The  bearers  were  deeply  moved ; 
some  rose  and  left  the  house;  others  knelt 
also  and  joined  in  the  hymn ;  and,  when  be 
stood  up  to  address  them,  listened  attentively 
10  all  he  said.  This  incident  was  the  means 
pf  greatly  infiuencing  for  good  many  persons 
in  that  village. 

The  hymn,  however,  which  seemed  to  make 
'lie  greatest  impression  on  the  German  people 
»as  that  beginning  with  the  words — 

'*  A  itroDf  caatle  La  onr  God." 

Jffls  hymn  was,  it  is  said,,  composed  by 
uilher  during  the  time  when  the  Diet  of 
spites  was  being  held.    From  Germany  it 


soon  spread  to  other  countries,  and  in  1532 
it  was  sung  in  the  church  at  Schveinfurth,  in 
Bavaria,  in  spite  of  the  opposition  of  the 
Catholic  priests.  Soon  the  street  singers  had 
caught  up  the  strain,  and  bands  of  children 
were  heard  singing  it  through  the  streets  at 
night ;  whereupon  we  are  told  "  the  Refor- 
mation was  soon  estabUshed  in  that  town." 
In  1547,  the  year  following  Luther's  death, 
the  town  of  Wittemberg  fell  into  the  enemies' 
hands,  and  Melancthon,  with  his  two  friends, 
Jonas  and  Creutziger,  were  compelled  to  take 
refuge  in  Weimar.  As  they  entered  the  town 
they  were  met  by  a  little  girl  singing — 


He  (antb  o>  bj  Hii  ittong  paw 
The  old  arch  fiend,  1  l.ow,'''"''' 


6b  euth  Ibara  ii  none  like  him." 

"Sing  on,  little  maid,"  exclaimed  Melanc- 
thon. "  You  don't  know  what  famous  people 
you  comfort ! " 

The  influence  of  Luther's  songs,  carried  as 
they  were-from  one  town  to  another  by  the 
street  singers,  was  acknowledged  by  those 
hving  at  the  time. 

"Who  can  doubt,"  says  one  writer,  in 
speaking  of  the  hymn— 


»,Chiiiti 


and  all," 


"  that  by  this  hymn  many  hundreds  of  Chris- 
tians have  been  converted  to  the  faith  of 
Jesus,  who  had  never  before  heard  the  name 
of  Luther;  but  his  noble  and  dear  words 
won  their  hearts  over  to  the  reception  of  the 
truth,  so  that,  in  my  opinion,  the  spiritual 
songs  have  contributed  not  a  little  to  the 
spread  of  the  gospel."  While  Congenius,  a 
Jesuit,  has  said  ;  "The  songs  of  Luther  have 
killed  more  souls  than  his  books  and  words." 

Much  more  could  be  said  in  illustration  of 
this  subject,  and  it  might  be  shown  how  the 
spiritual  songs  of  Paul  Speratus,  Nicholas 
Decius,  Gerhardt,  and  other  friends  and  fol- 
lowers of  Luther,  were  taken  up  and  sung — 
"  not  merely  read,  but  learned  by  heart,  and 
remained  printed  in  the  memories  of  the 
people,  so  that  the  impression  remains  in 
the  present  day." 

When  we  consider  how  means  so  humble 
as  street  singing  hdped  in  the  destruction  of 
the  great  hierarchy  which  it  had  taken  centu- 
ries to  build  up,  we  caonot  forbear  the  reflec- 
tion that  "  the  weak  things  of  the  world 
are  chosen  to  confound  the  things  that  are 
mighty  ; "  and  in  the  case  of  the  little  street 
singers,  the  words  seem  to  have  a  literal 
fulfilment — "  Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and 
sucklings  hast  Thou. prafected  praise."^ 


.j,,e 
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MRS.   ELIZABETH   WELSH. 
31  <!rhnrth  $aUal). 


His  wUe'i  inlerriev  with  James  I.,  when  Welsh  w 


n  bis  duth-bed, 


THE  King  he  wons  at  Hampton  Coutte, 
Whar  Thames  flaws  breid  to  the  sea ; 
The  birdies  they  lilt  their  blithe  spring  sang 
'Mang  the  young  green  leaves  on  the  tree. 

In  his  simmer  parlour  sits  the  King, 
Wi'  a  muckle  tome  on  his  knee ; 

The  sweet  fresh  breeze  turns  ower  the  page 
O'  "  The  Laws  o'  Free  Monarchy." 

He  heeds  na  its  scent  sto'en  frae  violet  beds, 
Nor  the  flichterin'  licht  an'  shade, 

Whar  the  big  elms  bend  ower  the  saft,  green 
grass, 
An'  the  shy  deer  steal  through  the  glade. 

Wi'  finger  close  followin'  its  black  letter, 

Connin'  his  buik  sits  he, 
Wi'  an  angry  frown  upon  his  broo 

An'  the  craw's  feet  aboot  his  ee. 

He  hears  na  the  door  that's  turned  on  its 
hinge, 
He  hears  na  the  page  his  word  j 

But  he  starts  as  it  shuts,  an'  claps  his  han' 
Whar  hiogs  at  his  side  his  sword. 

"  Odds  wounds  I "  quo'  he,  as  his  eyea  he 
raised, 

"  An'  wha  the  deil  may  be  ye  ?  " 
Afore  him  there  Stan's  a  comely  dame, 

Drappin'  a  law  curtsey. 


"  Tlie  wife  o'  Mister  John  Welsh,  my  hege, 
By  leave  o'  your  courtesy,  , 

Wha  prayed  for  speech  wi'  the  King  his  gract  | 
By  my  Lord  o'  Ochiltree." 

"Sit  ye  doon,  at  ye  doon,  gude  dime,* 
quoth  the  King ; 

"  An'  what  may  your  will  be  wi'  me?" 
"  His  ain  hill  air  for  a  dying  man,   . 

By  the  grace  o'  your  majesty. 

"  Mister  Welsh  he  has  tholed  fu'  saiteea 
year 

The  alien's  iar  countree. 
An'  he  asks  but  in  his  ain  Scotland 

To  lay  him  doon  an'  dee. 

"  Sma'  fushion  there^  noo  in  his  wasted  ann, 

To  shake  it  at  Prelacy, 
But  mang  kith  and  kin  his  weary  banes 

He  wad  lay  by  your  clemency." 

The  frown  it  cam'  back  to  the  King  his  bioo. 

"  What  odds  whar  dead  men  are  laid  ? 
Or  whar  will  ye  fin'  in  our  grey  Scotland 

Ocht  like  yon  bonny  glade? 

"Your  gudeman  may  tak'  his  pleasurin'  boe 

Frae  mom  till  even-sang, 
An'  *ay  that  he's  here  by  King  Jams  ^ 
word, 

Gin  ony  waij,  ^pf^hlB  I'^S^',  v 
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"  The  sun  it  shone  fa'  fair  in  France, 

An'  bonnily  lies  Rochelle; 
But  h>s  heart  it  broke  for  the  Castle  Rock 

An'  auld  grey  Salisbury  FeD, 

"An'  the  cry  o'  the  moorcock  frae  the  moss, 
An'  the  glint  o'  the  bsather  bell, 

An'  the  win'  that  blaws  frac  the  bauld  hill- 
top, 
\Vhai  the  gowden  eagles  dwell. 

"  The  Thames  it  flaws  breid  by  Hampton 
Courte 

An'  its  sunny  glades  fu'  fair; 
But  he's  dyin'  o'  thirst  for  ae  iMg,  lang  whiff 

0'  the  Stewarton's  callei  air." 

"Sae  Mr.  John  Welsh  is   your    man,  lair 
dame; 
An'  wha  micht  your  faither  be  ? 
My  troth,  but  they  preachers  they  ken  tu' 
well 
A  comely  dame  when  they  see  I " 

"They  ca'd  my  faither  John  Knox,"  she  said, 

Wi'  a  lightenin'  intil  her  ee. 
"John  Knox  an'  Welsh!     The  dei]  ne'er 
made 

Sic  a  match  as  that ! "  quo'  he. 

"It's  like  you're  richt,   sir,"  she  answered 

"  For  his  counsel  we  didna  spcer." 
"And  how  mony  lads  an'  lasses,  gude  dame. 
Did  John  Knox,  your  faither,  rear  ?  " 

"He  left  but  three  lasses,  sae  please  your 
grace." 

"  Noo  Guid  be  thankit  therefore ; 
For  an  they  had  been  three  lads,"  he  said, 

"  My  three  kingdoms'  peace  were  ower  I " 

"  My  lord,  ye  will  gie,  by  your  kingly  grace, 

My  gudeman  his  na^ve  air  ?  " 
"Gie  him  the  deil!"  quoth  the  King  wi'  a 

She  up  on  her  feet  then  an'  there. 


"  Gie  that  to  your  hungry  courtiers,  my  lord," 

Quo'  she,  an'  wi'  curtsey  law 
She's  turned  on  her  heel  to  gang  her  way 

Frae  King  an'  court  an'  a'. 

"  Hoot, '  toot,  gudewife !  sit  ye  doon,  sit  ye 
doon; 
Twas  nocht  but  a  foolin'  saw. 
Gin  the  bishops  to  heed  ye  can  win  your 
gudeman. 
He  may  aff  to  the  Stewarton  or  daw." 

She's  turned  her  an'  up  wi'  her  apron  noo, 
An'  a  flash  in  hei  een  sae  clear. 

"  My  lord,  or  ever  I  speak  that  word, 
I'll  kep  his  dead  head  here." 

She  has  left  King  Jimmie  an'  Hampton  Courte, 
An'  hame  to  her  gudeman  gaes  she. 

Tlie  King  be  Stan's  fldgin'  and  fldgetin'  sair 
Ower  "  The  Laws  o'  Free  Monarchy." 

He  fechts  an'  he  fidgets  amang  the  leaves, 

An'  syne  for  his  page  ca's  he. 
"  Gae  fetch  me  yon  prood  cailine  cousin,"  he 
said, 

"  My  Lord  o'  Ochiltree. 

"  Gin  Welsh  be  a  dyin'  man  this  day. 
We  may  giant  the  tane  half  o'  his  will, 

— Gae  tell  your  cousin,  my  lord,"  he  said, 
"  He  can  preach  till  he's  preached  his  fill." 

The  licht  it  flashed  up  in  the  dimmin'  ee. 
When  John  Welsh  heard  the  King  his  word, 

An'  he's  dragged  his  senseless  limbs  ance  mair 
To  the  pulpit  to  speak  for  his  Lord. 

Richt  lang  an'  earnestly  he's  told 

His  message  frae  the  King, 
An'  syne  he's  closed  his  cliamber's  door  ~ 

An'  bis  life's  reckoning. 

She's  laid  him  in  the  green,  green  mould. 

Far  from  baith  kith  an'  kin ; 
But  a  goodlier  than  his  ain  Scot's  land 

Has  opened  an'  let  him  in. 

JEANIE  UORISON. 
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THE  MOON. 


"  Tbe  eloi?  o'  God  in  Uu  &«  of  Jctoi." 

OUT  of  a.  silent,  tomb-like  sea, 
The  moon  arose  and  sang  to  me, 
As  the  angels  sang  o'er  the  shepherds'  plain, 
And  the  love  of  God  seemed  fresh  again, 
-  While  on  my  day-buraed  heart  and  brain 
There  fell  a  quiet  Eden  rain, 
Which  washed  away  the  dust  and  pain 

Of  bygone  life. 
Then  earth,  which  through  the  sun-lit  day 
Had  seemed  from  heaven  so  far  away, 

At  once  seemed  near ; 
And  on  my  fresh-awakened  eyes. 
Out  of  the  dark  and  frowning  skies. 
Sweet  visions  fell  and  glad  surprise. 
And  thus  and  thus  ray  thoughts  would  run  ,- 
'Tis  the  self-same  light 
That  ruled  the  day. 
Whose  softened  ray 
Would  rule  the  night — 
The  light  of  the  banished  sun  1 


So  to  our  night  of  sin  and  woe. 
That  bitterest  night  which  mortals  know — 
Putting  a  brighter  sun  to  flight — 
Deep  and  starless,  infinite, 
That  brighter  sun  it  is  returns. 
In  milder  splendour  still  He  bums. 
Who  niled  the  day 
With  softened  ray, 

Would  rule  the  night —  ■ 
He  cannot  go  away. 
He  gave  thee,  lowly,  pensive  face ! 
■  To  image  His  redeeming  grace, 
Alas  I  that  we  should  see  the  sight. 
Yet  see  alone  a  mystic  light, 
While  reading  not  the  writing  bright 
That  heaven  so  luminous  doth  write — 
"  Creatures  of  sin,  children  of  night, 
"  The  love  of  God  still  gives  you  light  1 " 


Shine  OD,  round  moon  1  be  thou  unfurled. 

His  banner  to  a  fallen  worid ; 

Banish  all  thoughts  that  make  men  sad, 

Waken  the  thoughts  that  make  men  glad. 

Thou  ruler  of  the  night,  go  tell 

That  God  still  loves  His  creatures  well. 


MARY   HARRISCX. 
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YOUNG  RUBENS. 


CHAPTZR  I. — THE    ?ACB. 

THERE  are  few  continental  tourists  who 
have  not  visited  Antwerp,  fewer 
who  leave  it  withput  a  knowledge  oi  adn 
tion  for  what  it  holds  in  its  keeping;  young 
and  old  are  the  richer  for  that  knowledge. 
As  we  leave  its  Cathedral  our  hearts  are  raised 
in  mute  thanksgivings  to  God  for  the  love 
•hich  has  created  such  beauty  and  grandeur 
of  design.  Who  that  has  visited  Antwerp 
Cathedral  can  forget  the  works  of  Rubens  ? 

It  is  of  Rubens'  boyish  days  we  are  now 
going  to  speak,  days  long  gone  by,  days  in 
which  all  tiiat  was  picturesque  still  predomi- 
oated  in  the  good  burgher  city  of  Flanders. 

It  was  in  the  year  1591,  in  one  of  the 
principal  streets  of  Antwerp,  the  eyes  all  at 
once  fell  upon  a  stately  Gothic  palace ;  all 
■^tverp  knew  it  as  the  dwelling  of  the  love- 
liest lady,  the  fair  Countess  Lalaiae.  French 
by  birth,  she  had,  when  yet  almost  a  child, 
married  Count  Lalaine.  Old  he  was  and  for- 
bidding, but  his  child-wife  had  accepted  his 
name  and  protection  because  she  was  an 
orphan  and  very  poor.  For  ten  long  years 
she  suffered  the  sharpness  of  being  an  un- 
ioTing  wife,  to  a  man  who  had  no  sympathy 
nth  her,  no  pity  for  her  girlish  mistakes. 
Death  at  last  freed  Countess  Lalaine  from 
'ioi  well-nigh  unbearable  yoke;  then  she 
began  to  enjoy  life;  not  perhaps  to  enjoy  it 
in  its  truest  and  noblest  fashion,  but  in  the 
iray  she  had  teamt  to  look  upon  as  enjoy- 
"WDt,  By  the  Count's  will  his  wife  inherited 
a  splendid  abode  in  the  Scheldestrasse ;  it 
■as  3  house  worthy  ot  being  decorated  and 
hiraished  with  all  that  was  rich  and  rare,  and 
now  that  she  was  free  to  follow  her  own 
taste,  decorators  from  all  parts  were  sent  for, 
•ho  lavished  designs  and  fancy  on  this  shrine, 
in  which  the  lovely  Cecile  only  now  felt  con- 
tented to  be  placed.  No  one  could  deny 
that  she  was  worthy  to  be  the  presiding  god- 
dess of  this  fairy-like  abode,  so  beautifiil  and 
munificent. 

Many  of  us  have  seen  portraits  from  the 
hinds  of  Dutch  paioters,  representing  lovely 
suid  very  often  unlovely  Dutch  and  Flemish 
dames,  in  all  their  magnificence  of  stifi"  bro- 
cade, costly  laces,  and  rare  pearls.  The 
beautiful  Countess  Cecile  Lalaine  was  cer- 
tainly worthy  of  being  handed  down  to  us, 
"or  peerless  she  was  at  the  date  of  our  story  ; 
*ery  lovely  she  was  to  behold,  with  soft  brown 
*''?'  <^estnut  hair,  blooming  complexion. 


loving  and  affectionate  now  that  she  felt  so 
happy  and  free  ;  her  friends  and  her  servants 
worshipped  her.  No  one  was  so  fair,  none 
so  lavish  with  kind  words — and,  to  do  her 
justice,  kind  deeds  always  followed  her  fair 
words ;  far  and  near  people  spoke  of  the  be- 
witching, generous  Countess  Lalaine. 

Now  the  Countess  had,  as  most  women, 
her  fancies  and  her  likings ;  hers  were  not 
few,  but  her  greatest  hobby  was  to  have 
handsome  little  pages.  There  were  four  of 
these  lads  in  her  household,  boys  of  good 
family,  who  were  delighted  to  enrol  them- 
selves in  the  retinue  of  the  beautiful  Countess ; 
but  we  must  confess  that  the  lovely  widow 
was  somewhat  fastidious.  She  would  allow 
nothing  plain,  not  even  in  poor  human 
nature,  to  come  nigh ;  her  guests,  men  and 
women,  must  be  the  stateliest  and  the  fairest. 
I  verily  believe  that  if  Goethe  had  been  guilty 
of  freckles  she  would  have  had  him  driven 
from  her  presence  had  he  belonged  to  her 
days ;  this  fastidiousness  was  very  trying 
to  some  of  her  household,  and  from  time  to 
time  produced  even  "  scenes." 

A  page's  life  in  Cecile's  service  was  a  sum- 
mer existence.  Very  beautiful  little  butterflies 
they  were,  flying  hither  and  thither  at  the 
bidding  of  their  mistress;  but  these  butterflies 
were  human.  One  day  the  major  domo  of 
the  establishment  came  with  dismay  to  in- 
form her  ladyship  that  a  wart  was  appearing 
upon  the  face  of  one  of  her  little  favourites ; 
the  physician  was  at  once  called  in,  and  the 
little  offender  dared  not  appear  until  the  wart 
was  entirely  removed.  But  alas  1  not  very  long 
after,  another  wart  appeared,  much  larger 
than  the  first.  His  mistress  unexpectedly 
catching  sight  of  this  fresh  misfortune  fainted, 
and,  needless  to  say,  the  aggressor  was  dis- 
missed. Great  excitement  arose  then  in  those 
families  who  had  lads  from  ten  to  fineen; 
countless  were  the  offers  of  pages  to  the  Coun- 
tess, numberless  the  interviews.  Without  avail, 
however,  this  time,  as  it  seemed ;  evidently 
the  race  was  degenerating,  there  was  no  face 
striking  enough  to  please  the  lovely  Cecile, 
no,  not  at  all  worthy  of  the  position  of  page 
to  Countess  Lalaine — at  last  she  even  refused 
to  see  candidates. 

Notwithstanding  this  refusal,  one  mother 
succeeded  in  making  her  way  into  the  pre- 
sence of  the  Countess,  bringing  with  her  her 
little  son. 

Cecile  was  at  once  touched  by  the  deep 
sorrow  and  patience  imprinted  on  the  mother^ 


394 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


face;  by  her  dress  she  recognised  her  as  a 
widow,  and  the  quiet  dignity  with  which  the 
woman  entered  this  gorgeous  apartment 
at  once  recognised  by  the  Countess  standing 
up  and  asking  her  visitor  to  be  seated ;  the 
wornan,  however,  remained  standing,  and  as 
she  approached  the  Countess,  she  laid  her 
white  hand  on  her  boy's  shoulder. 
■     The  child's  face  was  wonderful  in  its  deep 

spiritual  beauty.    His   eyes such  eyes 

she  had  never  seen  before ;  they  seemed  to 
pierce  inio  another  world.  It  was  as  if  an 
angel  had  come  down  from  heaven  and  stood 
there  before  her ;  only  the  little  mouth,  the 
rosy  lips  told  that  the  httie  one  belonged  to 
earth,  and  that  he,  too,  would  have  to 
Struggle  and  to  suffer. 

The  widow  then  made  the  request  that 
her  boy  might  enter  the  Countess's  service, 
and  this  request  was  at  once  granted,  almost 
with  greediness.  His  mother's  face  lighted 
up  with  a  beautiful  ray  of  gratitude,  and 
for  a  moment  the  child  sympathized  with  his 
mother's  happiness.  Then  he  looked  earnest 
and  sad  again ;  for  did  not  his  acceptance  as 
page  leave  bis  beloved  mother  alone  and  him 
amongst  strangers  ? 

The  happy  Countess,  perceiving  the  struggle, 
sighed  for  both,  but  broke  the  silence  by  say- 


"  Oh  no,  no ;  I  must  first  take  leave  of 
my  mother." 

"  Will  this  be  your  first  separation  ?  " 

"  The  first  for  so  long.  If  you  had  not 
accepted  me,  I  would  have  gone  to  Amster- 
dam with  her,  and  become  a  merchant" 

"  How  old  are  you  ?  " 

"  Not  quite  fourteen." 

"  Where  did  you  lose  your  father  ?  " 

"  At  Cologne.  He  fled  from  the  troubles 
in  Brabant,  and  I  was  bom  at  Cologne." 

"  If  you  really  wish  to  remain  with  me, 
you  will  find  a  mother  in  me." 

The  boy  darted  a  glance  towards  his 
mother;  he  did  not  answer,  and  drew  him- 
self up  erectly ;  but  the  lad's  fancied  manli- 
ness only  lasted  one  moment.  He  attempted 
to  hide  his  tears  in  vain,  and  completely 
broke  down. 

The  relation  in  which  mother  and  son 
stood  was  unusually  touching.  They  had 
been  all  in  all  to  each  other,  and  their 
parting  would  be  more  than  painful. 

Marie  and  Peter  Rubens  had  been  but  a 
few  months  married,  with  every  prospect  of 


domestic  happiness,  when  the  political  dis- 
turbances of  Brabant  drove  them  to  Ger- 
many. Peter  Rubens  was  remarkable  for  his 
great  personal  beauty.  He  had  held  the 
coveted  position  of  alderman  in  Antwerp,  and 
deeply  he  felt  the  bitterness  of  exile.  Un- 
happily he  was  not  satisfied  with  the  devo- 
tion of  his  true-hearted  wife,  but  strove  to 
forget  his  hardship  in  amusements  and  extra- 
vagance. He  was  much  petted  and  patro- 
nised by  the  German  nobles  and  their  stately 
dames,  and  one  day  the  hapless  Marie  found 
herself  worse  than  a  widow.  Her  husband 
had  forsaken  her.  Bitter  was  his  punish- 
ment. The  nobleman  in  whose  house 
Rubens  had  made  himself  a  home  found 
him  a  false  friend,  and  with  but  scant  cere- 
mony sent  him  to  repent  his  sins  in  the 
fortress  of  Liegen. 

Marie  Rubens  had  no  sooner  heard  of  the 
punishment  which  had  befallen  her  husband 
than  she  set  out  for  Liegen,  heavy-hearted, 
but  still  rejoicing  in  being  able  to  comfort 
the  man  who  was  her  husband,  though  he 
had  deeply  wronged  her.  Alter  many  prayers 
she  had  succeeded  in  obtaining  permission 
for  herself  and  child  to  share  her  husband's 
imprisonment. 

The  young  Rubens  grew  up  in  the  shadow 
of  prison  w^ls,  and  his  ears  were  attuned 
to  the  sound  of  gaolers'  keys.  His  father 
was  no  patient  prisoner,  and  the  little  one 
soon  learned,  with  the  unerring  instinct  trf 
childhood,  who  was  the  real  suiterer  during 
those  long  and  darksome  years.  With  his 
whole  heart  he  clung  to  his  patient,  beauti- 
ful mother;  from  her  he  learned  to  he  gentle 
and  patient  towards  that  weak  and  morose 
father.  At  last  a  fatal  illness  released  Rubens 
from  prison ;  he  then  went  to  Cologne  with 
his  faithful  wife  and  little  son.  Paul  was 
sent  to  school,  where  he  developed  with  a 
rapidity  rare  with  boys  of  that  tender  age- 
When  his  father  died  at  last,  afier  long  suffer- 
ing, he  had  attained  his  thirteenth  year. 

Paul  and  his  mother  found  themselves 
very  poor  on  the  death  of  the  father,  whose 
long  illness  had  left  but  very  little  for  widow 
and  child.  It  was  Paul  himself  who  sug- 
gested that  he  must  work  now.  His  uncle, 
his  father's  brother,  a  rich  merchant  w 
Amsterdam,  had  offered  to  educate  him,  and 
to  take  him  into  his  office;  but  Marie  knew 
her  boy's  ambition  and  longing  too  well  10 
accept  the  kindly  offer.  Mother  and  son 
resolved  to  go  to  Antwerp,  where  the  widow 
hoped  to  recover  a  large  debt  owing  to  her 
husband;  but,  alas  I  she  was  deceived  in 
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bee  hopes,  and  reduced  to  almost  a  penni- 
less conditioD.  It  was  then  she  heard  that 
the  Countess  Lalaine  was  looking  out  for  a 
page ;  the  lad  must  be  handsome  and  of 
good  family,  and  would  be  carefully  and 
generously  treated.  The  poor  mother  went 
to  offer  her  child,  and,  as  we  have  seen,  the 
lovely  Cecile  accepted  the  offer. 

The  parting  between  mother  and  son  was 
veiy  sorrowful.  Before  separating,  the  widow 
hung  a  small  silver  cnici^x  round  her  boy's 
neck,  and  her  last  trembling  words  were — 
"Remember  Him  who  suffered  for  us  all, 
ud  be  comforted." 

*  *  *  *  • 

It  was  impossible  to  be  in  the  palace  of 
lalaine  without  being  swept  into  the  vortex 
of  gaiety ;  party  and  dance  succeeded  each 
other  without  a  pause ;  each  one  in  this 
buse  seemed  to  laugh  and  feast  life  away, 
md  the  handsome  pages  were  foremost  in 
every  amusement.  These  boys  were  power- 
less To  resist  the  wave  of  dissipation.  Paul 
Rubens  believed  himself  to  be  in  fairy-land, 
md  he  drained  the  cup  of  delight  to^the 
dregs.  He  was  the  most  beautiful  of'  all 
the  pages,  and  was  petted  and  flattered  by 
mistress,  guests,  and  servants.  But  his  de- 
light did  not  last  long.  Paul  began  to  feel 
and  to  realise  in  a  very  short  time  the  bitter 
tmth  of  being  alone ;  he  began  to  mourn  for 
iAs  absent  mother ;  his  eyes  lost  their  sun- 
shine, his  step  grew  languid,  his  manner 
listless.  His  companions  sneered  at  him, 
but  without  avail.  He  was  always  gentle, 
but  always  sad. 


L  II. — THE  PUPIL. 

The  Countess  Lalaine  resolved  to  be 
luinted.  The  famous  Van  Owt  was  commis- 
sioned to  take  her  portrait,  and  the  fair 
Cedle  went  every  day  to  Van  Oort's  studio. 
She  really  was  a  lovely  picture,  in  her  white 
i^s;  but  dazzling  white  as  it  was,  whiter 
almost  were  her  beauteous  neck  and  arms. 
She  was  always  accompanied  by  a  little  brown 
spaniel,  her  pet  dog,  who  was  to  appear  in 
4e  picture,  and  also  by  her  handsome  little 
pa;ge,  Paul  Rubens.  The  warm-hearted  woman 
MiMd  every  opportunity  to  befriend  the  sad- 
"«d  boy,  whose  beauty  grew  more  and  more 
Mthetic 
j  "mi  Oort  was  a  very  able  painter,  but  a 
tougb,  morose  man,  thoroughly  wanting  in 
Curtesy,  either  natural  or  acquired ;  his  huge 
"gute  and  coarse  features  formed  a  wonder- 
™^ntrasi  to  his  lovely  visitor.  On  her 
wtiance  he  remained  quietly  standing  before 
""s  easel,  in  his  well-woin  dressing-gown,  the 


colour  of  which  one  could  scarcely  distinguish ; 
his  old  black  velvet  cap  concealed  but  little 
of  his  grey  coarse  hair. 

Frans  Jordaens,  his  pupil,  painted  dili- 
gently at  his  side.  The  master's  only  child, 
a  blooming  girl  of  fourteen,  stood  near  Jier 
father,  reaching  him  his  colours  as  he  re- 
quired them.  Her  delight  Was  evident  as  her 
glance  fell  upon  the  beautiful  lady  and  hand- 
some page  ;  never  had  she  seen  any  group  so 
charming.  For  Paul  a  new  world  had  opened; 
as  day  after  day  he  went  to  the  studio,  day 
after  day  his  eyes  watched  with  intense  ad- 
miration the  painter's  wonderful  labour. 

Van  Oort  sneered  at  the  child's  enthusiasm, 
the  Countess  good-naturedly  smiled,  but  the 
painter's  little  daughter  nodded  at  him  in 
kindly  S3anpathy.  Certainly  the  boy  looked 
as  if  he  were  bewitched  :  his  eyes  shone  with 
unearthly  light,  his  checks  flushed  with  feverish 
ambition,  and  at  each  sitting  the  spell  waxed 
stronger. 

The  climax  came  when  the  portrait  of  the 
Countess  was  sent  home,  and  a  very  finished 
specimen  of  portrait-painting  it  was, 

Paul  was  one  of  the  first  to  be  called  in  to 
admire  it ;  he  did  so  with  a  result  alarming  to 
the  Countess — with  burning  cheeks  knd  flash- 
ing eyes  he  cried,  "  Oh,  gracious  mistress !  I 
have  found  my  work;  s^  me  firee  that  I  may 
follow  my  soul's  longing,  I  must  be  a 
painter." 

"  Child,  dear  boy,  you  are  jesting ;  what  has 
taken  possession  of  you?  You  a  dirty,  rough 
painter,  like  Van  Oort,  with  soiled  hands  and 
foce,  a  shabby  coat  and  brown  woollen  cap^ 
ha  I  ha  I  ha !"  and  Cecile  laughed  heartily. 

"No,  my  lady,  I  need  not  be  like  Van 
Oort,  but  still  a  painter." 

"Are  you  so  delighted  with  my  likeness, 
then?" 

"  Yes ;  but  it  is  not  that.  I  want  to  learn 
how  to  paint,  that  I  may  paint  my  mother's 
portrait.  Oh!  I  must  paint  her  Madonna 
head." 

It  is  needless  to  say  how  long  Paul  Rubens 
prayed  to  have  his  request  granted,  how  long 
Cecile  resisted ;  however,  one  day  Paul  was 
to  be  found  in  a  brown  cap  mixing  colours  in 
Van  Oort's  studio. 

Catharine  Van  Oort  was  lively,  careless, 
and  withal  a  shrewd  little  girl;  she  knew  very 
well  that  she  was  pretty,  and  therefore  did 
not  care  about  adorning  herself  as  much 
perhaps  as  a  plainer  girl  would  have  done, 
Cattmine  never  appeared  with  brooches, 
trinkets,  or  ear-rings,  and  she  seemed  to  have 
no  eye  for  dress ;  sometimes  she  would  put 
on  a  green  skirt  with  a  blije  s^i^l.^v^tuf^ 
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aossways,  then  again  a  yellow  apron  over  a 
crimson  dress,  cut  after  the  Spanish  fashion. 
What  she  liked  best  was  her  grey  linen  &ock, 
with  short  sleeves,  fastened  close  to  the 
throat,  in  which  she  could  mix  her  father's 
paints — and  she  loved  to  do  it ;  perhaps  over- 
mix  them  and  dabble  in  all  kinds  of  eicperi- 
ments.  In  her  zeal  her  rich  hair  would  then 
escape  out  of  its  bonds,  and  &om  pushing  it 
constantly  backwards  with  her  painted  fingers, 
her  pretty  round  face  often  became  a  kind  of 
animated  palette;  but  the  more  comical  she 
looked  the  happier  she  felt- 
One  hearty  admirer  she  had  already  made 
by  her  hundred  and  one  tricks,  and  that  was 
Jordaens,  who  would  have  gone  through 
fire  and  water  foi  her,  and  who,  for  her  sake 
alone,  bore  the  injustice  and  rough  jests  of 
her  father,  Catharine  was  indeed  the  sun- 
shine of  her  Other's  studio ;  no  one  could 
resist  her  winning,  lively  ways,  not  even  the 
gloomy  tyrannical  master,  the  painter  him- 
self. Every  one,  even  the  hardest,  has  a 
green  spot  in  his  heart,  where  the  most  deli- 
cate flower  can  blossom.  Catharine  was  the 
flower  of  the  old  painter's  heart — for  her  he 
had  tenderness,  charity,  indulgence ;  for  the 
world — well,  he  was  a  selfish,  disagreeable 
spedmen  of  humanity. 

Van  Oort  now  wreaked  his  temper  upon 
his  new  pupil,  whom  Countess  Lakine  had 
placed  under  his  instruction.  Paul  was  a 
veritable  scapegoat.  Van  Oort  looked  upon 
it  as  a  personal  injury  that  Paul  gave  him  so 
little  reason  to  attack  him.  Did  ever  lad 
before  him  tall  into  the  ways  of  a  studio  like 
this,  with  so  much  ease  and  grace?  Everything 
he  touched,  he  touched  with  tact  and  intelli- 
gence. Paul  never  made  a  mistake  in  mix- 
ing his  colours,  never  made  a  false  stroke 
with  his  brush,  one  word  was  enough  for 
him ;  was  the  lad  bewitched,  thought  his 
growling  old  master? 

Catharine  was  delighted  with  her  father's 
new  pupil,  who  always  would  listen  to  her 
little  bits  of  gossip ;  and  how  handsome  he 
was !  Did  he  not  look  like  a  king's  son,  in 
his  simple  working  jacket?  At  last  she  could 
not  think  of  anything  else  but  of  Paul's 
beauty,  of  his  cleverness,  of  his  patience 
and  diligence.  Her  old  dresses  she  began  to 
discard,  her  taste  seemed  to  develop;  she 
now  was  always  fashionably  arrayed,  poor  giil, 
she  even  began  to  use  powder.  Jordaens 
was  very  indignant  at  this  compliment  paid 
to  Rubens.  Van  Oort  looked  surprised,  but 
did  not  seem  to  understand  what  it  all  meant. 
Paul  smiled  gratefully  and  approvingly,  and 
Catharine  was  satisfied. 


When  Van  Oort  was  out,  his  little  daughter 
displayed  all  her  father's  art-treasures  to  Ru- 
bens— placed  everything  at  his  service ;  aod 
many  an  hour  passed  delightfully  l^  the  lad, 
who  utilised  everything  in  art.  No  sister 
could  have  been  more  attentive  than  Catha- 
rine was  to  Paul  The  domestic  arrangemeDts 
of  the  painter's  household  were  not  very  gene- 
rous, but  Paul  was  never  hungry.  Manynev 
dishes  appeared  under  old  names,  without  ex- 
citing the  suspicion  of  Van  Oort,  Rubens 
had  a  very  miserable  hole  to  sleep  in,  ucdei 
the  Foof,  not  worthy  of  the  name  of  room. 
No  light  was  allowed  to  him  beyond  what 
the  moon  graciously  allowed.  A  hard  mat- 
tress was  the  only  piece  of  furniture,  so 
called,  in  the  bare  garret.  The  painter  had 
strongly  forbidden  light,  table,  or  chair  to 
be  taken  into  his  pupil's  bedroom.  "He 
took  care,"  he  said,  "  that  they  should  kctp 
from  canvas  or  brush  except  in  bis  presence; 
should  he  be  disobeyed,  heavy  would  be  the 
penalty  1 "  Notwithstanding  these  precau- 
tions, Paul  Rubens  succeeded  in  getting  two 
hours'  work  done  every  night;  but  ho«? 
Catharine,  the  most  merciful  and  the  most 
keen  of  all  gaolers,  arranged  the  fallowing 
programme: — When  the  master  had  taken 
supper,  said  "good  night,"  and  kissed  his  i 
child — when  she  had  heard  him  close  his  bed- 
room door — then  the  lithe-footed  maiden 
darted  to  her  own  room,  and  very  quickly 
came  out  of  it  again  with  lamp  in  hand,  and 
stole  quietly  up  to  the  garret;  there  stood 
Paul,  waidng  for  his  friend.  She  handed  him 
the  lamp,  and  crept  down  ag^  for  a  chair, 
Triumphantly  she  then  placed  it  in  the  middle 
of  the  room  ;  on  its  wide  seat  drawing  mate- 
rials were  placed ;  Rubens  knelt  before  it 
and  began  to  work,  his  faithfid  friend  holduig 
the  lamp  with  loving  patience.  Both  were 
silent— Catharine  often  tired  and  very  sleepy, 
but  never  faihng  in  her  self-imposed  task. 
A  brave-hearted  maiden  she  was;  firm  and 
loyal  to  her  post  of  night  sentry.  Only  when 
the  clock  of  the  great  Cathedral  struck  twelve 
she  broke  the  silence.  "  This  will  do  for  to- 
night, Paul,"  she  would  say ;  and  Paul  put  op 
his  work,  carried  Catharine's  chair  stealthily 
to  her  bedroom  door,  which  was  next  to  her  ■ 
father's,  kissed  her  hand  in  a  knightly  tiashion, 
and  crept  back  to  his  dark  little  hole. 

What  was  the  subject  which  Paul  had  taken 
to  work  out  with  such  loving  patience?  " 
was  only  a  woman's  head,  but  a  face  so  puWi 
so  beautiful,  so  sad  1  Catharine  at  first  felt  a 
pang  of  jealousy  when  she  saw  this  la« 
appear  on  his  canvas,  but  she  soon  conquerea 
this  jealousy  by  her  loveandadmiration.  The 
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paintiDg  advanced  but  slowly,  for  only  these 
two  nightly  hours  could  be  dedicated  to  his 
secret  passion.  Eveiy  Sunday  afternoon, 
however,  Van  Oort  gave  permission  to  his 
pupils  to  go  out,  on  condition  that  they  should 
be  home  at  eight  o'clock.  Paul  evaded  this 
pemiissioD,  and  stole  up  to  his  little  garret, 
Catharine  taking  care  not  to  have  him  dis- 
Rirbed. 

So  weeks  passed  by.  lliese  nnsophisticated 
oaes  little  dreamt  that  the  angry,  jealous  eyes 
of  Jordaens  had  long  since  unveiled  their 
secret.  However,  Frans  Jordaens  was  too 
niuch  devoted  to  Catharine  to  divulge  this 
secret  to  her  father,  but  he  resolved  that 
Rubens  should  suffer  to  the  full. 

Jordaen's  room  was  in  the  passage  which 
led  to  Rubens'  garret ;  and  one  night,  as  the 
children  were  coming  down — Paul  with  the 
borrowed  chair  and  Catharine  with  her  lamp 
—Jordaens  opened  his  door,  rushed  on  the 
-  panicstricken  pair,  crying,  "  Robbers  I  rob- 
bers!" In  his  fright  Rubens  fell  headlong 
doA'Q  the  stairs,  canying  the  chaii  with  him; 
Catharine  shrieked.  In  a  moment  her  father 
stood  before  them,  in  his  long  white  night-shirt 
and  a  nightcap  perched  on  the  top  of  his 
^ead.  l^e  master  was  green  with  rage  and 
astonishment.  He  did  not  appear  unarmed : 
in  one  hand  he  held  a  laigc  painting-brush, 
bis  palette  under  his  arm,  and  a  lamp  in  the 
oiher  hand.  The  expression  of  his  counte- 
Dmce  was  indescribable.  Jordaens  disap- 
peared. Fainting  and  hysterics  were,  as  yet, 
too  fashionable  for  girls  of  Catharine's  posi- 
tioa.  The  daughter  stood  defenceless  before 
ihe  enraged  father.  She  did  not  tremble, 
nor  even  change  countenance.  The  painter 
look  the  gill  roughly  by  the  shoulder ;  with  a 
curse  he  threw  her  into  his  studio  and  turned 
ite  key  of  the  door.  Then  his  wiath  burst 
out  afresh  upon  the  half-unconscious  Rubens, 
Md  without  listening  to  the  boy's  excuses 
md  explanations,  threw  him  and  the  unlucky 
d>air  out  of  the  house,  forbidding  him  ever  to 
ivkea  his  threshold  again.  The,  next  morn- 
ing Van  Oort,  who  was  still  burning  with  rage, 
opened  the  studio  to  see  how  be  could  punish 
Catharine.  He  found  her  fast  asleep  ih  a 
corner,  her  pretty  lace  stained  with  all  the 
colours  of  the  rainbow.  To  revenge  her 
feeUng,  and  to  eihaust  her  sorrow,  she  had, 
uuriog  the  night,  upset  everything  in  her 
lather's  studio — oils,  colours,  brushes,  canvas, 
m  lay  there,  most  nnsesthetically  mixed  up 
Jogether.  He  left  her  there,  and  rushed  up 
w  Paul's  ganet.  There  Von  Oort  found  a 
multitude  ^of  sketches,  all  betraying  decided 
eemus;  bnt  the  treasure-trove  was  an  oil 


ptunting  of  a  female  head.  The  beauty  and 
excellence  of  this  picture  the  old  tyrant  was 
too  true  an  artist  not  to  recognise.  He  even 
muttered  to  himself,  after  having  looked  at  it 
for  a  long  time,  "  I  think  this  pupil  of  mine 
will  one  day  be  my  master." 

«  *  «  «  « 

Peter  Paul  Rubens  never  went  back  to 
Van  Oort,  but  became  one  of  the  pupils  of 
Van  Oort's  great  rival,  the  celebrated  Van 
Veen.  From  henceforth  Rubens'  star  waxed 
brighter  and  higher ;  and  when  Marie  Rubens, 
his  devoted  mother,  once  more  saw  her  son, 
from  whom  she  never  again  separated,  every 
one — ^young  and  old,  rich  and  poor — spoke 
of  Paul  Rubens  with  great  admiration ;  even 
strangers  came  to  see  the  great  pupil  of  Van 
Veen,  whose  beautiful  face  and  wonderful 
eyes  spoke  of  a  genius  of  all  ages.  The 
Countess  Lalaine  even,  was  now  perfectly 
satisfied  that  her  handsome  page  had  become 
a  "  dirty  pamter." 

,  Many  beautiful  Madonnas'  heads  were 
painted  by  Rubens,  all  more  or  less  copies  of 
that  first  face  which  he  had  painted  in  his 
garrA,  This  painting  he  had  found  when  be 
entered  his  new  studio.  How  it  came  there 
no  one  could  tell.  Over  the  picture  hung  a 
laurel  wreath,  tied  with  a  rose-coloured  ribbon. 
Who  had  paid  this  first  homage  to  his  talent? 
Such  is  the  story  of  the  yonth  of  one  of 
the  most  reverent  of  Christiat]^  painters,  in 
which  the  simple  love  of  woman— mother 
and  girl — played  so  great  a  part;  but  for 
these  weak  things  of  God,  the  youth's  genius 
mif^t  have  found  some  other  lines  of  art,  or 
some  other  department  of  work. 

•  «  «  *  « 

In  the  Antwerp  Museum — that  storehouse 
of  treasures  of  ages  gone  by,  where  the  eyes 
rest  with  delight  on  the  works  of  a  Rubens, 
Van  Dyck,  Mieris,  Ostade,  Teniers,  &c— 
there,  m  one  of  the  anterooms  near  the 
entrance,  is  an  old  chair,  very  old  and  time- 
worn  ;  still,  as  if  knowing  the  valuable  asso- 
ciations connected  with  it,  it  seems  loath  to 
crumble  away.  This  is  the  chair  before 
which  Paul  Rubens  had  once  knelt — this 
chair  had  been  the  means  of  helping  a  young 
genius  forward.  On  this  chair  stood  the 
first  proof  of  his  heaven-bom  gift  unveiled, 
even  to  his  own  eyes ;  there  he  had  seen  his 
mother's  face  dawn  upon  him  &om  out  the 
canvas,  while  next  to  him  stood  the  patient 
friend,  the  loving,  rosy-iaced  daughter  of  bb 
first  master. 

Many  and  costly  are  the  relics  we  perceive 
around  ns,  bnt  none  so  touching  as  this  old 
chair,  with  the  low  leather  seatotid  hi{|^,'^94^i  C 


398 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


back.  Not  far  from  it  we  find  prcaous  china, 
beautiful  cabinets,  goblets  of  all  shapes,  silver 
and  gold  ornaments ;  and  there,  against  a 
bare  wall,  a  solitary  black  frame.  On  it  are 
attached  Paul  Rubens'  owe  relics — one 
costly  chain  presented  to  him  by  the  burgo- 
master of  Antwerp,  another  by  the  Duke  Gon- 
2aga,  then  another,  more  modesMooking  than 
the  others,  perhaps,  but  more  valuable  by  its 


costly  stones.  Under  all  these  marks  of 
veneration  hangs  a  little  silver  cruci&i^  the 
parting  gift  of  his  loving  mother ;  and  higher 
up,  -a  withered  laurel  wreath  tied  with  a 
faded  ribbon,  the  gift  of  one  who,  in  hei 
childish  imagination,  saw  in  Peter  Paul 
Rubens  the  iawnortal  genius  worthy  to  be 
crowned. 

u.  GiBSOit  {from  the  Gaman). 


JACOB'S  SLEEP. 


I  with  desert  travel,  Jacob 


•  *      came 
To  rest  at  Luz — what  time  he  fled 
From  Esau's  hot  revenge,  to  hide  his  shame  ^— 
At  set  of  sun  he  made  his  bed. 

Then,  under  orient  stars  he  laid  him  down, 
And  presently  the  sleep  he  sought 

Had  floated  softly  from  on  high,  to  drown 
The  bitter  doubts  that  trouble  brought. 

The  vague  mistrust,  the  biting  shame  had  fled  j 

In  silence  flashed  a  vision  rare. 
To  Jacob  on  that  hard  and  lonely  bed 

TTie  golden  heavens  lay  bare. 

And  God  Himself  drew  nigh  to  him,  and 
spake. 
Soothing  bis  soul  with  words  of  grace ; 


Then  Jacob  said,  clear-eyed,  awake, 
"  Surely  the  Lord  is  in  this  place ! " 

With  fret  and  toil,  O  Lord,  in  eager  strife, 
We  cannot  find  Thee  out  at  will ; 

Thou  seemest/ur,  amid  the  stir  of  life, 
Who  yet  art  near,  when  wc  are  still. 

When  all  the  wordy  war  of  creeds  is  hushed, 

And  sleep,  the  sleep  of  God,  enshrouds 
The  calmed  disputers,  erst  so  fierce  anil 
flushed. 

In  vain  debate  with  erring  crowds, 
Ah!  Mm,  in  happier  hour.the'world  shall  wala 

To  keener  vision,  sweeter  grace, 
And  know,  like  Jacob,  after  long  mistake, 

"  Surely  the  Lord  is  in  this  place  1 " 

HORACE  A.  TIPPLE. 


ROUND  ABOUT  SINAI. 

Bt   TBI   LA.XE   Rbt.   W,    ROBERTSON. 


;  VOICE  OF  WORDS. 


NO  one  can  tell  how  the  accents  of  the 
living  God  dropped  from  the  flaming 
mount.  There  was  no  similitude  seen,  no 
hand  flinging  back  the  drapery  of  smoke  and 
fire,  DO  face  gleaming  even  dimly,  no  lips 
forming  the  august  speech ;  but  the  voice 
was  without  doubt  articulately  heard.  And 
heard,  too,  by  how  great  an  audience  1  On 
the  hills,  amidst  the  fire,  and  in  the  air, 
thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  of  the 
throng  of  heaven ;  for,  from  several  passages 
in  Scripture,*  it  is  clear  that,  when  God 
came  down  on  Sinai,  His  feet  were  borne  on 
the  wings  of  angels,  their  hands  set  His 
throne  and  hung  the  vast  curtains  of  His 
tentj  and  in  the  plain  the  many  thousands 
of  Israel — Moses  conspicuously  in  front,  and 
their  dark  groups  still  as  death.  The  fire- 
wreathed  brow  of  Sinai  then  grew  for  the 

•  G,il .  iii.  19 ;  Heb.  ii.  2 ;  Dcul.  am\.  1  j  Pi.  liriii.  7,  fr-17 ; 


time  calm ;  the  air,  thick  with  palpiBting 
angels,  listened  above — the  pilgiini  hearts, 
scarce  breathing,  listened  below ;  such  "as 
the  audience,  and  from  the  bosom  of  the 
great  calm  God  spake.  Was  it  not  DO" 
such  as  was  to  be  heard  generations  lAer  in 
that  very  desert-region,  where  the  Hebiew 
prophet  should  lurk  in  his  mountain  ca«  anJ 
witness  the  earthquake,  the  strong  wind,  and 
the  fire— but  the  Lord  not  in  these;  and 
then,  as  if  revealing  the  deeper  presence 
that  lay  beneath  the  dread  magnificence  of 
these,  there  should  tremble  in  his  ear  the  siill 
small  voice,  and  he  should  know  God  to  be 
there?  Was  it  not  so  widi  the  Israelii" 
now,  that  within  the  sheath  of  terror— at  the 
heart  of  the  fire,  and  the  blackness,  anJ  ^ 
darkness,  and  the  tempest,  and  the  sound  ol 
a  trumpet— there  was  God  Himself  speaking 
in  the  "still  small  voice"?  All  the  elemenls 
of  earth  and  heaven  wrought  into  a  storm 
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winged  envelope  outside — but  this  the  true 
revelation  of  the  God  of  Israel  in  its  spot  of 
stillness  at  the  heart !  At  all  events,  what  the 
"voice  of  words"  uttered,  as  it  went  on  from 
one  precept  to  another  of  God's  great  and 
holy  law,  was  such  a  discovery.  For  al- 
though, when  the  sublime  series  of  com- 
mandments was  complete,  and  the  voice  had 
ceased,  the  tempestuous  signs  rolled  round 
Sinai  again ;  and,  passing  suddenly  from  the 
bush  into  the  tumult,  from  the  clear  speaking 
of  the  words  of  God  into  the  wrath  aiid  roar 
of  elements,  the  people,  affrighted,  fell  back 
upon  the  plain  afar  off,  and  entreated  Moses 
he  would  stand  between  them  and  God,  and 
that  they  might  hear  the  intolerable  piercing- 
cess  of  tha.t  voice  no  more ;  yet  they  Aat/ 
heard  what  neither  in  their  ears  nor  hearts 
could  ever  die — ^heard,  in  effect,  that  these 
volmned  darknesses  on  Sinai  were  but  the 
sbroud  and  not  the  reality  of  God — tha^ 
penetrating  through  their  veil,  lifting  the 
saeeu  of  His  majesty,  going  within  the 
flaming  of  His  power,  there  was  found  be- 
neath all  these,  as  Uie  region  where  He 
Himself  dwelt,  and  whence  He  spake  to  His 
people,  not  terror,  not  blackness,  not  con- 
suming fire  any  more,  but  the  words  of  truth 
and  love  and  blessedness  written  at  the 
heart.  In  the  law  now  given  them  from  that 
hidden  place,  and  which  was  graven  after 
b;  the  finger  of  God  on  tables  of  stone, 
they  had  thus  made  the  deepest  and  dearest 
discovery  of  Him  to  be  theirs  for  ever. 

In  passing  through  the  countries  they  ex- 
plore  travellers  are  sometimes  enveloped  in 
the  hurrying  rack  of  cloud  and  storm — every 
feiture  o(  the  land  is  blotted  out,  and  the 
^e  meets  nothing  but  the  blind  confusion 
of  the  elements.  But  suppose  at  some  point 
(he  steps  are  arrested  by  a  moment's  pause 
in  the  stonn — a  sudden  break  opens  in  the 
wide  swathe  of  mist,  and  through  that  rent 
there  streams  one  long  shoot  of  sunshine, 
revealing  but  a  glimpse  of  some  green  and 
lovely  spot ;  the  clouds  may  sweep  in  again 
"oore  darkly  and  the  tempest  rise  more  in 
wath  than  ever ;  but  it  is  not  ther  wildness 
w  their  waste  the  traveller  carries  away  as 
his  deepest  impression  of  the  region ;  it  is  his 
memory  of  the  sweet  patch  of  landscape  that 
just  beamed  upon  him  and  was  lost.  So  to 
the  Israelites,  not  the  thunder-^loom  and 
!?^th  of  Sinai,  but  the  declaration  of  the 
Voice  reading  forth,  in  the  brief  calm,  the 
"fflple,  beautifiil,  but  eternal  words  ot  God's 
tk  J  '  "  *^  ''*"''  '^  ™^y  suppose,  left 
?^  °«P«t  imprint  of  Sinai  on  theb  minds. 
And  cannot  we  confirm  the  experience  by 


the  yet  more  vivid  and  certain  discovery  of 
the  blessed  God  imveiled  to  us  7  We  cannot 
find  God  such  that  we  can  draw  nigh  to 
Him  in  either  the  storms  or  calm  of  nature. 
Creation  is  too  high  and  remote  for  us,  and 
has  such  an  overwhelming  sense  of  its  dark 
and  cold  majesty  to  throw  upon  us,  that  if 
we  are  not  made  to  shrink  from  it  altogether, 
we  become  at  best  like  him  who,  without 
any  gospel  light,  having  explored  all  nature's 
greatness,  concluded  his  quest  by  the  blank 
declaration,  that  there  was  no  God.  Nor 
are  we  happier  in  our  attempts  to  pierce 
through  the  veil  of  Providence ;  its  workings, 
as  well  as  those  of  Creation,  are  as  vast 
wheels  round  us,  that  go  on  inexorably,  and 
whose  girth  touches  the  heavens  above,  and 
again  the  depths  beneath  ;  we  can  only  say 
about  them,  as  is  said  in  Scripture,  "that 
whosoever  falls  on  them  shall  be  broken ; 
and  on  whomsoever  they  shall  fall,  they  shall 
grind  him  to  powder."  Where,  then,  in  the 
majesty  of  nature— whether  in  its  still  smile, 
or  in  its  tempest  fiiry-— where  shall  we  find 
the  spot  for  the  trembling  and  the  seeking 
heart  to  rest  ?  Where,  through  the  dim 
sliroud,  is  there  the  break  for  us  of  light 
from  heaven  ?  Where,  in  all  the  dread  move- 
ment and  expanse,  is  there  the  discovery  of 
our  God?  Need  I  tell  you  tiiat,  were  our 
Bibles  blotted  out,  and  all  we  learn  from 
them  lost,  cold  and  voiceless  indeed  would 
be  the  circles  of  the  dead  universe  we  gase 
on ;  we  should  discover  bow  vain  and  miser- 
able the  creeds  would  be  we  should  then 
form  by  the  process,  of  which  so  many  have 
foolishly  talked,  of  rising  from  nature  up  to 
nature's  God :  nature  might  intimate  to  us 
that  her  broad  garment  was  the  robe  of  some 
Being  veiled  in  awfulness  behind ;  but,  as  to 
one  shining  of  His  face  to  us,  one  accent  of 
His  voice,  nature  would  remain  for  ever 
dumb  and  dark ;  she  woidd  be  our  Sinai, 
appalling  us  and  making  us  stand  afar  off,  but 
with  no  glimpse  into  her  heart. 

But  now,  my  reader,  blessed  be  our  God, 
He  has  folded  back  the  thick  clouds  of 
nature.  He  has  torn  the  veil  off  all  those  dim 
attributes  of  power  nature  speaks  of,  and, 
through  that  opening  in  the  gospel  of  His 
Son,  the  weakest  child  of  grace  can  enter 
with  a  steady  step  where  the  greatest  philo- 
sopher has  fidtered.  He  can  enter  through 
that  door  into  the  mighty  temple  of  all 
things,  and  no  more  feel  dwarfed  or  over- 
whelmed, but  find  there  God,  discovered  by 
Himself  in  Jesus  Christ — in  the  person,  in 
the  nearness,  in  the  lowly  way  on  earth,  in 
the  bleeding  cross  of  Him  who  is  the  "  bright- 
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ness  of  the  Father's  glory,  and  the  express 
image  of  His  person,"  I  say,  he  can  make 
this  discovery  of  the  High  and  Lofty  One  who 
inhabiteth  eternity  ;  and  not  only  so,  but  this 
discovery  becomes  the  palpable  possession 
of  his  heart — "  Christ  dwells  in  his  heart  by 
faith;"  and  in  that  glorious  property  there,  in 
the  working  and  the  breathing  and  the  un- 
worded  speech  within  him  of  the  Holy 
Spirit,  whereby  the  loveliness  and  the  realness 
of  that  property  are  revealed  to  him  yet 
more  day  by  day,  the  child  of  grace  catches 
the  full  imprint  of  God ;  not  a  distant  voice, 
as  the  Israelites  heard  and  feared  from  Sinai ; 
not  words  floating  to  the  outward  ear,  as  the 
commandments  of  the  law  did  to  them,  but 
a  new  covenant,  an  unarticulaled  law  of 
love,  "  written,  not  on  tables  of  stone,  but  in 
the  fleshly  table  of  the  heart,"  There  now 
is  God's  impress  in  Christ;  and  he  who 
possesses  that  has  such  a  fearlessness  in 
facing  all  the  dread  problems  of  the  universe, 
that,  after  he  has  stood  by  the  side  of  David 
and  heard  the  exclamation,  as  they  together 
gaze  through  the  starry  night,  "  When  I  con- 
sider the  heavens,  the  work  of  Thy  fingers, 
the  moon  and  the  stars  which  llion  hast 
ordained,  what  is  man  that  Thou  art  mindful 
of  him  ?  and  the  son  of  man  that  Thou 
visitest  him?"  he  can  quietly  feel  that  that 
(iKid  is  not  unmindful — tiiat,  from  thr  silence 
and  the  vastness  of  nature,  He  has  come 
forth  to  Aim;  although  the  heaven  of  heavens 
cannot  contain  Him,  He  has  knocked  at  the 
door  of  its  heart,  He  has  come  in  and  sups 
with  him,  and  he  with  God. 

Have  we  not,  then,  good  ground  to  glory 
in  this  heart  discovery  of  God  ?  If  I  be  a 
preacher  of  the  Cross,  I  may  be  but  a  poor 
interpreter  of  the  hard  questions  of  the  day, 
to  which  subtle  intellects  would  summon 
me — questions  of  the  surrounding  darknesses 
and  confusions  and  inexorable  necessities 
whereby  nature  and.^eason,  they  say,  environ 
the  doctrines  of  *^  faith ;  I  may  not  be 
able  to  throw  many  rays  of  light  on  these 
questions,  nor  may  I  have  a  torch  to  guide 
me  jn  the  steps  of  those  men  who,  in  our 
day,  overdoing  their  own  subtlety,  show  us  a 
grievous  specimen  of  those  who  are  "  in 
wandering  mazes  lost;"  but  I  can  set  all 
these  things  aside  as  but  the  thick  clouds  on 
Sinai — as  but  the  darknesses  that  roll  under 
the  feet  of  God — and,  going  through  the  door 
in  Christ,  I  can  lead  poor  trembling  sinners 
past  them  all,  straight  into  the  heart  of  God 
Himself,  I  may  not  interpret  what  the 
dread  universe  either  utters  or  threatens; 
but  I  can  interpret  that  love  here  at  hand 


which  says,  through  the  lips  of  Christ, 
"  Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  that  labour,  and  are 
heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest." 

Or,  if  I  am  pilgrim  in  God's  path,  hard 
beset  by  evil  and  by  trial,  I  may  not  be  able 
to  expound  those  laws  of  fate,  whose  iron 
force  an  infidel  spirit  never  ceases  to  surest, 
and  before  which,  if  I  looked  only  them  in 
the  face,  I  should  cease  to  strive,  and  should 
be  borne  down.  Nature  teaches  these  blind 
laws;  and  all  the  outside  mechanism  of  life 
and  death  about  us  in  its  dreary  surface-look 
seems  everywhere  to  utter  them;  but  I  can 
turn  away  my  sight  and  eyes  to  Him  »ho, 
through  iron  law  and  dead  force,  says,  in  a 
living  voice,  "  I  will  not  leave  yon  comfort- 
less :  I  will  come  to  you ;"  and  then  the  day 
breaks,  and  the  evil  shadows  flee  away. 

Or,  if  I  am  in  the  seclusion  of  loneliness 
and  pain,  I  may  not  be  able  to  answer  to 
the  enemy's  suggestions,  that  my  stck-room 
or  my  unnoticed  way  in  life  are  but  spots  in 
the  measureless  world,  that  they  are  lost  » 
God's  sight  by  reason  of  their  smallness  and 
insignificance,  and,  while  He  is  ordering  the 
high  events  of  that  world,  how  can  He  stoop 
to  or  remember  me?  But  I  can  take  the 
volume  of  my  God  from  beneath  ray  pilio*, 
and,  though  feeble  be  the  hand  that  nuns 
the  hundred  pages  of  its  promise,  I  can  light 
almost  at  the  first  on  such  words  as  these— 
"  Behold,  I  have  graven  thee  upon  the  palms 
of  My  hands."  TAm  I  can  recall  Him  over 
these  words  by  the  cry  of  prayer;  I  ran 
realise  the  light  from  Him  breaking  round 
my  bed ;  I  can  hear  His  voice  saying,  "The 
veryhairs  of  your  head  are  all  numbered; 
I  can  feel  the  spot  where  I  am  laid  already 
as  a.  Beulah-light  from  other  spheres  for 
me,  the  secret  of  that  God,  the  great  outer 
world  would  darken,  brighdy  wiUi  me,  and 
already,  as  it  were,  sighing  from  the  upl*^ 
rest,  "  No  more  death,  neither  sorrow,  nw 
crying,  neither  any  more  pain," 

Yes,  verily ;  although  it  be  written  ihalr 
when  the  temple  of  God  is  opened  m 
heaven,  there  are  "lightnings  and  voices, 
and  thunderings,  and  an  earthquake,  and 
great  hail  "—that  is  but  as  the  dark  shell  ol 
Sinai— in  the  hidden  kernel  here  is  *J 
deeper  voice :  "  Behold,  the  tabernacle  « 
God  is  with  men,  and  He  will  AmU  vi& 
them,  and  they  shall  be  His  people,  and  God 
Himself  shaU  be  with  them,  and  be  then 
God.  And  God  shall  wipe  away  all  'e^ 
from  their  eyes ;  and  there  shaQ  be  no  more 
death,  neither  sorrow,  nor  oyinif,  "O^ 
shall  there  be  any  more  pain :  for  the  ion™ 
things  are  passed  away  I " 
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CHAPTER  XVllI. — THEODORES  TRIAL. 

"  Tbe  cliviipaira,  irith  iti  endleii  fletce 
Of  luthftij  granet  ovflrTrhare  I 

AnrniiaLttiDfTruL  of  aij — 

THEODORE  soon  learned  thathis  luckless 
-'-  half-brother  had  come  to  him  as  to  a 
tock  of  safety  in  the  midst  of  a  sea  of  troubles. 
It  was  the  old  sloiy  of  the  prodigal  son  in  its 
modem  version  :  debt  incurred  recklessly  and 
wnceiled  with  contemptible  moral  cowardice, 
the  conceahnent  doubling  the  evil,  until  at 
™t  a  point  was  reached  threatening  absolute 
™'"i  aggravated  by  terrible  and  deserved 
disgrace. 
"But.  why  did  you  not  confide  in  our 


father,  the  most  generous  and  righteous  of 
men?"  Theodore  asked  reproachfully. 

Gaetano  replied  by  pouring  out  a  long, 
passionate,  incoherent  story  of  distrust  and 
disunion  sown  between  him  and  his  father  by 
the  arts  of  his  brother  Antonio.  Theodore 
made  large  allowances  for  prejudice  and  ex- 
aggeration ;  yet,  on  the  whole,  he  believed 
there  was  some  trath  in  the  representations 
of  Gaetano.  Since  his  boyhood  he  had 
known  Antonio  as  one  of  those  persons  who, 
placed  between  any  two  others,  invariably 
sunder  them. 

Gaetano  pleaded  earnestly  with  Theodore 
to  return  with  him  to  Venice,  help  him  to 
confess  all  to  his  father,  and  try  to  make 
peace  between  them.    Should  he  refuse  .h^,C 
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threatened  to  enlist  immediately  in  a  com- 
pany of  candottieri,  and  seek  death  in  the 
battle-field.  This  was  not  to  be  thought  of, 
both  for  their  father's  sake,  and  on  account 
of  sundry  young  and  helpless  lives  unhappily 
dependent  upon  the  thoughtless  prodigal. 
Therefore  Theodore,  with  whom,  as  with 
most  of  his  race,  the  bonds  of  family  affec- 
tion and  sympathy  were  very  strong,  even- 
tually yielded,  and  promised  to  accompany 
his  brother. 

They  started  at  daybreak  two  days  after- 
wards. During  the  noontide  heat  they 
stopped  to  rest  at  a  desolate  little  wayside 
osteria."  The  place  was  silent  and  dreary. 
No  contadini  lounged  on  the  stone  bench 
before  the  door  eating  black  bread  and  goat's- 
milk  cheese,  and  dnnking  the  landlord's  sour 
wine ;  no  passing  wine-cart  made  the  air 
musical  with  the  merry  tinkle  of  its  bells ; 
only  the  landlord  himself,  withered,  yellow, 
and  sickly,  came  out  to  take  their  horses,  and 
to  offer  them  the  shelter  of  his  ro<tf — he  had 
little  else  to  offer. 

Theodore  had  engaged  half-a-dozcn  stout, 
well-armed  serving  men  as  an  escort,  for  the 
.roads  were  infested  by  banditti;  and  the 
party  had  brought  provisions  with  them,  on 
which  they  were  now  glad  to  fail  back.  After 
a  frugal  meal  tiie  travellers  wrapped  their 
cloaks  around  them,  and  stretched  them- 
selves on  the  ground  to  eojoy  a  siesta. 

But  Theodore  could  not  sleep.  Many 
things  made  him- restless.  He  reproached 
himself  with  having,  after  all,  left  Rome  with- 
out seeking  an  explanation  with  Viola,  Bit- 
terly did  he  curse  his  own  haughty  reserve, 
which,  as  he  now  felt,  had  in  all  probablUty 
ruined  his  hopes  for  ever.  His  mind  was 
full  of  Viola ;  he  could  turn  it  to  no  other 
subject,  not  even  to  the  business  that  was 
bringing  him  to  Venice.  Slumber  was  im- 
possible, and  the  effort  to  remain  quiet  be- 
came every  moment  more  insupportable.  At 
last  he  rose  noiselessly,  and,  without  awaken- 
ing any  of  his  companions,  left  the  osteria. 

He  stood  for  some  time  looking  over  the 
silent  landscape.  The  mournful  beauty  of 
the  Campagna  appealed  powerfully  to  his 
heart  In  the  distance  his  eye  rested  upon 
.  the  ruins  of  the  grand  old  Roman  Aqueduct, 
with  its  miles  of  arches.  Nearer,  a  wide 
grassy  plain,  broken  here  and  there  into 
mounds  and  hillocks,  stretched  out  before 
him.  Amid  the  green,  patches  of  scarlet 
poppies  and  other  bright  summer  flowers 
bloomed  unheeded;  or  heaps  of  tumbled 
stones,  half  overgrown  with  vegetation,  told 


that  human  life  had  once  throbbed  with  full 
pulses  over  the  scene  which  was  now  desolate, 
forsaken,  and  echoless.  No  sound,  no  cry  of 
beast  or  bird,  not  so  much  as  the  chirp  of  a 
cicala,  broke  the  stillness.  The  noontide  heat 
had  driven  into  hiding  even  the  "  lizards 
green  and  rare"  that  haunted  the  mouldering 
stones,  and  the  "  sad  aziola,"  whose  note  suitii 
her  home  so  well.  Far  away,  looking  purple 
under  the  cloudless  azure  of  the  Italian  sky, 
gleamed  the  Sabine  hills. 

Close  at  hand  a  ruined  doorway  and  pan 
of  a  wall  showed  where  once  h^  stood  a 
Roman  villa.  It  offered  Theodore  shelter 
from  the  sun,  and  perhaps  the  chance  of 
finding  a  few  flowers,  about  which  he  vss 
anxious,  as  a  keen  student  of  nature.  He 
reached  it,  gathered  and  examined  the  flowers, 
and  then  sat  down  in  the  shade  to  rest. 

It  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  nerer 
opened  a  packet  of  letters  received  just  before 
leaving  Rome.  He  drew  it  out  of  the  podei 
of  his  douUet,  untied  the  silk  that  bound  it, 
and  broke  the  seal.  The  first  thing  that  met 
his  eye  was  a  letter  of  his  own  to  Raymond, 
tbo  last  written  from  Montpellier,  which  his 
agent  there  had  returned  to  him,  not  finding 
the  expected  opportunity  of  forwarding  it- 
-Sach  mischances  were  common  enough,  and 
Theodore  put  by  the  letter  without  even  re- 
flecting that  it  cleared  Raymond  of  part  of 
the  bliune  attachii^  to  him;  since  onlyu 
that  letter,  i/  at  all,  had  he  mentioned  the 
name  of  Viola.  Then  came  a  communica- 
tion from  a  friend  and  pupil  at  Montpellier; 
full  of  such  items  of  news  as  those  who  seek 
the  peace  of  the  city  where  they  sojourn  lite 
to  receive  during  a  temporary  absence-  The 
most  noteworthy  event  recorded  was  the 
death  of  the  Greek  professor,  a  man  of  con- 
siderable talents,  but  of  strong  passions  and 
irregular  life. 

Whilst  he  read,  Theodore  became  aware  ol 
a  deeper  shadow  thrown  across  his  page,  and, 
looking  up,  saw  a  shepherd  of  the  Campagna 
standing  before  him.  There  was  no  mis- 
taking Uie  short  jacket  of  undressed  sheep's 
wool,  the  faded  red  waistcoat,  the  shagg)' 
goat-skin  trousers,  even  without  the  yellow 
gourd  of  water  by  his  side,  the  long  pole  'i 
his  hand,  and  the  shecfMlog  at  his  heels. 

Apparendy  the  shepherd  was  in  as  little 
doubt  about  the  calling  of  the  doctor,  who, 
though  the  heat  had  caused  him  to  discard 
his  robe,  still  carried  his  gold-headed  can^ 
and  was  now  making  use  of  it  to  repel  the 
rude  advances  of  the  shepherd's  dog- 

"Scusi,  Signor  Doctor,  scusi,"  said  the 
dog's  owner.— ',^  D<Jwii,,Q^^,, down  I  Don' 
o 
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you  know  a  Signor  Eccellenza  when  you  3Ce 
him  ?    Eh,  you  brute  ?" 

"  He  thinks  I  have  some  food  about  me," 
said  Theodore.  Then,  laising  his  eyes  from 
the  dc^  to  the  shepherd,  be  noticed  his 
countenance,  which  was  yellow,  ghastly,  and 
trrinkled.  With  a  sentiment  of  compassion 
and  an  instinct  of  his  calling,  he  toolt  a 
bioai^  silver  coin  from  his  purse.  "  Spend 
ihat  on  mutton  collops  01  capon  broth,"  he 
said,  "  and  esdiew  eoui  wine  and  unsound 
fruit,  if  you  wish  to  live,  my  friend.  Why, 
in  the  name  of  Saint — whatsoever  saint  pre- 
sides over  common  sense — don't  you  take 
you  flock  Up  to  the  mountains  ?  " 

The  contadino  thanked  him  ^^ofiisely,  in- 
voked all  the  saints,  explained  tiiat  he  never 
vtDt  to  the  mountains — not  he;  the  padrone 
did  not  wish  it,  for  the  flocks  throve  better 
on  the  rich  grasses  of  the  plain.  Then 
he  began  a^ain,   "Scusi,    Signor   Doctor; 

SCDsi." 

"Well,  m^  man,  what  mwe  do  you  want 
of  me?    Medicine  7" 

"  Not  for  myself,  oh  no  I  I  am  not  ill," 
said  the  poor  fellow,  though,  as  he  spoke,  his 
teeth  were  chattering  with  ague.  "  But,  oh, 
Sijnor  Doctor ! — scusi." 

"WcU?" 

"Over  yonder,  in  my  capanno,*  lies  a 
strangK  very  ill — dying  1  A  priest  too,  signor. 
Come  to  him,  Signor  Doctor,  for  the  love  of 
tiodand  the  saintsl" 

"  It  is  the  fever,  of  course.  Those  who 
tiieathe  poison  must  expect  the  conse- 
TJences,"  said  Theodore.  "And  in  these 
cases  medidne  can  do  but  little.  Still,  since 
you  ask  it,  I  will  just  look  at  him;  but  I 
must  first  tell  my  fnends  at  the  osteria." 

He  did  so ;  took  with  him  some  specifics 
fith  which  he  was  always  provided,  and 
resigned  himself  to  the  guidance  of  the  kind- 
bearted  shepherd. 

He  could  not  help  wondering,  as  he  parsed 
abng',why  a  scene  so  fair  and  bright  should 
be  the  lair  of  the  pestilence  "  that  walketh 
in  darkness,"  Practical  as  ever,  he  pondered 
the  question  with  a  view  to  finding  a  solution 
and  a  remedy — but  in  vain ;  the  sad  mysteiy 
of  the  malaria  was  doomed  to  baffle  investi- 
gation for  many  a  long  year  after  Theodore 
Benedetto  slept  with  his  fathers. 

At  last  they  reached  the  capanno,  a  rude 
nut  of  thick  matted  straw  and  sticks,  very 
narrow,  and  not  high  enough  for  a  man  to 
stand  npright.  Fortunately  a  solitary  oak 
stood  near,  and  Theodore  begged  the  shep- 
herd, for  the  present,  to  seek  its  shade,  as  the 

■Small  tlwtclied hut. 


hut,  really  too  small  for  one,  would  be  in- 
tolerable for  three. 

He  passed  in,  stooping  low.  The  sick 
man  lay  upon  a  heap  of  straw,  covered  with 
a  blankeL  He  seemed  insensible,  or  at 
least  unconscious  of  the  approach  of  a 
sbanger.  Theodore  took  the  burning  band 
in  his  preparatory  to  a  diagnosis  of  the  case. 
As  for  this  purpose  he  moved  to  tiis  side,  and 
ceaaed  to  block  up  the  doorway  with  his  own 
form,  he  saw  clearly,  for  the  first  time,  the 
face  of  the  sufierer.  It  was  the  &ce  of  Ray- 
mond Chalcondyles. 

The  impulse  of  the  moment  was  to  give 
the  contadino  some  money  and  some  medi- 
cine, and  to  depart  at  once,  before  Raymond 
could  recognise  him.  Theodore  was  not 
cruel,  so  at  least  he  told  himself;  he  would 
do  what  humanity  demanded,  even  for  his 
enemy.  Kaymond  was  his  enemy.  Not 
that  now  his  wrath  burned  fiercely  against 
him  like  fire ;  it  rather  resembled  frost,  the 
frost  of  an  Arctic  winter — bands  of  ircn, 
"cold,  strong,  passionless,"  clasped  about 
his  heart 

If  thus  abandoned  Raymond  would  die. 
That  was  certain.  His  dealJi  would  not  lie 
at  its  door.  What  had  induced  him  to 
wander  into  this  haunt  of  fever?  He  must 
take  the  consequences  of  his  own  impm- 
dence.  Raymond  would  die ;  while  as  for 
himself,  he  would  pursue  his  journey  to 
Venice,  complete  his  business  there,  and  re- 
turn to  Rome  to  woo  and  win  Viola  di  For- 
caro.  There  would  be  no  obstacle  now, 
and  nothing  else  in  the  world  seemed  worth 
anything  to  him  that  hour. 

Raymond  would  die.  He  turned  away 
firora  him ;  he  would  not  look  on  his  face 
again,  lest  his  heart  should  relent,  and  the 
old  love  return.  No  danger  of  ttiat — not 
now ;  his  heart  seemed  dead  within  him.  In 
fact,  he  was  tiot  thinking  of  Raymond  at  all ; 
only  of  himself,  and  of  the  consequences  to 
himself  of  his  own  actions. 

"  Theodore  Benedetto,  you  are  doing  the 
deed  of  a  villain  t"  Whence  came  the  voice? 
Were  the  words  spoken  by  him,  or  were  they 
spoken  to  him  by  another  ?  He  never  knew; 
and  yet  they  sounded  in  his  ears  with  terrible 
distinctness.  It  flashed  upon  his  mind  with 
irresistible  force  that  so  to  leave  Raymond — 
his  friend  or  his  enemy,  whichever  he  pleased 
to  call  him — would  be  unworthy,  base,  vile. 
To  stay  with  him,  to  watch  by  him,  to  win 
him  back  to  life — this  was  the  thing  he  ought 

Ought?  What  did  that  mean?  What 
word,  "  quick  and  powerfiil  and  sharper  than 
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any  two-edged  sword,"  reached  and  smote 
the  very  depths  of  his  heart,  telling  him  that 
one  deed  was  right  and  the  other  wrong — and 
that  between  moral  right  and  wrong  there  was 
a  distance  iofinite  as  between  heaven  and 
hell?  Theodore  knew  that  if  he  left  that 
shed,  leaving  Raymond  to  his  death,  he  him- 
self would  be  lost.  He  would  be  a  lost  soul ; 
— not  indeed  coodenmed  in  the  future  world 
to  what  he  traditionally  caUed  Gehenna,  and 
in  which  he  now  no  longer  believed,  but  lost, 
in  the  present  and  for  the  iuture,  to  truth  and 
right,  to  justice  and  nobleness. 

He  shrank  appalled  lixjm  the  gulf  of  moral 
degradation  that  opened  before  him.  "  No," 
he  cried,  "I  will  not  be  such  a  wretch  as 
that.  How  could  I  dare  to  woo  Viola  di 
Porcaro  ?  It  would  not  be  the  old  Theodore 
Benedetto  who  should  offer  her  his  heart, 
but  a  ghoul,  who  had  slain  him  and  taken 
possession  of  his  body." 

Yet  how  embrace  the  other  alternative — 
serve  Raymond  day  and  night  like  a  brother, 
breathing  for  his  sake  this  poisoned  atmo- 
sphere, and  using  all  his  skill  and  science  to 
win  him  back  to  life— /(v  Viaia  f  It  seemed 
impossible — and  yet  it  seemed  inevitable. 
Almost  in  the  same  breath  he  said  "I  can- 
not" and  "I  must."  At  last  he  threw 
himself  on  his  knees  beside  the  couch. 
"  God  of  my  fathers,  Jehovah  1 "  he  cried, 
"Thou  hast  so  made  me  that  I  know  right 
from  wrong.  Thou  hast  written  with  thy 
finger  on  my  heart  that  right  is  high  as 
heaven  and  wrong  deep  as  the  abyss  of  hell. 
— But  I  am  weak.  I  see  the  right,  but  I  can- 
not love  it.    Help  me  at  least  to  do  it." 

Raymond  turned,  and  moaned  feebly, 
"Water,  water  1"  Theodore  rose,  found  a 
gourd  with  some  water  in  it,  and  put  it  to  his 
lips.  Then  he  felt  his  pulse,  prepared  and 
administered  some  of  the  medicine  he  had 
brought,  arranged  his  rude  couch  as  com- 
fortably as  he  could,  and  contrived  to  admit 
sufficient  air,  and  yet  to  screen  him  from  the 
light.  Now  he  no  longer  debated  with  him- 
self what  course  he  should  pursue.  He  felt  as 
one  who  had  no  choice  of  his  own,  but  was 
simply  obeying  orders. 

But  how  could  he  plead  Gaetano's  cause 
with  his  father  if  he  remained  here  with  Ray- 
mond ?  He  could  send  Giulio  to  Venice 
with  letters  and  full  instructions.  Giulio,  he 
knew,  might  be  trusted  to  any  extent.  He 
called  the  shepherd,  wrote  a  few  words  on 
his  tablets,  and  asked  him  to- take  them  to 
the  osteria. 

In  a  shorter  time  than  he  had  thought 
pos»ble,    Giulio  was   at  the   door  of  the 


capanno.  Theodore  briefly  explained  his 
dilemma,  announcing  in  a  business-like  tone, 
without  note  or  comment,  that  there  lay 
Count  Raymond  very  sick  and  weak,  and 
that  he  was  bound  to  stay  and  see  him 
through  the  Campagna  fever. 

Giulio's  eyes  shone,  and  his  whole  fece 
kindled  with  the  joy  that  filled  his  heart  n 
this  change  in  Theodore.  But  he  had  Uct 
enough  to  forbear  all  expression  of  surpiise 
or  gratification,  merely  saying,  "  Write  yom 
pleasure  to  Venice,  Signor  Doctor.  You  can 
send  it  by  11  signor  your  brother ;  for  of 
course  I  stay  here  with  you." 

Theodore  remonstrated ;  but  Giulio  witha 
purpose  was  a  man  of  iron,  and  Theodore 
had  to  yield  in  the  end.  He  resolved  to 
write  fully  to  his  father,  explaining  Gaetano's 
errors,  and  entreating  him  to  forgive  them,  as 
a  personal  favour.  He  had  an  inward  con- 
fidence that  the  boon  thus  asked  would  not 
be  denied;  for  he  knew  his  father's  strong 
affection  for  himself  and  his  tendemesi 
towards  bis  eldest  son.  The  only  practical 
difficulty  was  that  of  persuading  Gaetano  to 
return  to  Venice  without  him ;  and  for  this 
purpose  he  found  it  necessaiy  to  go  back  M 
the  osteria,  leaving  Giulio  in  tempotaiy 
chaise  of  his  patient. 

So  hard  was^it  to  accomplish  his  object, 
and  so  many  arguments  had  he  to  use  ^^ 
Gaetano,  that  his  own  resolution  was  tDau- 
festly  strengthened  by  the  exercise.  Bui  at 
last  he  returned  to  the  capanno.  "Quiet 
Giulio  I"  he  said,  "come  and  help  me. 
Another  night  here  were  death  for  him  andi 
terrible  risk  for  us.  The  miasma  rises  from 
the  ground  when  the  sun  has  set,  and  aee^ 
damp  and  chill  around  the  sleeper.  You  and 
I  and  the  shepherd  must  take  yonder  poles, 
and  lash  them  together  somehow  with  thongs 
of  sheepskin  into  a  kind  of  litter,  so  as  "i 
bring  him  to  the  osteria;  itself  a  ™'> 
fever-haunted  hole,  but  at  least  beiw  than 
this." 

"  If  he  should  get  a  chill  ? " 

"  He  may  die.  Left  here  he  must  die- 
that  is  alL  We  shaU  cover  him  weU  with 
sheepskins." 

Theodore  and  Giulio  worked  energeHcaUrt 
the  shepherd  assisting  them  in  a  nervel«s. 
spiritless  way,  and  yet  willingly,  so  fer  as  h^ 
strength  went  The  move  was  accompiishw 
just  before  the  sun  went  down,  to  Theodores 
great  satisfaction. 

Raymond  was  very  ill,  and  Theodore  »* 
that  his  symptoms  were  of  the  gravest   1 
fever,  itself  of  an  unusually  malignant  W*. 
found  him  iii  ,^  s^te  pf.^i^t^  f^  "°°-^ 
o 
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exhausdon,  which  renijered  the  case  almost 
desperate.  As  he  watched  by  him  through 
the  long  hours  of  the  night — for  he  esteemed 
his  state  too  critical  to  leave  him  in  the  Icind 
and  carcfiil,  but  unprofessional  hands  of 
Giulio— a  change  stole  imperceptibly  over 
his  own  mind.  Raymond  was  no  longer 
dthcr  his  friend  oi  his  enemy,  he  was  only 
his  "case,"  his  "patient."  There  awoke 
within  him  the  strong  passion  of  the  physi- 
dan,  the  enthusiasm  of  the  knight  of  science, 
vho  fights  to  save  life,  and  not  to  destroy  it. 
And  never  did  knights  of  roediteval  chivalry 


more  tndy  than  did  Theodore  when  he  braced 
alt  his  powers  of  mind  and  body  for  mortal 
conflict  with  his  unseen  but  terrible  foe,  the 
fever  demon  of  the  Campagna.* 

It  is  true  that  in  ordinary  cases  it  would 
have  been  the  practice  of  that  age — an  age 
in  vfaich  Peruvian  bark  and  the  country  it 
mines  from  were  alike  unknown — to  leave 
the  conflict  very  much  to  what  was  called  the 
"  vis  medicatrix  "  of  Nature,  and  the  malady 
ahnost  to  its  own  cure.  But  to  Raymond  this 
couTse  would  have  been  fatal.  His  was  no 
ordinary  case  ;  there  were  complications  which 
required  special  and  skilful  treatment ;  and 
the  most  incessant  care  and  watchfulness  were 
needed  so  to  sustain  his  failing  strength  as  to 
give  his  constitution  even  the  chance  of  a  rally. 

For  a  brief  interval  Theodore  enjoyed  that 
kind  of  negative  truce  from  inward  conflict 
which  results  from  an  intense  straining  of  the 
tacalties  towards  some  object  outside  of  self. 
The  first  time  he  thought  it  safe  to  sleep  for 
a  few  hours,  leaving  Giulio  to  take  his  place, 
tie  dreamed  that  Viola  was  praising  him  in 
iiet  sweet,  low  voice,  for  his  share  in  Ray- 
mood's  escape  from  Uie  dungeon.  When  he 
awoke,  his  eyes  were  dim  with  unaccustomed 
lots.  Bat  the  dream  helped  him;  all 
through  the  following  day  Viola's  face  seemed 
to  beam  on  him,  bright  with  cncoorageroent 
aod  approraL 

Something  ebe  helped  biro,  far  more  effi- 
ciently and  pennanently.  Once  more  the 
Goi  of  his  fathers  had  become  for  him  a  re^ 
and  living  Presence.  In  the  darkness  of  his 
soul  he  bad  cried  to  God,  and  God  had 
answered  him  j  therefore  God  was  there.  It 
was  the  reasoning  of  a  child,  yet  it  might 
nave  been  also  that  of  a  philosopher. 

.  '  Hul  itc  BuUru  in  thil  duirict  bean  ai  dBu]]/  Lhea  >■  it 
°H«,iIi((TD)Mhlethat'IlkeDdi>n  would  hiTs  brouiht  liii 
^^1.  Uab,  riik,  to  Iha  neirul  nllags  Ob  tha  hilli.  But 
•'I  Uf  cvidnu  WF  liave  od  tba  •ubiect  kbci  la  ibow  that  i: 
•*•  MsoBa  miibli  ■oo*  of  1Mb  »«•. 


Theodore,  all  his  life,  had  chosen  facts  as 
the  sustenance  of  his  soul,  refusing  to  be- 
lieve anything  that  did  not  stnke  its  roots 
down  finnly  into  the  soil  of  the  actual  and 
the  real.  But  his  table  was  made  a  snare  to 
him,  and  the  things  that  should  have  been  for 
his  health  were  to  him  an  occasion  of  falling. 
In  worshipping  /ait  he  scorned  and  ne- 
glected trulA.  What  the  eye  cannot  see,  the 
ear  cannot  hear,  the  finger  cannot  touch, 
eluded  his  analysis.  He  denied  it  his  faith 
and  his  homage;  and  by  that  denial  he 
turned  his  back  upon  all  tliat  is  in  very  deed 
most  real.  Thenceforward,  the  more  earnest 
his  search  after  reality,  the  farther  did  he 
wander  away  from  it,  amidst  ever-deepening 
shadows,  towards  "  a  land  of  darkness,  as 
darkness  itself." 

But  that  simple,  familiar  thing — a  house- 
hold word  with  every  child  and  every  peasant 
— "  the  difference  between  right  and  wrong," 
could  neither  be  seen,  nor  heard,  nor 
touched.  Yet  was  it  so  real  that  it  stood 
like  a  wall  of  adarnant  between  him  and  his 
dearest  wishes.  Not  to  the  eye  of  sense 
alone,  but  also  to  the  eye  of  intellect  there 
was  nothing  there ;  yet,  when  he  tried  to 
cross  that  invisible,  impalpable  barrier,  he 
was  flung  back,  as  if  with  the  blow  of  a  giant 
— flung  on  his  face,  "  with  his  hand  on  his 
mouth  and  his  mouth  in  the  dust"  Why 
should  he  "  let  I  dare  not  wait  upon  I 
would  "  ?  Why  did  he  not  dare  to  do  the  thing 
that  pleased  him,  and  for  which  there  was  no 
man  upon  earth  to  call  him  to  account  ? 

Because,  so  doing,  he  would  "  sin  agains: 
his  own  soqI,"  in  the  strong,  true  words  of 
his  people.  What  was  his  soul  that  he 
should  so  regard  it,  should  place  its  well- 
being  above  happiness  7  It  via&  himself.  He 
knew  that  righteousness  was  rather  to  be 
chosen  than  tuippiness,  though  he  knew  not 
why.  He  also  knew  that  he  was  weak :  he 
might  choose  amiss,  and  destroy  himself.  The 
cry  to  "a  Power  outside  of  ourselves  that 
makes  for  righteousness  "  was  the  irrepressible 
instinct  of  his  soul,  as  of  all  the  troubled,  the 
struggling,  the  suffering,  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end  of  time.  But  unless  this  vague 
"Power"  be  a  "Person,"  who  hears,  who 
cores,  who  helps,  the  cries  are  wasted  breath; 
and  the  instinct — what  Nature's  instincts 
never  are — implanted  but  to  deceive  and  be- 
tray. 

Thus,  in  the  wayside  osteria,  Theodore 
came  back  from  the  arid  creed  of  Averroes 
to  the  better  faith  of  the  progenitor  of  Aver^ 
roes,  the  poor  Egyptian  slave  fainting  in  the 
desert — "  TAm  God  seest  nu."  ,  -. 
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Love  tlut  left  m 


Raymond's  mind  wandered  at  intervals 
amidst  old  scenes  and  vague  new  bewilder- 
ing fancies;  although,  after  the  first  few 
hours,  he  recognised  Theodore  and  Giulio, 
and  called  them  by  their  names.  But  he 
manifested  no  surprise  at  being  cared  for 
tenderly  by  Theodore ;  he  seemed  to  have 
lost  all  recollection  ot  their  quarrel,  and  to 
have  gone  back  to  his  deliverance  from  the 
prison.  He  evidently  confused  bis  transit 
from  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo  to  the  church 
with  the  more  recent  move  from  the  ca- 
panno  to  the  osteria,  and  often  he  was  heard 
to  murmur,  "The  living  took  the  place  of 
the  dead,  the  dead  took  the  place  of  the 
living."  He  talked  of  his  mother  and  of 
Viola,  showing  plainly  by  what  he  said  that 
their  last  interview  had  been  of  a  satisfactory 
nature;  and  he  repeated,  so  frequently  that 
Theodore  came  to  know  them  by  heart,  the 
words  which  had  taken  such  hold  upon  his 
memory,  "In  ray  Father's  house  there  are 
many  mansions."  Giulio,  in  his  watches  by 
his  side,  read  aloud  to  him,  more  than  once, 
the  whole  of  the  Gospel  from  which  they  are 
taken,  translating  it  roughly  into  Italian  for 
his  benefit  The  monotonous  sound  seemed 
to  soothe  him ;  but  how  much,  or  how  little, 
reached  his  understanding,  wa^  not  apparent 
at  the  time. 

But  at  last  Theodore  announced  to  Giulio 
withundisguised  satisfaction,  "I  think  we  shall 
bring  him  round.  But  I  have  never  had  a  more 
interesting  case,  or  a  more  difficult  one." 

That  evening  Raymond  looked  up,  as 
Theodore  stooped  over  him  to  administer  a 
cordial.  "  Theodore,  have  you  forgiven  me?" 
he  asked. 

"  Is  not  my  presence  here  proof  enough 
of  it  ?  "  Theodore  answered.  But  he  added 
inwardly,  " '  If  thine  enemy  hunger,  feed 
him ;  if  he  thirst  give  him  diink,'  saith  the 
law  of  Jehovah."  Going  into  the  outer  room, 
he  said  to  Giulio,  "  He  is  deddedly  better 
to-night.  I  think  I  may  ride  to  the  city  to- 
morrow and  get  some  things  that  are  needed." 
(Giulio  had  already  done  so  once  or  twice.) 
"  You  know  '^lat  to  do  in  my  absence." 

Giulio  readily  agreed ;  and  thus  he  had  a 
long,  solitary  day  with  Raymond,  who,  weak 
as  he  still  was,  undoubtedly  felt  relieved  by 
the  temporary  absence  of  Theodore. 

"  Giulio,"  he  said,  "  there  is  something  I 
want  you  to  do  for  me  when  ne«  you  visit  the 


city.  Thinkyou — could  you  venturewithsafety 
to  tlie  Master's  house  on  the  Esquiline?" 

"  Undoubtedly,  Count  Raymond." 

"The  few  possessions  I  left  there  have  of 
course  been  taken  away  during  my  imprison- 
ment. Indeed,  most  of  the  bool^  and 
clothes  were  sent  to  me  from  time  to  lime, 
and  are  doubtless  lost  for  ever  now.  There 
was  nothing  else  of  value.  Except— what 
neither  fiiend  nor  foe  would  think  worth  re- 
moving— a  figure,  in  clay,  not  finished.  You 
will  find  it  in  the  room  where  I  used  to  sleeji 
I  left  it  carefully  covered  with  a  cloth  of  blue 
and  crimson  tapestry ;  but  that,  being  rather 
costly,  may  have  been  taken  away." 

'I  Well,  sir,  if  I  find  it?" 

"  Break  it  into  a  thousand  pieces,  if  you 
love  me." 

"What  I     Your  own  work?" 

"  My  own  failure.  All  unworthy  of  her 
whom  it  pretended  to  represent.  Still,  f 
would  not  have  it  touched  by  rude,  unloving 
hands."  Then  after  a  pause,  and  with  some 
impetuosity,  "  My  life  seems  a  failure  toft 
Best  it  were  shattered  to  fragments,  like  my 
work,  as  indeed  I  thought  it  would  be— uDtil 
now." 

"  Nay,  Count  Raymond;  that  must  the 
Maker  decide,  not  the  work." 

"  I  am  in  a  cruel  strait.  I  have  unwill- 
ingly, yet  most  really,  proved  a  traitor  to 
Theodore,  that  best  and  truest  of  friendi 
And  he,  knowing  this,  has  crushed  me  alto- 
gether by  saving  my  hfe  a  second  time  it  the 
risk  of  his  own." 

"You  are  no  traitor,  Count  Raymond. 
The  just  man  is  just  to  himself  as  well  as  to 
his  neighbour." 

"  Nay,  but  I  am.  I  hold  the  Mgnoiinas 
promise,     I " 

"Signor,  do  not  trouble  yourself  to  explain- 
It  would  only  agitate  you.  I  perfecdy  under- 
stand the  situation.  You  are  the  (kW^s 
successful  rivaL" 

Raymond  bowed  his  head.  "I  sometimes 
wish  I  could  die,  and  leave  the  field  clear  for 
him,"  he  said.  "  Only  death  could  do  it- 
only  death," 

"  Count  Raymond,  you  talk  as  if  )'0W 
life  were  your  own,  to  give  or  to  keep. 
Many  a  man  is  very  generous  with  the  pro- 
perty of  others.  Your  life  belongs  first  to 
God ;  next,  to  the  noble  lady  to  whom  you 
vowed  all  that  man  can  vow  to  woman; 
after  that,  to  youi  mother,  your  fitieDds,  your 
fellow-citizens,  and  your  fellow-men." 
■  Raymond  was  silent  and  pondered.  Giiuw 
resumed  after  a  pause,  "  My  good  fn^"*?  *?: 
master,  Dr.  Theodore,  is  passing  through  tne 
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waters  of  a  deep  and  bitter  sorrow.  You 
have  been  the  occasion  of  it,  but  not  the 
cause.  You  cannot  help  him  now;  no,  not 
even  by  your  death.  The  Signorina  Viola  di 
Potcaro  is  not  one  who  would  listen  to  the 
voice  of  a  new  lover  with  the  first  scarcely 
cold  in  his  grave.  You  would  but  consign 
krto  the  dreary  living  death  of  a  convent." 
(Giulio  spoke  and  felt  far  too  bitterly  of 
iDstitulions  which  afttt  all  were  the  only 
lefuges  for  unprotected  womanhood  in  rough 
and  lawless  times.)  "  But  there  is  One  who 
QD  help  him — the  God  of  his  fathers ;  and 
I  Ihink  that  even  now  he  is  seeking  Him  who 
never  said  to  the  House  of  Israel,  '  Seek 
je my  face  in  vain.'" 

"  You  are  mistaken  there,  Giulio.  Theodore 
does  not  believe  in  God.  He  is  a  Rationalist 
—a  disciple  of  Averroes." 

"  He  woj.  But  it  is  not  so  easy  to  escape 
from  God.  Dr.  Theodore  may  say,  as  did 
one  of  his  ancestors,  '  Though  I  take  the 
*ings  of  the  mommg,  and  dwell  in  the  utter- 
ntQsi  parts  of  the  sea,  even  there  shall  thy.hand 
lead  me,  and  thy  right  hand  shall  hold  me.' " 

"Thewingg  of  the  morning, — the  golden 
nys  of  the  rising  sun  ?  I  think  those  were 
vtiat  ve  were  taking — ay,  and  taking  them 
to  flee  from  God." 

"  How  so.  Count  Raymond  ?  " 

"  It  was  all  morning  with  us.  We  were  as 
inea  newly  awakened  out  of  a  long,  deep 
sleep,  and  we  thought  the  world  around  us 
"■as  awakening  too.  Oni  hands  found  the 
ptieeless  stores  of  andent  learning,  art,  civili- 
sation, and  our  souls  rejoiced  over  them  as 
over  great  spoil  We  would  make  them  the 
beritage  of  all  mankind ;  we  would  bring  back 
Ihe  good  old  times,  and  they  would  be  the 
&wd  new  times  indeed  that  the  whole 
earth  was  waiting  for.  We  hoped  a  world's 
redemption  from  Greek  MSS,  and  Roman 
Mtiquities.  Ah,  Giulio,  after  al!  it  was  a 
l>eautifal  dream,"  he  ended,  with  a  sigh, 

"  The  morning  light  is  always  beautiful," 
Giulio  said. 

"  But  we  floated  on  its  beams  away  from 
God.  We  did  not  want  Him  in  our  new 
world," 

"He  wanted  you,  Count  Raymond." 
.  "Ay,  He  followed  us.    We  felt  His  hand 
ui  the  gloomy  dungeon — a  terrible  hand." 

"—When  it  strikes.  But  that  is  iU,  and 
His,  strange  work.  Not  when  it  leads.  It 
>?  written,  'Thy  hand  shall  lead  me,  and  Thy 
nght  hand  shall  hold  me.'  He  ia  leading 
you  now.    Resist  Him  not." 

'^Leading  me?    Ah,  whither?" 

"  Here,  to  the  rest  which  is  the  portion  of 


all  who  trust  Him.  Hereafter,  to  the  'many 
mansions '  prepared  for  them," 

"  If  I  were  quite  pure  and  innocent  1 
might  trust  God  entirely.  But  do  you  make 
no  account  of  our  sins  ?  " 

"  God  forbid.  Count  Raymond,  it  is  with 
the  faithful  Christian  as  it  was  with  you  when 
you  escaped  from  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo. 
As  you  oflen  said  in  your  fevered  wanderings, 
'  the  living  took  the  place  of  the  dead,  the 
dead  took  the  place  of  tlie  living.'  Christ 
our  Passover  was  sacrificed  for  us  j  He  took 
our  place  and  died  for  us,  then  were  we 
accounted  dead  with  Him,  so  that  the  law 
has  loosed  for  ever  its  claim  upon  us,  and  we 
stand  now  in  His  place,  acquitted  and  de- 
livered.    Do  you  understand  ?  " 

"  I  think  so :  but  the  words  you  read  in 
your  book  are  simpler  and  sweeter.  '  God 
so  loved  the  world  that  He  gave  his  only 
begotten  son,'  That  is  a  wonderful  book, 
Giuho.  It  has  made  the  Lord  Christ  real  to 
me.  'God  of  God,  Light  of  Light,  very 
God  of  very  God  begotten,'  as  saith  the 
glorious  creed  my  forefathers  held  so  dear ; — 
and  yet  man  to  the  very  core  and  centre  of 
man's  wondrous  being.  Man,  not  alone 
hungering,  thirsting,  wearying, — but  hoping, 
fearing,  trusting,  loving,  as  you  imd  I  do  to- 
day. It  seems  no  presumption,  only  the 
deepest  of  all  joys,  to  say  I  love  Him,  and 
would  follow  Him  if  need  were  to  the  world's 
end,  nay,  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  sea." 

"  Follow  Him,  and  He  will  lead  you  to 
the  Father." 

"  And  to  the  '  many  mansions,'  Giulio, 
what  do  those  words  mean,  '  If  it  were  not 
so,  I  would  have  told  you '  ?" 

"  That  He  is  truth.  Count  Raymond.  He 
keeps  no  promise  to  the  ear  to  break  it  to  the 
heart.   He  hides  nothing;  He  lets  us  see  the 

dark  as  well  as  the  light ■  Hark  1  don't  you 

hear  horse-hoofs  ?  Here  comes  Dr.  Theodore." 

Theodore  wore  an  inscrutable  face,  and  was 
very  silent  as  to  his  adventures  in  the  city, 
but  he  brought  strengthening  food  and  wine, 
and  in  his  quiet,  reserved  way,  watched  Ray- 
mond anxiously  for  the  next  few  days.  They 
were  days  of  steady  and  rapid  improvement. 
He  avoided  conversation,  and  left  him  in 
great  measure  to  the  society  of  Giulio,  who 
read  much  to  him.  Sometimes  Theodore 
came  in  during  the  reading,  and  requested 
Giulio  to  go  on.  On  one  of  these  occasions 
it  happened  that  he  heard  the  concluding 
chapter  of  the  Gospel  of  SL  John.  He  said, 
when  the  reading  was  finished,  "That  is  a 
fine  episode  in  the  life  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth. 
It  was  Simon  Peter  who  denied  Him."  r 
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"  He  whom  they  call  the  prince  of  the 
Apostles,  and  whose  pretended  successors 
claim  inrallibility,"  said  the  controversial 
Giulio ;  and  this  time  he  spoke  unadvisedly, 
for  be  crossed  the  current  of  Theodore's  not 
unprofitable  thoughts  with  another  thought, 
wtuch  had  no  special  meaning  or  message  for 
him. 

"Yes,"  answered  Theodore,  "you  Chris- 
tians have  distorted  the  whole  stoiy  so  hope- 
lessly with  your  mythological  legends,  that 
Jesus  and  Peter  look  like  monstrous  unreal 
shapes  looming  through  a  mist,  instead  ot 
living  human  beings.  That  story  is  quite 
human,  however.  If  indeed  His  nature  was 
not  more  than  human  for  sweetness  and  for 
nobleness,  who,  cut  to  the  heart  by  the  base 
betrayal  of  a  friend,  could  not  only  fling  him 
a  scornful '.  I  forgive  you,'  but  win  from  his 
lips  that  threefold  profession  of  love,  charge 
him  to  do  for  hint  the  work  that  lay  nearest 
to  his  heart,  and  assure  him  he  should  one 
day  conquer  the  very  temptation  that  had 
conquered  him,  and  die  for  the  Lord  he  had 
denied.  It  is  not  thus  that  men  foigive  each 
other  nowadays." 

Raymond  knew  what  was  passing  in  the 
soul  of  his  friend,  and  his  heart  yearned  to- 
wards him.  He  stretched  out  his  hand  to 
him  with  a  pleading  look. 

But  Theodore  shook  his  head.  "  Not  yet," 
he  answered  coldly  but  sadly.  "  I  cannot 
change  my  own  heart,  Raymond;  but  I  will 
do  for  you  all  that  becomes  a  man.  Listen. 
You  are  now  convalescent,  and  there  is  little 
danger  of  a  relapse ;  so  I  venture  to  tell  you 
tidings  which  I  kept  back  since  my  return 
from  the  city  the  other  day.  I  am  not  like 
the  fake  mother  who  said  to  King  Solomon 
of  the  living  child,  '  Let  it>  be  neither  hers 
nor  mine,  but  rather  slay  it,'  I  went  to  the 
Palazzo  Porcaro,  and  I  found  that  the  Signo- 
Tina's  kindred  are  redoubling  their  efforts  to 
drive  her  into  a  convent.  They  imagine  the 
Pope  has  taken  umbrage  at  her  presence 
there,  and  recent  events  have  made  them 
terribly  afraid  of  his  Holiness.  You  must  go 
in  person  and  solve  the  difficulty  ere  it  be 
too  late.    They  will  be  glad  enough  to  give 


her  to  you,  as  the  easiest  way  out  of  all  their 
perplexities.  But  there  is  no  time  to  be 
lost" 

"  Oh,  most  generous  of  friends  I  how  can  I 
thank  you  ?  But " — the  colom  &ded  irom 
his  cheek — "  how  dare  I  invite  her  to  share 
my  friendless  poverty?" 

"  The  Greek  professor  at  Montpellier  is 
dead.  You  are  very  young,  but  yourreputa' 
tion  is  brilliant,  and  your  misfortunes  will  not 
lessen  it.  I  make  no  doubt  you  can  have 
his  place  for  the  asking,  and  I  will  give  yoa 
a  letter  which  will  secure  it.  I  tell  you  all 
this  not  for  your  sake,  but  first  because  it  ii 
right,  and  then  because  it  seems  the  only 
chance  of  happiness  left  to  the  Signoiioa 
Viola ;  and  whatever  I  may  have  suffered  I 
hope  I  am  not  coward  enough  to  revenge 
myself  upon  her.  Go  to  Rome  to-morrow— 
you  are  able  to  travel  now,  and  will  be  better 
out  of  this  place — I  will  lend  you  any  tnoDey 
that  maybe  necessary,  but  for  other  helpyoa 
must  depend  upcm  your  own  resources.  Tbe 
Porcari,  as  I  have  said,  will  make  little  oppo- 
sition, or  none,  and  the  priest  you  wot  of  will 
do  all  you  need  quietly  in  the  church  oCSanti 
Maria  in  Trastevere.  A  ship  in  which  mj 
father  has  a  venture  will  leave  Ostia  m  a  few 
days  for  Marseilles.  If  you  need  any  furthei  ■ 
directions,  you  are  not  the  man  I  think  you. 
As  for  me,  I  am  going  to  Venice,  becautf 
I  long  after  my  fathePs  house.  Giulio,  I 
desire  your  help  and  companionship.  P^ 
up  what  we  have  here,  and  follow  me  to-mor- , 
row ;  I  make  the  first  stage  of  my  jouney  I 
alone  this  afternoon." 

"  I  will  do  all  you  have  ssud ;  and  I  wish  I 
had  the  power  to  utter  the  thankslowe you,' 
said  Raymond,  greatly  moved. 

An  hour  afterwards  Theodore  was  in  the  | 
saddle.  Raymond  came  out,  and  once  mwt 
entreated  with  touching  earnestness  that  be 
would  give  him  his  hand  in  token  of  complete 
reconciliation. 

Theodore  extended  it,  saying, "  I  gi*"  '*  ^  j 
a  pledge  that  I  have  acted  towards  thee  m  I 
truth  and  uprightness,  I  have  done  for  thee 
all  that  man  can  do  for  man.  And  so  &ic- 
well.    God  prosper  thee."  I 


BESIDES  money  prizes,  the  lads  have 
a  treat  twice  a  year.  In  winter  it  con- 
sists of  a  tea  and  after-entertainment  We 
saw  the  last  programme,  which  was  most 
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varied  and  capital,  as  it  could  hardly  6il  <" 
be  when  arranged  and  assisted  by  such  get*- 
tleraen  as  the  well-known  Rob  Roy  McGregM 
and  Mr,  Martm  Ware,  who  for  many  yean 
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lias  been  honorary  secretary  to  the  "  Old  Reds 
Society,"  never  wearying  in  his  noble  work, 
and  placing  the  clear  intellect  of  an  accom- 
plished barrister  and  the  warm  heart  of  a 
devoted  Christian  at  its  service. 

In  summer,  a  country  excursion  is  the 
thing,  and  then  only  two  rules  are  put  in 
force,  which  are  these : — "  No  boy  may  spend 
more  than  half-a-crown  in  donkey-riding." 
Not  more  than  four  boys  may  be  on  the 
same  donkey  at  the  same  time  ! " 

Last  summer  they  went  to  Portsmouth, 
and  here  is  an  account  of  the  day's  pro- 
(^cediogs,  copied  from  the  register-notice 
entered  by  the  manager  :— 


"  Annual  Excursion,  Portsmouth.  —  We 
left  Waterloo  Station  at  7  a.m.  On  arriving 
at  Portsmouth  we  had  some  lunch,  then,  with 
band  playing  and  flags  flying,  all  marched  to 
the  Dockyard,  where,  through  the  kindness 
of  Admiral  Foley,  we  found  a  man  specially 
told  off  to  escort  us  through  the  Dockyard. 
We  visited  the  Indefectible  and  the  Serapis, 
then  the  various  workshops,  and  closed  our 
visit  by  boarding  the  Victory.  By  tliis  time 
(1.30)  we  found  the  boys  were  getting  hungry 
and  very  tired,  so  we  marched  back  to  the 
Masonic  Hall  for  dinner.  After  doing  full 
justice  to  the  food  {roast  beef,  mutton  boiled 
and  roast,  veal  and  ham,  plum-pudding,  and 
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fruit  taits !),  the  boys  were  allowed  to  go 
free,  when  they  indulged  in  donkey-riding 
(poor  donkeys  !),  boating,  bathing,  cricket, 
and  races.  We  left  Portsmouth  at  j.io, 
arriving  honne  about  10.30,  well  satisfied  with 
the  day's  excursion,  and  all  thoroughly  tired 
out" 

We  should  just  think  so  I  So  the  books 
were  dosed  and  we  were  conducted  over 
the  building.  Oiu-  first  stoppage  is  at  the 
door  of  the  large  room  we  are  leaving. 
Three  ragged  boys  stand  waiting.  "Well, 
young  man,"  says  Mr.  Nichols  to  a  tall  fellow, 
"where  do  you  come  from?"  Indistinct 
reply.     "  What  were  you  working  at  ?  " 

"  Druggist,  in  Thames  Street." 

"  Why  did  you  leave  ?  " 

"  Getting  slack." 

"  Bring  a  character  here  to-morrow." 

To  number  two. 

"  Where  do  you  come  from  ?  " 

"  Pancras  Road." 

"Go  to  the  York  Road  Society,  see  if  they 
can  take  you  in  ;  if  not,  come  back  here." 

To  number  three, 

"  You  ? " 

"  GreviUe  Street.  Working  at  coal-wharf 
for  the  men,  got  a  shilling  a  day  and  dinner. 
Has  no  father,  no,  .nor  no  mother,  paid  four- 
pence  a  night  for  lodgings — had  the  rest  to 
keep  himself.  Work  getting  done,  was  turned 
off  oa  Saturday,  could  not  afford  to  keep  us, 
must  lookout  for  ourselves." 

"  Where  had  he  slept  since  ?  " 

"  In  a  coal-shed." 

"  You  belong  to  the  Westminster  district," 
sums  up  Mr.  Nichols;  "you're  tall.enough  for 
a  soldier.  Do  you  know  the  Westminster 
Shoe-blacks'  Home  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  In  Besborough  Gardens,  Vauxhall ;  go 
there." 

Down-statrs  we  found  every  'possible  ar- 
rangement for  insuring  cleanliness,  including 
so  large  a  bath  that  six  boys  can  use  it  at 
once. 

Then  we  are  turned  over  to  the  matron, 
who  takes  us  up  to  the  bedrooms.  The 
beds  are  very  comfortable— a  straw  mattress 
and  upon  it  a  flock  one,  with  four  thicknesses 
of  blankels ;  both  a  bolster  and  pillow  are  on 
the  beds,  and  a  clean  sheet  is  supplied  every 
Monday;  pretty  scarlet  quilts  form  their 
covering  in  summer,  but  in  winter  these  ai 
exchanged  for  a  thicker  brown_rug.  A  monitor 
is  appointed  in  each  room  to  keep  order. 
The  boy  who  has  been  longest  in  the  house 
fills  this  position  of  honour.  There  are  also 
nice  little  chests  of  drawers.    Each  boy  has 


his  own  drawer,  and  the  matron  showed  us, 
with  a  motherly  pride,  how  tidily  they  were 
kept,  and  unfolded  more  than  one  nice 
Sunday  suit  for  our  admiration.  There  are 
texts  and  mottoes  on  the  walls,  such  as  "Stand 
up  for  Jesus,"  and  other  bright  words.  In 
the  largest  dormitory  there  are  thirty-five 
beds,  and — unheard-of  luxury  !— a  gas  stove 
stood  ready  to  be  lighted  when  cold  nights 
came  on.  A  fire-escape  was  braced  up  to 
the  ceiling,  offering  if  need  be  an  easy  mode 
of  exit  on  to  the  neighbouring  roofs. 

The  other  bedrooms  were  smaller.    One 
had  but  a  single  bed  in  itj  and  these  smallei 
rooms  are  considered  the  best  .ones,  though 
the  lai^er  ones  are  equally  clean,  bright,  and  . 
comfortable. 

Lastly  we  were  ushered  into  the  school- 
room and  saw  a  most  charming  sight.  The 
spacious  room  was  brightly  lighted  up.  The  , 
walls  were  covered  with  pictures,  texts,  maps, 
and  flags.  The  little  man  whom  we  had 
seen  at  the  door  has  a  love  for  niodel!i:ig, 
and  at  one  end  of  the  school-room  on  stands 
we  beheld  a  pagoda,  a  farm-yard,  a  village 
in  snowy  weather  very  glittering,  Bucking- 
ham Palace,  and  lastly  an  unflatteringly  plain 
model  of  a  shoe-black  boy,  but  with  his  badge 
very  carefully  reproduced. 

The  brightness  of  the  whole  scene,  how- 
ever, is  centred  in  the  rows  of  boys.  More 
than  eighty  of  these,  with  their  clean  faces, 
smoothhair,  and  red  jerseys,  are  hard  at  wort  , 
learning.  Mr.  Batie  and  an  assistant  master 
keep  perfect  order,  and  yet  there  is  rw  stiti.      \ 

''Those  lads,"  Mr.  Bajie  tells  us,  "a"  I 
doing  fractions.  Do  you  see  that  boy  with  '■ 
light  hair  and  the  pale  face  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Number  Two,  fetch  your  clogs  for  the 
lady  to  see."  To  us — "They  cost  him  five-and- 
sixpence."  Number  Two  comes  back  smi^ 
ing,  with  a  pair  of  light  clogs,  well  blackened 
and  tipped  with  brass,  in  his  hand.  "This 
lad  is  our  best  clog-dancer."  And  as  ^^ 
returns  to  his  seat  Mr.  Batie  adds  in  alow 
voice,  "  He  has  £i^  in  the  bank,  and  is 
sixteen  years  old," 

"  But  how  a  clog-dancer?" 

"At  our  monthly  entertainments.    Alioff    ; 
me  to  give  you  this  programme,  and  we  shall 
be  very  glad  to  see  you  if  you  like  some  time 
to  come.    The  boys  themselves  arrange  the 
whole  thing," 

We  glance  at  the  paper  and  see  _tw 
monthly  entertainment  includes  sinffi'S' 
shadow  pantomime  (a  very  favourite  p^ 
of  the  whole),  reciting,  and,  last  but  not  leasi. 
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Another  lad  is  pointed  out  to  us  who 
for  two  years  has  gained  the  medal  for 
snimming.  A  very  useful  accomplishment 
to  these  boys,  for  many  of  them  were 
passed  on  to  the  Arethusa  or  other  training 
ships  for  the  navy,  and  many  "  young  rascals  " 
turn  out  fine  "Jack  tars,"  the  life  and  fun 
which  lead  them  into  mischief  or  even  into 
crime  ashore  making  them  smart,  active, 
plucky  blue  jackets. 

But  to  return  to  the  night  school  in 
Saffron  Hill :  we  inquire,  "  Is  the  attendance 
here  compulsory?" 

"  Yes ;  four  nights  a  week,  and  it  is  also  so 
at  the  Sunday-school.  They  do  not  care  for 
services,  and  I  think  they  learn  mote  perhaps 
in  the  Sunday-school  than  in  places  of  wor- 
ship. They  are  obliged  to  use  their  minds  in 
a  Bible  class." 
"  What  are  the  hours  ?  " 
"From  half-past  ten  to  twelve  and  from 
half-past  seven  to  nine  in  the  evening." 

And  here,  through  the  medium  of  the  Sunday 
Magazine,  we  would  make  an  earnest  appeal 
to  its  London  readers  to  offer  themselves  ti 
Martin  Ware,  Esq.,  of  Old  Court,  Lincoln' 
Ion,  the  earnest  Hon.  Sec  of  the  Shoe-black 
Ekigade  at  Saffron  Hill,  as  Sunday-school 
teachers.  He  tells  us  this  is  a  great  want,  and 
justly  pointed  out  that  ladies  would  be  the 
most  acceptable  instructors  to  the  boys. 
That  all  mission  work  is  best  done  by 
volunteers  is  a  well-known  fact.  Then, 
loo,  the  lads  are  used  to  their  week-day 
teachers,  and  though  no  master  could  be 
kinder  to  these  waifs  and  strays  than  their 
present  one  is,  yet  amidst  eighty  boys  strict 
discipline  must  be  maintained,  and  it  is 
impossible  for  paid  teachers  to  become  the 
personal  and  intimate  friends  of  their  scholars 
in  the  same  way  that  tender  and  educated 
ladies  can. 

Kingsley  has  truly  told  us  that  there  is 
an  inherent  chivalry  in  the  roughest  and 
most  ignorant  natures  which  can  be,  and  is, 
drawn  out  by  such  contact — elevating  and 
ennobling  the  instructed  and  cared  for;  and 
we  would  add,  a  reflex  benefit  of  earnestness 
snd  strength  comes  into  the  gentle  life  so 
used.  Surely  we  need  not  lay  the  case  in 
vain  before  the  lady-readers  of  this  paper? 
Surely,  in  London,  a  sufficient  number  of 
^dy  volunteers  can  be  found  to  teach  in  the 
Shoe-black  Sunday-schools  in  its  different 
quarters.  In  other  words,  surely  there  are 
some  who  love  Christ  the  Lord  and  His  work 
D«Ker  than  their  own  selfish  ease.  If  Chris- 
'lanitjr  is  anything,  it  is  <Ul — It  is  not  a  human 
fmotion,  it  is  a  Divine  principle.     It  must 


dominate  our  lives,  or  we  have  no  part 
in  it. 

The  nud  of  such  volunteer  help  is  more 
plainly  seen  when  we  remember  (hat  these 
boys  are  most  ignorant  when  they  first  come 
into  the  Brigade.  Out  of  seventy  boys  it  is 
found  that  thirtycannot  read  quite  little  words. 

The  School  Board  does  not  get  hold  of 
the  street  boys ;  it  is  so  easy  to  dodge  the 
inspectors,  and  is  done  to  a  much  greater 
extent  than  Mr.  Forster  would  like  to  know. 
It  is  well  enough  for  the  State  to  command 
all  children  shall  attend  Board  Schools  and 
grow  up  educated  men  or  women;  but  till 
the  State  can  inform  these  poor  ones  how 
they  are  to  procure  the  morsel  of  food  which 
keeps  life  weakly  in  them,  and  where  they  are 
to  find  the  nightly  twopence  for  a  shelter, 
the  State  may  command,  but  it  cannot  com- 
pel. Hunger  and  destitution  are  stronger  than 
reading  and  writing,  and  the  weaker,  in  this 
as  in  all  other  cases,  must  go  to  the  wall. 

The  Shoe-black  Brigade  is  not,  we  arc 
thankful  to  say,  a  State,  but  a  Christian 
institution,  consequently  the  most  ignorant 
and  neglected  are  the  most  cared  for,  and  we 
find  at  Saffron  Hill  that  the  boys  with  a  higher 
scale  of  learning  are  sacrificed  rather  than 
those  who  know  less,  and  the  most  earnest 
pains  are  bestowed  on  those  who  need  them 
most  Thus,  some  boys  we  find  come  from 
Industrial  schools  and  know  a  good  deal, 
but  the  rest  have  very  little  education,  and 
a  large  percentage  cannot  read  at  all,  so 
that  many  bright  boys  are  sitting  here  learn- 
ing their  letters ;  that  strong  young  fellow, 
fifteen  years  of  age,  has  just  fought  his  way 
to  "crooked  S." 

The  master,  however,  tells  us — 

"Yes,  we  teach  the  Standards — all  ik( 
way  up." 

The  copy-books  are  very  clean  and  nicely 
kept,  and  they  must  cost  Lord  Kinnaird 
an  income,  as  he  gives  a  reward  of  six- 
pence for  each  one  filled  up  without  blots. 
A  boy  in  the  first  class,  taken  by  us  hap- 
hazard, is  told  to  stand  up  and  read,  and 
rattles  off  half  a  page  of  the  "  Sixth  Reader  " 
without  a  stumble;  another  young  gentleman 
in  the  third  quickly  does  a  mental  arithmetic 
sum  correctly. 

Evidently  the  boys  are  learning,  and  learn- 
ing intelligently;  but  more  even  might  be 
done  in  the  way  of,  instruction  did  the  boys 
lin  any  length  of  time,  but  they  do  not. 
The  object  of  the  Committee  is  to  make  the 
Blacking  Brigade  a  stepping-stone  out  of  the 
gutter  —  but  only  a  stepping-stone — to  a 
higher  life. 
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The  broken  nature  of  the  occupation  is 
an  advantage  to  boys  not  used  as  yet  to 
any  work,  but  foi  the  same  reason  it  is  in- 
jurious, and  encourages  the  love  of  desul- 
tory, intermittent  employment,  which  if  long 
persisted  in  would  teach  them  idle  habits; 
therefore  as  quickly  as  may  be  they  are  pro- 
cured situations  as  errand-boys,  gentlemen's 
servants,  and  so  on,  and  are  also  much 
encouraged  by  the  Committee  to  go  to  sea 
or  into  the  army ;  the  reason  of  this  being 
that  by  entering  either  of  the  services  they 
become  at  once  completely  cut  off  from  bad 
borne  associates.  The  lads  have  caught  a  sad 
habit  of  moving  about  from  one  shoe-black 
centre  to  another,  therefore  two  boys'  beadles 
are  now  employed,  both  of  whom  have  been 
raised  from  the  ranks  of  the  Brigade.  They 
spend  their  time  going  from  station  to  station 
and  studying  the  boys'  faces — and  then  one 
or  other  of  them  comes  down  to  the  different 
night  schools  and  looks  round. 

A  new  boy  sits  very  diligently  poring 
over  his  book.  He  seems  intensely  inter- 
ested— so  he  is,  but  not  in  his  spelling.  The 
beadle,  slowly  walking  past  his  desk,  is  getting 
very  near.  He's  going  to  pass.  Oh,  no  such 
luck !  and  a  voice — a  ra^mbered  voice  falls 
on  the  student's  ear. 

"  Why,  I  saw  you  at  the  North  London 
Society  last" 

Then,  if  he  has  been  discharged  for  dis- 
honesty, he  is  dismissed  from  Saffron  Hill,  or 
whatever  other  centre  he  has  joined  himseli 
to.  It  he  has  left  the  North  lindon  Society 
without  a  reason  he  is  recommended  to  re- 
turn thither. 

But  it  is  nine  o'clock.     School  is  over. 

How  delightful  it  was  to  hear  those  young 
voices  in  that  sweet  Evening  Hymn  ;  and  to 
hear  lips  so  early  used  to  oaths  and  sinful 
words  now  seriously  repeating  the  Lord's 
Prayer — that  wonderful  prayer  of  prayers. 
That  peaceful  pause  of  worship  was  very 
delightful ;  and  then,  oh !  the  sudden  change 
from  order  and  quietude.  The  whole  herd, 
with  cries,  and  whistles,  and  "  chaff,"  rush 
down-stairs.  Thetr  red  jersey  uniforms  are 
torn  off  and  hung  up  in  a  trice.  Half  of  the 
boys  are  aheady  in  the  street,  making  the 
neighbouring  houses  echo  again.  The  other 
— and  we  thought  the  more  to  be  envied — 
part  are  once  more  in  the  large  room ;  forms 
and  tables  axe  soon  cleared  away,  and  where 
we  had  last  seen  a  kind  ol  Coffee  Palace 
dining-room,  we  now  find  ourselves  in  a 
gymnasium,  and  a  noisy  one  too. 

And  so  we  left  the  Home ;  and  our  last 
sight  of  the  Blacking  Brigade  was  that  of  one 


of  its  members  flying  past  us  holding  on  to  % 
swing,  while  two  more  young  persons  were 
going  hand  over  hand  along  ladders  a  short 
dbtance  below  the  ceiling,  with  their  legs 
dangling  loose  above  our  heads. 

A  few  days  afterwards  we  had  the  pleasure 
of  being  allowed  a  conversation  with  Mr. 
Martin  Ware,  who  perhaps  knows,  from  many 
years'  personal  experience,  more  of  the  Black- 
ing Brigade  than  any  one  else.  He  told  us  that 
the  work  was  very  different  from  that  o£  an 
ordinary  Industrial  school,  where  the  lads  are 
kept  entirely  under  control,  and  then  placed 
out  in  the  world ;  and  even  Ragged  School 
work  itself  having  changed,  in  consequence 
ot  the  great  educational  efforts  of  latter  yean, 
has  made  the  conduct  of  the  Blacking  Bii- 
gade  more  difhcult  than  it  used,  at  the  esia- 
blishment  of  the  Society,  to  be.  Mr.  \Var« 
explains  the  fact  thus  : — 

"Originally,  there  was  very  little  oppor- 
tunity for  ragged  boys  to  get  an  honest, 
or  ;iMt»-honest,  living  in  the  streets;  there 
were  no  shoe-blacks  or  news-boys,  ve^ 
few  fusee-boys.  Every  street  boy  was  then 
made  to  'move  on'  by  the  police;  and 
the  boys  attending  Ragged  Schools  were 
obliged  either  to  be  errand-boys  (which  was 
difficult  with  ragged  clothes  and  no  chaiai:' 
tcr)  or  to  be  beggars  or  thieves.  Consequently 
we  were  at  first  supplied  with  a  stream  of 
well-conducted  boys  from  Ragged  Schools. 
who  were  thankful  to  use  our  Society  as  a 
stepping-stone  to  get  into  respectable  work. 
But  now  it  is  so  easy  for  a  ragged  boy  to  get 
his  living  in  the  streets  as  a  shoe-black  or 
news-boy,  &c.,  and,  moreover,  the  demand 
for  boys  in  the  labour  market  Js  so  tauch 
greater  than  it  was  twenty  years  ago,  that 
boys  are  less  eager  to  get  into  the  Sodei)', 
and  less  willing  to  submit  to  the  discipline 
when  in  it.  On  the  whole,  they  are  a  de- 
cidedly rougher  lot  of  boys  than  we  used  w 
get,  and  a  much  larger  proportion  ot  them  are 
homeless  boys. 

"  Many  people  would  say  that  this  is  as  il 
should  be,  and  that  we  ought  to  take  the 
roughest  and  most  destitute  by  preference. 
But  it  certainly  makes  the  Society  more  diffi- 
cult to  manage,  and  requires  a  cotain  change 
of  front  in  the  manageraenL  The  case  nay 
be  put  thus.  Originally  our  object  was  to 
provide  work  for  those  who  were  being 
trained  in  Ragged  Schools-  Now  our  object 
is  to  provide  discipline  and  instniclion  for 
those  who  arc  getting  their  living  in  'he 
streets,  and  who,  but  for  our  Societies,  would 
have  no  instruction  or  control  at  all- 

"  One  result  of  this  is,  that  all  the  SocieDcs 
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find  it  necessaty  to  have  Homes  for  homeless 
boys,  and  a  Sunday-school,  as  well  as  regular 
week-evening  instruction  on  the  Society's 
premises. 

"  Although  the  mode  of  action  of  the  Society 
is  in  some  measure  changed,  its  power  of 
usefulness  is  still  veiy  great  and  important. 
Just  think  of  the  number  of  boys  who  pass 
through  our  hands  in  one  year !  All  of 
these,  for  the  time  being,  are  on  friendly 
terms  with  us,  and  open  to  good  influence, 
and  in  the  majority  of  cases  open  to  tw 
other  '  good  influences.'  " 

Yes  !  and  results  speak  louder  than  these 
modest  words  of  Mr.  Ware's,  for  at  least  in 
half  the  cases  it  has  been  found  that  the  influ- 
ence extends  over  the  lad's  whole  after  life. 

A  great  ntmiber  of  the  boys  have  emi- 
grated. Scores  of  them  are  in  America,  and 
several  in  Australia  and  New  Zealand,  In 
most  cases  they  have  paid  part,  and  some- 
times the  whole,  of  theii  outfit  out  of  their 
savings. 

A  short  time  ago  Mr.  Ware  told  us  he 
had  a  visit  from  an  old  shoe-black  who  was 
formerly  a  thief  in  London,  and  is  now  hold- 
ing a  responsible  situation  on  a  railroad  in 
America,  with  a  salary  of  more  than  ^^400  a 
year.  He  brought  to  his  old  friends — his 
racuers — the  photograph  of  himself  and  his 
wife. 

Sometimes  the  boys  are  heard  of  after 
miny  years  in  a  curiously  accidental  way. 
For  instance,  here  is  an  extract  from  a  letter 
which  has  lately  been  received  from  a  sailor 
formerly  in  the  Brigade  : — "  I  left  London  in 
December,  We  went  to  Swansea,  and  then 
to  Liverpool,  where  I  left  the  schooner  and 
joined  this  steamer  and  went  to  Galveston, 
U.S.,  and  from  there  to  New  Orleans,  I  saw 
one  of  the  old  Society's  boys  out  at  New 
Orleans.  He  is  master  of  a  tug-boat ;  he 
was  in  the  Society  about  ten  years  ago ;  but 
I  quite  forget  his  name.  He  told  me  he 
liad  earned  many  a  shilling  at  the  Royal 
Exchange." 

Another  good  thing  which  "  grows  "  out  of 
the  work  of  the  Shoe-black  Society  jis  the 
healing  of  many  a  sad  mother's  heart,  and 
emphatically  "restoring  the  lost ;"  for  amongst 
the  boys  who  apply  for  work,  a  good  many 
are  found  to  have  run  away  from  the  country, 
often  from  comfortable  homes,  and  have  got 
into  distress  in  London.  They  come  think- 
'og  to  be  their  "own  masters,"  and  find  their 
glowing  ideas  of  independence  vanish,  as, 
"nether  they  will  or  not,  they  arc  presently 
^°W^  to  confess  that  "want  is  their  master." 
Then  the  Society  gets  hold  of  them  and 


restores  them  to  their  friends,  and  when  once 
more  they  are  in  the  old  familiar  scenes,  with 
the  old  home  comfort,  the  old  love  about 
them  ^rilich  once  they  cast  aside,  and  which 
in  many  a  never-to-be-forgotten  bitter  hour 
they  had  longed  hopelessly  for,  they  re- 
member how  God  saved  them,  which  of 
His  servants  brought  them  His  "  loving  kind- 
ness and  tender  mercy,"  and  out  of  the  ful- 
ness of  their  hearts  write  little  letters  of 
thanks. 

One  lad  says — he  writes  from  Southampton 
— "I  write  to  thank  you  for  your  kindness  to 
me  when  I  was  in  London.  I  like  my  place 
much  better  since  I  have  been  back.     I  saw 

J .  C last  Sunday,  and  he  seems 

glad  to  get  brtck  home  again.  He  sends  his 
love  to  Mr.  Jones  and  Miss  Blot  (the  matron), 
and  all  the  boys.  Give  my  love  to  the  new 
boy,  and  I  hope  he  is  getting  on  nicely.  I 
will  send  you  my  portrait  as  soon  as  I  can 
get  it  taken,  and  I  should  like  to  have  yours 
in  remembrance  of  you." 

Here  is  another,  also  written  to  the  In- 
spector, from  Staffordshire; — 

"  Just  a  line  to  let  you  know  that  I  got  home 
safe  and  I  am  going  on  all  right  now,  and 
comforUble,  and  my  brother  says  it  was  very 
kind  of  you  and  Mr.  Nichols  to  take  me  in, 
and  if  you  come  ever  to  our  house  we  shall 
do  the  same  for  you.  I  have  had  my  clothes 
sent  from  Birmingham,  and  I  look  quite  a 
swell.  I  must  have  some  portraits  taken  and 
send  you.  Bob,  and  John,  one  each,  and  you 
must  send  me  one  of  yours." 

A  mother  writes  to  Mr.  Nichols  from 
Ipswich : — 

"  I  write  to  inform  you  that  my  son,  E 

p ,  came   home  on  Monday  afternoon. 

I  wish  to  thank  you  very  kindly,  for  he  tells 
me  you,  sir,  have  been  like  a  father  to  him. 
He  speaks  much  of  the  kindness  of  all  to 
him.  I  ara  only  sorry  that  he  has  not  more 
to  come  home  to,  but  he  is  very  welcome  to 
what  there  is." 

Does  not  a  true  mother's  heart  speak  there? 
Thank  God !  whatever  else  she  lacks  she 
has  got  her  boy  back.  And  worth  much  more 
too,  we  trust,  than  when  she  lost  him. 

A  hopeless  subject,  apparently,  came  to  the 
Society  once.  A  rough,  turbulent,  deaf  and 
dumb  boy.  He  worked  in  the  "  Old  Reds  " 
for  some  time,  and  toned  down  and  improved 
so  much  that  the  Hon.  Arthur  Kinnaird 
gave  him  work  upon  Lord  Kinnaird's  estate 
in  Scotland.    Therefrom  he  writes : — 

"  I  enclose  two  of  my  likenesses,  one  for 
Mr.  Nichols  and  one  for  yourself.  I  send 
my  kind  love  to  all  the  boys.     I  would  be 
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very  much  obliged  if  you  would  send  me  one 
of  the  boy's  likenesses  in  his,  uniform,  if  you 
could  possibly  do  so." 

Mr.  Martin  Ware  has  most  kindly  sup- 
plied us,  also,  ivith  some  extracts  from  his 
"  rough  journal,"  as  instances  of  what  becomes 
of  the  boys. 

"April  ag.  R A— (late number 39) 

called.  He  is  now  in  the  Royal  Navy ;  has 
been  away  for  six  years  in  the  Briton.  He 
has  obtained  a  gold  medal  from  the  IVarsfiife 
(training-ship)  and  a  silver  medal  from  the 
Royil  Marine  Society.  He  was  paid  off, 
having  saved  ^£70,  with  a  capital  character. 

"April\f>.  The  Inspector  met  an  old  So- 
ciety boy,  W A——  (late  number  31). 

He  was  at  Gatti's,  on  the  ice-vans,  for  three 


years,  and  now  has  two  cabs  and  one  horse  of 
bis  own.  He  is  married,  and  has  three  chil- 
dren.   He  is  a  teetotaler. 

"  We  heard  a  few  days  ago  of  one  of  our 
old  boys  who  is  now  a  Colour  Serjeant  in  one 
of  the  regiments  in  Afghanistan." 

Such  is  the  worit  of  the  Shoe-black  Brigade. 
Such  are  a  few  of  the  known  results ;  but 
how  vast  a  proportion  of  the  good  done  will 
never  be  known  on  earth,  not  even  by  those 
noble  servants  who  have  so  closely  followed 
their  Lord's  will  and  trodden  in'  his  steps! 
One  day  they  viill  know,  but  not  until  they 
see  the  King  in  His  beauty — not  until  from 
Christ's  lips  they  bear  the  words  of  welcome : 
"  Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servants,  enta 
ye  into  the  joy  of  your  Lord." 


THE  RELIGIOUS  SYMBOLISM  OF  FIRE. 

By  Da.  J.  H.  GLADSTONE,  F.R.S. 


T  N  the  earliest  of  our  sacred  Scriptures  we 
■^  find  burnt  offerings  spoken  of  as  part  of 
religious  worship,  though  there  is  no  hint  given 
as  to  the  origin  of  such  a  rite,  nor  any  ex- 
planation of  what  meaning  it  conveyed  to 
the  pious  men  of  old.  It  is  in  no  way  pecu- 
liar to  the  chosen  race.  Noah  and  Abraham 
burnt  their  sacrifices  in  memory  of  the  good- 
ness of  the  Lord,  and  the  Mosaic  ritual  is  fiill 
of  such  offerings ;  but  the  practice  was  also 
familiar  to  Job,  in  the  land  of  Uz,  and  to 
Balaam,  the  prophet  of  Moab,  while  in  later 
times  Elijah  and  the  priests  of  Baal  equally 
recognised  the  suitability  of  an  appeal  to 
fire. 

From  the  sacred  hymns  we  possess  of 
those  remote  ancestors  of  ours,  who  fed  their 
flocks  and  grew  their  com  on  the  plains  of 
central  Asia,  we  find  they  were  fully  conscious 
of  some  Divine  mystery  around  and  about 
them,  and  desirous  of  solving  the  great  pro- 
blem of  how  to  hold  communion  with  this 
mighty  power,  and  how  to  express  their  religi- 
ous feelings  in  acts  or  words.  And  as  it  was  fire 
that  blazed  in  the  sun,  fire  in  the  form  of  the 
lightning  fiash  that  burst  open  the  thick  cloud 
and  poured  down  the  blessings  of  the  rain, 
fire  on  the  domestic  hearth  which  lent  its  aid 
to  man  and  ministered  to  his  wants,  and  fire 
which  dwelt  within  his  body  the  very  warmth 
of  life,  they  sang  hymns  to  fire. 

The  oldest  and  grandest  of  their  collec- 
tions of  hymns,  the  Rig  Yeda,  commences 
with  an  invocation  to  the  God  who  worked 
in  fire,  and  casts  a  pleasant  light  on  the  con- 


ception of  His  character,  and  also  on  the 
tenderness  of  their  family  life  as  well  as  their 
habit  of  family  prayer.  "Agni,"  like  the 
Latin  "  ignis,"  means  fire. 

"  I.  I  invoke  Agni,  the  god,  priest  and 
pontiff,  the  magnificent  one,  herald  of  sacri- 
fice. 

"  a.  May  Agni,  worthy  of  being  sung  by 
the  ancient  and  modem  Rishis,  assemble 
here  the  gods. 

"4.  Agni,  the  pure  offering  that  thou  sur- 
roundest  on  every  side  rises  to  the  gods. 

"7.  Agni,  everyday,  evening  and  moroiog, 
we  come  to  thee  bringing  the  homage  of 
our  prayer. 

"  8.  To  thee,  shining  guardian  of  our  offi^- 
ings,  glory  of  the  sacrifice ;  who  increasest  in 
the  bosom  of  the  hearth  that  thou  y^- 
bitest. 

"9.  Come  to  us.Agni,  with  the  goodnessof 
a  father  for  his  child;  be  our  friend,  out 
benefactor." 

Very  many  of  the  subsequent  hynins  are 
addressed  to  the  same  essence,  and  it  is  with 
a  final  prayer  to  Agni  that  the  Rig  Veda 
closes. 

The  idea  of  these  early  people  seems  to 
have  been  that  when  they  wished  to  make 
presents  to  the  great  powers  of  nature,  no 
vehicle  could  be  found  so  good  as  fiie ;  and 
the  spirituous  soma  juice  played  a  most  )Sy 
portant  part  in  their  worship — it  turned  the 
dead  offering  into  living  flaxae,  and  earned 
it  up  to  heaven.  Many  other  gifts  when 
heated  sent  their   essence  upwards,  and  at 
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the  same  time  the  bright  and  pointed  flame 
seemed  to  be  the  best  of  all  channels  for 
the  prayer  that  was  to  ascend  with  the  gift 
to  the  Divine  presence. 

But  there  is  another  people  whom  we  are 
especially  apt  to  look  upon  as  fire-worshippers. 
At  the  great  schism  which  separated  the 
Persian  from  the  Indian  religion  all  idolatry 
was,  indeed,  discouraged,  but  the  wisdom  of 
the  more  ancient  fire-priests  was  extolled, 
and  their  ideas  influenced  to  a  considerable 
extent  the  rising  faith  of  Iran.  Thus  in  the 
oldest  part  of  the  Zend-avesta,  we  read  how 
Zoroaster  assembled  his  fellow-countrymen 
before  the  sacred  fire,  and  called  upon  them 
to  contemplate  its  beams  with  a  pious  mind, 
and  to  choose  between  truth  and  falsehood, 
good  and  evU.  According  to  his  teaching, 
around  the  throne  of  the  pure  Creator  are 
six  mighty  principles,  the  second  of  which 
is  Asha-vahista,  a  name  which  is  said  to 
mean  at  once  "the  best  truth,"  "  perfect  righte- 
ousness," and  fire,  biightness,  and  splendour. 
It  represented  the  omnipresence  of  the  Divine 
being,  the  preservation  of  all  life,  the  provi- 
dence of  God,  while  it  was  associated  with 
the  paying  of  debts  and  keeping  of  promises. 
But,  especially  after  the  migration  into  Persia, 
-Asha-vahista  became  personified  as  one  of 
the  seven  archangels,  and,  with  that  fatal 
tendency  of  all  symbolism  to  sink  man  into 
idolatry,  he  was  more  and  more  frequently 
praised  and  invoked.  The  mfluence  of  the 
Magians,  and  the  wide-spreading  worship  of 
Mithra,  the  sun,  doubtless  helped  on  this  lapse 
into  idolatry ;  till,  in  the  later  writings  of  the 
same  faith,  fire  is  spoken  of,  not  merely  as 
the  best  symbol  of  the  Divine  glory,  but  as 
an  exalted  being,  and  prayers  are  addressed 
to  him  as  the  son  of  Onnuzd  for  a  happy 
and  brilliant  life,  food,  children,  excellent 
honour,  smooth  speech,  imagination  and 
intelligence  which  comprehends  the  future. 
Sacrificial  fire  always  formed  part  of  the 
religious  ceremonies ;  fire  must  not  be  defiled 
by  contact  with  a  dead  body  or  the  human 
breath ;  and  now  among  the  remaining  adhe- 
rents of  this  faith  in  Persia,  and  the  Parsis 
of  India,  the  sacred  fire  is  ever  kept  burning 
in  the  fire  temples,  and  the  feeding  of  it  by 
the  priests  with  sandal-wood  and  benzoin  is 
one  of  the  most  important  parts  of  their 
elaborate  ritual 

No  wonder  then  that  we  read  of  the  use 
of  fire  among  the  Old  World  adherents  of 
a  purer  and  truer  faith.  When  God  would 
coofitm  His  covenant  with  Abraham  it  was 
by  means  of  the  well-known  symbol  of  the 
liinibent  flame.    When  He  spoke  to  Moses 


on  Horeb  it  was  from  the  midst  of  fire.  When 
He  descended  on  Sinai  it  was  in  fire  and 
smoke.  When  He  manifested  His  presence 
to  Israel  it  was  by  a  fiery  cloud,  or  by  the 
Shekinah  of  His  gloiy.  And  when  He 
would  vindicate  His  sovereignty  on  Carmel 
it  was  by  fire  from  heaven.  When  the  chosen 
people  had  to  learn  their  early  lessons  of 
righteousness  in  the  picture-book  of  the 
Mosaic  dispensation,  the  great  law-giver  was 
directed  to  employ  the  incense -burning  and 
the  sacrificial  fires  of  Egypt  in  the  worship 
of  the  one  Jehovah ;  and  when  more  spiritual 
teaching  was  given  them  through  the  later 
prophets,  the  vision  of  the  Almighty  was 
still  associated  with  flames  enfolding  thcm-- 
selves,  and  with  fiery  streams. 

Nor  did  the  symbolism  of  fire  cease  to  be 
employed  with  the  passing  away  of  the  old 
dispensation.  When  Christ  came  it  was,  in 
the  language  of  His  forerunner,  ."  with  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  with  fire,"  and  when  the 
promised  Spirit  was  poured  out  on  His  disci- 
ples we  read  that  "  a  tongue  of  flame  "  rested 
on  each  waiting  worshipper.  In  the  visions 
of  Patmos,  the  imagery  of  Isaiah,  Daniel, 
and  Ezekiel  is  reproduced,  and  there  are 
"  seven  lamps  of  fire  burning  before  the 
throne." 

While,  however,  we  recognise  the  employ- 
ment of  fire  in  the  religious  worship  both  of 
the  Hebrews  and  of  the  heathen  nations, 
the  descendants  of  the  Persian  faith  are  com- 
monly known  by  the  name  of  fire-worshippers ; 
but  in  the  Hebrew  Scriptures  fire  is  never 
more  than  the  servant  of  the  Almighty,  and 
in  the  highest  flight  of  poetry,  fire  only  takes 
its  place  among  the  objects  of  nature  which 
are  called  upon  to  praise  the  Lord.* 

The  ideal  connection  between  righteous- 
ness and  fire  is  not  unknown  in  our  sacred 
Scriptures,  at  least  in  those  parts  which  were 
written  after  the  Babylonish  captivity.  We 
read  with  regard  to  the  future  hopes  of 
Israel ;  "  For  Zion's  sake  will  I  not  hold  ray 
peace,  and  for  Jerusalem's  sake  I  will  not 
rest,  until  the  righteousness  thereof  go  forth 
as  brightness,  and  the  salvation  thereof  as  a 
lamp  that  bumeth.  And  the  Gentiles  shall 
see  thy  righteousness,  and  all  kings  thy 
glory."t  But  neither  the  moral  quality  nor 
its  emblem  is  ever  personified ;  and  even 
when  Jehovah,  addressing  Cyrus,  the  Persian 
king,  calls  upon  the  skies  to  pour  down 
righteousness,  He  expressly  adds,  "I  the 
Lord  have  created  it."  I 

And  this  brings  us  to  another  use  of  the 

*  Fulm  ci».  4 ;  cilviii.  8.  .    . 
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symbol  in  the  sacred  Scriptures.  Fire  is  a 
destroying  agent.  Thus  when  the  inspired 
psalmist  speaks  of  righteousness  and  judg- 
ment as  the  habitation  of  the  throne  of  God, 
he  adds :  "  A  fire  goeth  before  him  and 
bumeth  up  his  enemies  round  about."  *  The 
Light  of  Israel  is  a  devouring  flame,t  to 
Assyria  and  to  other  nations.  In  other  pas- 
sages God  is  represented  as  a  refiner  silting 
to  purify  the  silver  from  its  dross ;  or  as  try- 
ing the  works  of  men  by  fire,  and  so  burning 
up  the  wood,  hay,  and  stubble  ;  or  as  gather- 
ing the  wheat  into  His  gamer,  but  burning 
the  chaff  with  fire  unquenchable.  [  How 
far  this  purification  is  to  be  accomplished  in 
this  world,  and  how  far  it  may  be  in  that 
which  is  to  come,  are  matters  of  theological 
controversy  into  which  1  have  no  wish  to 
enter ;  but  when  we  think  of  the  evil  which 
has  to  be  got  rid  of,  of  the  sin  and  sorrow 
in  our  own  hearts,  and  in  the  world  of  which 

•  P»liii  icvii.  I,  3.  +  1ft  1. 1;. 

1  Mil.  iU.  9, 1 ;  Lub  iii.  17 ;  i  Cor.  iii.  ij. 


we  are  a  part,  we  may  be  humbly  and  reve- 
rently thankful  that  "  our  God  is  a  consum- 
ing fire." 

Priests  and  prophets  of  old  could  not 
fail  to  see  the  brightness  and  the  beaaty  of 
fire,  to  feel  its  warmth  and  to  recognise  its 
services  to  man ;  but  modem  science  has 
greatly  increased  its  significance  as  a  religious 
symbol.  We  now  look  upon  the  fires  of  the 
sun  as  the  source  of  the  light,  and  heat,  and 
chemical  power  which  radiate  from  it,  and  we 
know  that  the  solar  beams  are  the  origin  of 
that  energy  which  reveals  itself  in  so  many 
changing  forms  of  fire,  the  cause  of  neariy 
every  movement  that  takes  place  in  the  at- 
mosphere or  on  the  surface  of  the  earth,  and 
the  indispensable  requisite  of  all  v^etable  or 
animal  life.  So,  when  we  read  of  the  "  Sun 
of  Righteousness  with  healing  in  His  wings," 
we  find  a  vivid  image  of  Christ  as  the  somce 
of  all  forms  of  spiritual  energy,  turning  this 
dark  and  stagnant  world  into  an  abode  <rf 
light  and  life,  of  salvation  and  blessing. 


LONGINGS. 

IN  mist  and  gloom  the  daylight  swiftly  dies, 
The  city  lamps  shine  out  along  the  street; 
No  vesper  glory  charms  the  weary  eyes. 

No  leafy  murmurs  make  the  gloaming  sweet. 
"  Ah  me,  the  tranquil  evening  hours,"  ^e  cried, 
"  Amid  the  rushes  by  the  river-side  i 

"  The  busy  feet  for  ever  come  and  go. 
The  sounds  of  work  and  strife  are  never  stilL 

Oh,  for  the  grassy  pastures,  green  and  low, 
The  straw beny-blossora  and  the  dafi'odil  I 

How  peacefully  the  mellow  sunshine  died 

Amid  the  rushes  by  the  river-side  ! 

"  I  loved  the  toil  amid  those  reedy  shades, 
At  sunrise  or  at  sunset,  gay  and  light ; 

The  song  of  waters  and  the  laugh  of  maids 
Come  back  to  me  in  happy  dreams  at  night; 

Oh,  blessed  hours,  when  free  from  care  and  pride 

I  bound  the  rushes  by  the  river-side  1 

"  This  is  no  dwelling-place  for  hearts  like  mine. 
Hearts  that  are  bom  for  freedom  and  for  rest. 

Ah  me,  to  see  the  marshy  meadows  shine 
In  the  low  sunlight  of  the  saffron  west  j 

I  will  go  home  to  find  my  peace,"  she  cried, 

"  Amid  the  rushes  by  the  river-side." 

SARAB  DOUDNEY. 


,  Jjoogle 


Diai.zodBjGoogle 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


HOW  SHE   TOLD   A   LIE. 
By  the  Adthor  of  •■  John  Halifax,  Gbntleuam." 


THE  three  travellers—kiad  Cousin  Eva, 
and  her  young  charges.  Cherry  and 
Ruth — were  standing  on  the  staircase  of  the 
curious  old  Hdtel  de  Bouigth^oude,  by  the 
Place  de  la  Pucelle,  Rouen.  That  naitow, 
gloomy  httle  square  looked  still  narrower  and 
gloomier  in  the  drirzle  of  the  duil  November 
day ;  and  the  ugly  pump  in  the  middle  of  it, 
with  a  still  uglier  statue  on  the  top,  marking 
the  place  where  Jeanne  d'Arc  was  burnt, 
had  been  a  sore  disappointment  to  the 
children.  They  had  come,  enthusiastic  little 
pilgrims,  to  see  the  spot  where  their  favourite 
heroine  died ;  and  Cousin  Eva  could  hardly 
get  them  to  believe  that  it  was  the  spot — 
that  the  common-looking  market-place,  where 
a  few  ordinary  modem  market-people  were 
passing  and  re-passing,  had  actually  been  the 
scene  of  that  cruel  deed — that  from  the  very 
identical  windows  of  those  very  identical 
houses,  brutal  eyes  had  watched  the  Maid 
as  she  stood,  the  flames  curling  round  her, 
clasping  the  rude  cross  which  some  charitable 
soul  pushed  towards  her  hand. 

"Do  you  remember,"  Cousin  Eva  said, 
"  how,  at  the  last  moment,  she  retracted  all 
the  false  confession  of  heresy  and  witchcraft 
which  torture  had  wrung  from  her,  and  ex- 
claimed, '  Yes,  my  voices  were  of  God '  ?  and 
how,  when  she  saw  the  flames  approaching 
her,  she  shut  hereyes,  called  out  once 'Jesus!' 
dropped  her  head  upon  her  breast,  and  that 
was  ail; — till  they  raked  up  a  handful  of 
charred  bones  out  of  the  embers,  and  threw 
them  into  the  Seine  ? " 

The  children  looked  grave.  At  last  they 
did  realise  the  whole. 

"  I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  day  it  was," 
whispered  Cheny:  "dull  and  gloomy,  like 
to-day,  or  with  a  bright  blue  sunshiny  sky? 
Perhaps  she  looked  up  at  it  before  the  fire 
touched  her.  And  perhaps  he  stood  here — 
just  where  we  stand — the  Enghsh  soldier  who 
cried  out, '  We  have  burnt  a  saint ! '  " 

"  And  so  she  was,"  said  Ruth,  with  a  quiver 
passing  over  the  eager  little  face;  "a  real 

"  But,  Cousin  Eva,"  added  Cherry,  "  why 
did  she  ever  own  to  being  a.  witch?  and  how 
could  she  say  her  voices  were  not  true  when 
she  believed  they  were  troe?  One  way  or 
other  she  must  have  told  a  lie." 

Miss  Cherry  was  of  an  argumentative,  rather 
than  a  sentimental  turn.  She  thought  a  good 
deal  herself,  and  liked  to  make  other  people 


think  too,  so  as  to  enable  her  to  get  to  the 
bottom  of  things.  She  could  never  overlook 
the  slightest  break  in  a  chain  of  practical 
reasoning;  and  if  she  had  a  contempt  in  this 
world,  it  was  for  a  weak  person,  or  a  person 
who  told  a  lie.  This  flaw,  even  in  her 
favourite  Maid  of  Orleans,  otherwise  so  strong  i 
and  brave,  was- too  much  for  Cherry  to  pass  ' 
over. 

"Do  you  not  think,"  said  Cousin  Eva. 
"  that  it  would  be  possible,  under  stress  of 
circumstances,  to  tell  a  he — to  confess  to 
something  one  had  never  done  ?  Bishop 
Cranmer,  for  instance — have  you  forgotten 
how  he  signed  a  recantation,  and  then  thrust 
into  the  flames  '  that  unworthy  right  hand '? 
And  Galileo,  when  forced  by  the  Inquisition 
to  declare  the  earth  stood  still,  muttered 
afterwards, '  Epurst  muovt.'  Yes,  yes,"  con- 
tinued she,  "  one  never  knows  what  one  may 
be  driven  to  do  till  the  time  comes.  The 
force  of  torture  is  very  strong.  Once  upon 
a  time,  I  remember,  I  told  a  lie." 

"  You  told  a  lie  !"  echoed  Cherry,  looking 
with  amazement  into  the  bright,  sweet,  honest   , 
face — rosy  -  cheeked,     blue-eyed — her    little    1 
cousins  themselves  had  not  more  innocent  eyes 
than  Eva's — as  clear  and  round  as  a  baby's. 

"But  nobody  ever  tortured  you?"  asked 
tender-hearted  Ruth,  clinging  to  the  kindly 
hand,  which,  indeed,  she  never  went  faraway 
from,  in  these  alarming  "  foreign  parts." 

"  No,  my  little  girl ;  the  thumb-screws,  the 
rack,  and  me  Maiden  belong,  luckily,  to  that 
room  in  the  Tower  where  we  saw  them 
once ;  and  we  are  in  the  nineteenth  and  not 
the  fifteenth  century.  Still,  even  now-a- 
days  a  good  deal  of  moral  torture  can  be 
brought  to  bear  upon  one  occasionally, 
especially  when  one  is  only  a  child,  as  I  was 
then.  And  I  was  tried  sharply — enough  to 
make  me  remember  it  even  now,  and  feel 
quite  sure  that  if  I  had  been  Jeanne  d'Arc  I 
should  very  likely  have  done  exacUy  as  she 
did !  Also  I  learnt,  what  I  have  tried  to  put 
in  practice  ever  since,  that  nothing  makes 
people  liars  like  disbelieving  them." 

Ruth  gave  a  little  tender  pressure  to  the 
hand  she  held,  while  Cherry  said  proudly, 
"  You  never  disbelieve  us,  and  you  never 
need  to  J  But  tell  us.  Cousin  Eva,  about  the 
lie  you  told.  Was  it  denying  something  you 
had  done,  or  owning  to  something  you  were 
quite  innocent  of,  like  poor  Jeanne  d'Arc? 
Do  tell  I    You  know  how  we  like  a  storj-." 
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"What,  here,  in  this  pelt  of  rain?"  an- 
wered  Cousin  Eva,  as  she  proceeded  to  in- 
stigate from  under  her  umbrella  the  curious 
iis-reliefs  of  the  Field  of  the  Qoth  of  Gold, 
riiLch  still  remain  in  the  court  of  the  H6tei 
!u  Bourgth^roude,  "  No,  children  ;  you 
aust  wait  a  more  desirable  opportunity." 

Which,  however,  was  not  long  in  coming. 
Die  day  brightened — grew  into  one  of  those 
Eiquisite  days  which  French  people  call  "l¥tS 
deSt.  Martin" — and  truly  I  know  nothing 
file  it,  except  what  it  most  resembles,  a  sweet, 
peaceful,  contented  old  age.  So  Cousin  Eva 
decided  to  take  the  children  to  a  place  which 
in  herself  had  once  seen  and  never  for- 
^Hen,  ihe  little  church  on  a  hill-top,  called 
Noire-Dame  de  Bon  Secours. 

"  Is  that  the  same  which  Alice  sings  about 
itibeo^ra,  of  Xoiiert  ie Diat&J"  and  Cherry 
struck  up,  in  hei  clear  young  voice — 

"*  Quaod  jaquLttait  maNonundia.' 

Koaea  is  in  Normandy,  so  of  course  it  was 

the  same — 

'  Daigna  prot^tr  sot  uncmn, 
Kotcc-Dame  ds  Bon  Secoun.' " 

"  Please  don't  sing  quite  so  loud,  or  the 
hotel  people  will  hear  you,"  said  timid  Ruth, 
ind  WIS  quite  relieved  when  they  started 
off.  I  need  not  relate  how  extremely  the 
children  enjoyed  the  stiff  dimb  up  the  hill, 
asd  admired  the  lovely  building,  all  ablaze 
*ith  brilliant  but  harmonious  colouring,  and 
ttie  little  side-chapels,  filled  with  innumerable 
'otive  inscriptions :  "  A  Marie,"  "  Gtices  k 
Marie,"  "  EUe  a  exaucd  mcs  vceux,"  &c. 
'^i^fious,  simple,  almost  childish,  it  all  was, 
Jit  touching  to  those  who  feel,  as  Cousin 
En  did,  that  to  believe  eamesdy  in  any- 
■hing  is  better  than  believing  in  nothing. 

Afterwards  they  all  sat  and  rested  in  one 
of  the  prettiest  resting-places  I  know  for 
ttose  (hat  live  and  move,  or  for  "  them  that 
sleep  "—the  grave-yard  on  the  hill-top,  dose 
behind  the  church  of  Notre-Dame  de  Bon 
Secours.  From  this  high  point  they  could 
^e  the  whole  country  for  miles  and  miles, 
'he  Seiue  winding  through  it  in  picturesque 
curies.  Rouen,  with  its  bridges  and  streets, 
Distinct  as  in  a  map,  lay  at  their  ri(^t  hand, 
»nd,  rising  out  of  the  mass  of  houses,  ethe- 
realiied  by  the  yellow  sunset  light,  were  the 
iifo  spires  of  the  Cathedral  and  the  Church  of 
Si.  Ouen, 

Can  you  see  the  market-place.  Cousin 
h-'i?  If  so,  poor  Jeanne  d'Arc,  when  she 
J^as  brought  out  to  die,  must  have  seen  this 
"111,  with  the  church  on  the  top  of  it ;  that  is, 
supposing  there  was  a  church." 


"  There  might  have  been,  though  not  this 
one,  which  is  modem,  you  see," 

"  I  wonder,"  continued  Cherry,  who  was 
always  wondering,  "  if  she  looked  up  at  it, 
and  thought  it  hard  that  Notre-Dame  de 
Bon  Secoiu^  should  not  have  succoured  her. 
Perhaps  because,  to  escape  from  the  heretic 
English,  she  had  told  a  lie." 

"  And  that  reminds  me,"  added  Ruth,  who 
was  not  given  to  ethical  questions,  "that 
while  we  sit  and  rest,  we  might  heai  from 
Cousin  Eva  about  the  he  she  told." 

"  Yes,  yes.  Please  say,  Cousin  Eva,  was 
it  a  big  or  a  little  one  ?  Why  did  you  tell 
it  7     And  was  it  ever  found  out  ?  " 

"  I  don't  quite  see  the'differencc  between 
big  and  little,  my  child.  A  lie  is  a  lie, 
thou^  sometimes  there  are  extenuating  cir- 
cumstances in  the  reason  for  telling  it.  And 
once  told,  the  question  whether  or  not  it  is 
ever  found  ou^  docs  not  matter.  My  lie 
never  was  found  out,  but  it  grieved  me  all 
the  same." 

"  Will  it  grieve  you  to  tell  about  it  ?  I 
should  not  like  that,"  said  Ruth  softly. 

"  No,  dear ;  because  I  have  long  since 
forgiven  myself.  I  was  such  a  small  child, 
much  younger  than  either  of  you,  and,  unlike 
you,  I  had  no  parents,  only  an  aunt  and 
uncle  and  a  lot  of  rough  cousirks,  who  domi- 
neered over  me  and  made  me  afraid.  Thatwas 
the  cause.  The  sure  way  to  make  a  diild 
untruthful  is  to  make  it  alxaid.  I  remember, 
as  if  it  were  yesterday,  the  shudder  of  terror 
that  came  over  me  when  my  eldest  cousin 
clutched  me  by  the  shoulder  saying,  '  Did 
you  do  that  ?  ' " 

"  And  what  had  you  done  ?  "  asked  Cherry. 

"  Nothing,  but  Will  thought  I  had.  We 
were  all  digging  in  our  gardens,  and  be  had 
just  found  his  fevourite  jessamine  plant  lying 
uprooted  on  the  ground.  It  had  been  my 
favourite  too,  but  Will  took  it  hrom  my  garden 
and  planted  it  in  his  own,  where  I  watched 
it  anxiously,  for  I  was  afraid  it  would  die. 

"  '  You  did  it  on  purpose,'  Will  persisted ; 
'  or  if  not  out  of  revenge,  out  of  pure  silli- 
ness. Girls  are  always  so  silly.  Didn't  you 
propose  yesterday  to  dig  it  up  just  to  sec  if 
it  had  got  a  root?' 

"  Which  was  quite  true.  I  was  a  very  silly 
little  girl,  but  I  meant  no  harm.  I  wouldn't 
for  the  world  have  harmed  either  Will  or  his 
jessamine.  I  told  him  so,  but  he  refused 
to  believe  me.  So  did  they  all.  They 
stood  round  me,  and  declared  I  must  have 
done  it.  Nobody  else  had  been  in  the 
garden,  except  indeed  a  dog,  who  was  in  the 
habit  of  burying  his  bones  there.    But  they 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


never  thought  of  him  as  the  sinner,  it  was 
only  of  me.  And  when  I  denied  doing  the 
thing,  they  were  only  the  more  angry. 

" '  You  know  you  are  telling  a  lie.  And 
where  do  little  girls  go  to  that  tell  hes  ? ' 
cried  Will,  who  sometimes  told  them  himself; 
but  then  he  was  a  boy,  aud  it  was  a  rule  in 
that  family,  a  terribly  mistaken  one,  that  the 
boys  might  do  anything,  and  the  girls  must 
always  give  in  to  the  boys.  So  when  Will 
looked  fiercely  at  me,  repeating, '  You  know 
you  did  it,'  I  almost  felt  as  S'  I  really  had 
done  it  Unable  to  find  another  word,  I 
began  to  cry, 

"  '  Look  here,  you  children ' — he  called  all 
the  rest  children — '  Eva  has  gone  and  pulled 
up  my  jessamine,  out  of  spite,  oc  mischief,  or 
pnre  silliness — I  don't  know  which,  and  I 
don't  care.  Td  forgive  her,  if  she  would 
only  confess,  but  she  won't.  She  keeps  on 
telling  lie  after  lie,  and  we  won't  stand  chil- 
dren that  tell  lies.  If  we  punish  her,  she'll 
howl,  so  I  propose  that  until  she  confesses 
we  all  send  her  to  Coventry,' 

"  '  It's  a  very  nice  town,  but  I  don't  want 
to  go  there,' said  I,  at  which  1  remember 
they  all  burst  out  laughing,  and  I  cried  only 
the  more. 

"  I  had  no  idea  what '  sending  to  Coventry ' 
meant,  unless  it  was  like  sending  to  Siberia, 
which  I  had  lately  been  reading  of,  or  to  the 
quicksilver  mines,  where  condemned  convicts 
were  taken,  and  where  nobody  ever  lived 
more  than  two  years.  Perhaps  there  were 
quicksilver  mines  at  Coventry  ?  A  cold  shud- 
der of  fear  ran  through  me,  but  I  was  utterly 
powerless.     I  could  but  die. 

"Soon  I  discovered  what  my  punisbuMnt 
was ;  and,  though  not  death,  it  was  hard 
enough.  Fancy,  children,  being  treated  day 
after  day,  and  all  day  long,  just  as  if  you 
were  a  chair  or  a  table — never  taken  the  least 
notice  of,  never  answered  if  you  spoke,  never 
spoken  to  on  any  account;  never  played 
with,  petted,  or  scolded.  Completely  and 
absolutely  Ignored.  This  was  being  '  sent 
to  Coventry,'  and  It  was  as  cruel  a  punishment 
as  could  have  been  inflicted  upon  any  little 
girl,  especially  a  sensitive  little  girl  who  liked 
her  playfellows,  rough  as  they  were,  and  was 
very  fond  of  one  of  them,  who  was' never 
rough,  but  always  kind  and  good. 

"  This  was  a  little  boy  who  lived  next  door. 
His  parents,  like  mine,  were  out  in  India; 
nor  had  he  any  brothers  or  sisters.  He  was 
just  my  age,  and  younger  than  any  of  my 
cousins.  So  we  were  tJie  best  of  friends — 
Tommy  and  I.  His  surname  I  have  forgotten, 
but  I  know  we  always  called  him  Tommy, 


and  that  I  loved  him  dearly.  The  biUca 
pang  of  all  this  bitter  dme  was  that  en 
Tommy  went  over  to  the  enemy. 

"At  first  he  had  been  very  Sony  for  me- 
had  tried,  all  through  that  holiday  Salurdi 
when  my  punishment  began,  to  persuade  □ 
to  confess,  and  escape  it;  and  when  hef^e 
— for  how,  could  1  confess  to  what  I  la 
never  done  ?  to  an  action  so  mean  thai 
would  have  been  ashamed  even  to  hat 
thought  of  doing  ? — then  Tommy  also  so 
me  to  Coventry.  On  the  Sunday,  i 
'us  children'  —  we  didn't  mind  grarauii 
much  in  those  days — walked  to  church  H 
gether  across  the  fields ;  and  Tomm)'  alfif 
walked  with  me,  chattering  the  whole  n| 
Now  we  walked  in  total  silence,  for  Wills  ij 
was  upon  him,  and  even  Tommy  was  afrii 
Whatever  I  said,  he  never  answered  a  sio^ 
word. 

"  Then  I  felt  as  if  all  the  world  were  agaia 
me — as  if  it  was  no  use  trying  to  be  goocLo 
telling  the  truth,  since  even  die  tmlh  ffasrt 
garded  as  a  lie.  In  short,  in  my  small  childisl 
way,  I  suffered  much  as  poor  Jeanne  d'-^ 
must  have  suffered  when  she  was  shut  op" 
her  prison  at  Rouen,  caUedawitch.adeceim 
— forsaken  of  all,  and  yet  promised  parda 
if  she  would  only  confess  and  owfl  she  «3S  i 
wicked  woman,  which  she  knew  she  vam 

"  I  was  quite  Innocent,  but  after  three  Jjn 
of  being  supposed  guilty  I  ceased  lo  ^ 
whether  I  were  guilty  or  no,  I  seemed  aj 
to  care  for  anything.  Since  they  suppostJ' 
was  capable  of  such  a  mean  thing  as  puUinE 
up  a  harmless  jessamine-root  out  of  ^ 
what  did  it  matter  whether  they  thm^tii 
had  told  a  he  or  not  ?  Indeed,  if  I  did  id 
one,  it  would  be  much  easier  than  telling^  ^ 
truth :  and  every  day  my '  sticking  it  out,'  >™ 
persisting  In  the  truth,  became  more  difficmj 

"  This  state  of  ;things  continued  idl'led' 
nesday,  which  was  our  half-holiday,  fh""  "■! 
cousins  usually  went  a  long  walk  Oi  pl^y*' 
cricket,  and  I  was  sent  in  to  spend  the  alt» 
noon  with  Tommy.  They  were  the  delighl 
of  my  life,  those  long  quiet  VVednesdap 
when  Tommy  and  I  went  '  mooning  aboul. 
dug  in  our  garden,  watched  our  tadpole*" 
we  had  a  hand-basin  fuU  of  them,  which  « 
kept  In  the  arboui  till  they  developed  in" 
myriads  of  frogs  and  went  hopping  aW 
everywhere.  But  even  tadpoles  could  ii« 
charm  me  now,  and  I  dreaded,  rather  tia 
longed  for,  my  half-holiday,  . 

"  School  had  been  difficult  enough,  i« 
Tommy  and  I  bad  the  same  daily  govern^. 
but  if,  when  we  played  together,  hewasneWj 
to  speak  to  me,  what  sbquW.^'J^i'v.^'^''' " 
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grandmother  would  be  sure  to  find  it  out ;  and 
the  was  a  prim  and  rather  strict  old  lady,  to 
ibom  a  child  who  had  been  sent  to  Coventry 
for  telling  a  lie  would  be  a  perfect  abhor- 
irace.  What  could  1  do  ?  Would  it  not  be 
btlter  to  hide  away  somewhere,  so  as  to 
(xape  going  in  to  Tommy's  house  at  all  f 
Indeed,  I  almost  think  some  vague  thought 
<i  moning  away  and  hiding  myself  for  ever 
(TMsed  my  mind,  when  I  heard  Will  calling  me. 

"He  and  two  of  the  others  were  standing 
It  the  front  door — a  terrible  Council  of  Three  j 
lite  tiiat  which  used  to  sentence  to  death 
lie  victims  in  the  Prigioni,  which  we  saw 
hji  month  at  Venice.  1  felt  not  unlike 
1  condemned  prisoner— one  who  had  been 
sbut  up  so  long  that  death  came  almost  as  a 
relief— which  it  must  often  have  been  to  those 
poor  souls.  The  three  big  boys  stood  over 
H!  like  judges  over  a  criminal,  and  Tommy 
£ood  beside  them  looking  very  sad. 

'"Little  girl,'  said  Will,  in  quite  a  judidal 
loiie,  'we  think  you  have  been  punished 
inoiigh  to  make  you  thoroughly  ashamed  of 
rwrself.  We  wish  you  to  go  and  play  with 
Tommy  as  usual;  but  Tommy  could  not 
jwsibly  have  you  unless  you  were  out  of 
Coventry.  We  will  give  you  one  chance 
■We.  Confess  that  you  pulled  up  the  jcssa- 
"iffle,  and  we'll  forgive  you,  and  tell  nobody 
about  you ;  and  you  shall  go  and  have  tea 
*iih  Tommy  just  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
Think— you  have  only  to  say  one  word.' 

'"'And  if  I  don't  say  it?' 

"Then,'  answered  Will,  with  a  solemn 
sid  awful  expression,  '  I  shall  be  obliged 
moedialcly  to  tell  everybody  everything.' 

."That  terrible  threat — all  the  more  for- 
liKiable  because  of  its  vagueness — quite  over- 
'^e  me.  To  be  set  down  as  a  liar  or  to 
ticcome  one ;  to  be  punished  as  I  knew  my 
""«  would  punish  me  on  ber  son's  mere 
laiement,  for  a  wrong  thing  I  had  never 
*">«,  or  to  do  a  wrong  thing,  and,  escaping 
punishment,  go  back  to  my  old  happy  life  with 
ay  dear  Tommy,  who  stood,  the  tears  in  his 
'J'K,  waiting  my  decision. 

"It  was  a  hard  strait — loo  hard  for  one 
»  young.  And  Will  stood  glaring  at  me, 
"iiti  his  remorseless  ey^. 

'"Well,  now — say,  once  for  all,  did  you 
PuU  up  my  jessamine?' 

"It  was  too  much.  Sullenly,  slowly,  I 
nade  up  my  mind  to  the  inevitable,  and 
^'»«ed,  '  Since  you  will  have  it  so— Yes.' 
«it  the  iosunt  I  had  s^ud  itj  I  fell  into  such 
?  fit  of  sobbing — almost  hysterical  scream- 
"'K— that  my  cousins  were  all  frightened  and 
tan  away. 


"  Tommy  stayed,  however.  He  got  me  into 
the  quiet  arbour  as  fast  as  he  could.  I  felt 
his  arms  round  my  neck,  and  his  comforting 
was  very  tender,  very  sweet.  But  I  was  long 
before  I  stopped  cr}-iog,  and  still  longer 
before  anything  like  cheenifiilness  came  into 
my  poor  little  heart.  We  played  together 
all  the  afternoon  very  affectionately,  but  in  a 
rather  melancholy  sort  of  way,  as  if  we  had 
something  on  our  minds,  to  which  we  never 
made  the  smallest  reference.  Tommy  was  a 
timid  boy,  and  Will  had  cowed  him  into  un. 
kindness :  but  he  loved  me — I  knew  he  loved 
me.  Only,  as  is  often  the  case,  if  his  love  had 
had  a  little  more  courage  it  would  have  been 
all  the  better  for  me — perhaps  for  him  too. 

"  We  spent  a  peaceful,  but  rather  dull  after- 
noon, and  then  were  summoned  in-doors  to 
tea. 

"  Now,  tea  at  Tommy's  house  was  a  serious 
thing.  Tommy's  grandmother  always  sat  at 
the  table,  and  looked  at  us  through  her 
spectacles,  and  talked  to  us  in  a  formal  and 
dignified  manner,  asking  if  we  had  been  good 
children,  had  learnt  our  lessons  well,  had 
played  together  without  quarrelling,  &c.,  &c. 
She  was  a  kind  old  lady,  but  she  always  made 
us  feel  that  she  was  an  old  lady,  years  upon 
years  older  than  we,  and  quite  unable  to 
understand  us  at  all.  Consequently,  we  never 
did  more  than  answer  her  questions  and  hold 
our  tongues.  As  for  telling  her  anything— 
our  troubles  especially — we  would  as  soon 
have  thought  of  confiding  in  the  Queen,  or 
the  Emperor  of  all  the  Russias. 

"  I  never  opened  my  lips  all  ^ea-time,  and 
at  last  she  noticed  it.  Also  that  my  eyes 
were  rather  red. 

" '  This  little  girl  looks  as  if  she  had  been 
crying.  I  hope  you  have  not  made  her  uy, 
Tommy,  my  dear  ? ' 

"Tommywas  silent.  But  I  eagerly  declared 
that  Tommy  had  not  made  me  cry.  Tommy 
was  never  unkind  to  me. 

" '  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  Evangeline  (she 
always  gave  me  my  full  name) ;  and  I  hope 
you  too  are  a  good  child,  who  is  never  in 
mischief,  and  above  all  never  tells  lies.  If  I 
were  not  quite  sure  of  that,  I  could  not 
allow  Tommy  to  play  with  you.' 

"She  looked  us  full  in  the  face  as  if  she  saw 
through  and  through  us — which  she  did  not, 
being  very  short-sighted — yet  I  felt  myself 
tremble  in  every  limb.  As  for  Tommy,  he 
just  glanced  at  me  and  glanced  away  again, 
turning  crimson  to  the  very  roots  of  his  hair, 
but  he  said  nothing. 

"  What  would  have  happened  next,  I  can- 
not tell:  we  waited  in  tenor,  holding, ooe^lc 
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another's  hands  under  the  table-cloth.  But 
mercifully  at  that  very  instant  the  old  lady 
was  fetched  to  speak  with  some  one,  and 
wc  two  children  had  to  finish  cnir  tea  alone. 

"  It  almost  choked  us — me,  at  any  rate. 
But  as  soon  as  ever  it  was  over,  and  Tommy 
and  I  found  ourselves  safe  out  in  the  garden, 
I  fiung  my  arms  round  his  neck  and  told 
him  all. 

"  And  Tommy  believed  me.  No  matter 
whether  the  others  did  or  not,  Tommy 
believed  me — at  last  I  Tommy  sympathized 
with  me,  comforted  me,  thought  I  was  not 
so  very  wicked  even  though  I  had  fold  a  lie, 
but  not  the  one  I  was  accused  of  telling. 
Tommy  wept  with  me  over  alt  I  had  suffered, 
and  promised  that,  though  perhaps  it  was 
better  to  let  the  matter  rest  now,  if  such  a 
thing  were  to  happen  again,  he  would  not  be 
afraid  of  Will  or  of  anybody,  but  would  Stand 
up  for  me  '  like  a  man. ' " 

"And  did  he  do  it?"  asked  Cherry, with 
slight  incredulity  in  her  tone. 

"  He  never  had  the  opportunity.  A  week 
after  this  he  was  suddenly  sent  for  to  join 
his  parents  abroad,  and  I  never  saw  my 
friend  Tommy  any  more." 

"  But  did  you  never  hear  of  him  ?  Is  he 
alive  still  ?  He  must  be  a  very  old  gentleman 
by  this  time." 

"  Very.  No  doubt  a  father — possibly  even 
a  grandtather,"  repUed  Cousin  Eva,  smiling. 


Cherry  blushed.  "I  didn't  mean  th^ 
since  he  was  barely  as  old  as  you,  andyq 
are  certainly  not  a  grandmother.  But  I  nj 
to  hear  more  of  Tommy.      Is  he  mairieii?] 

"  I  really  cannot  say.  The  last  time  I  hM^ 
of  him  was  ten  years  ago,  when  he  ^ 
living  somewhere  abroad — I  rather  thici  ( 
Shanghai.     He  was  not  married  then."     | 

"  I  wisli,"  whispered  Ruth  solemnlv,  H 
wish  he  would  come  back  to  England  u{ 
many  you," 

Cousin  Eva  laughed.  "  There  might  n 
two  opinions  on  that  question,  you  IctlOI 
But  oh  !  my  children,  when  you  ate  rnaniaJ 
and  have  children  of  your  own,  reinemMta| 
story.  If  ever  a  poor  little  thing  looks  iip  ii 
your  face  saying,  '  i  didn't  do  thai,'  belirt 
it !  If  it  sobs  out,  '  I'm  not  naughty,'  ion 
call  it  naughty!  Give  it  the  benefit oi  li 
doubt.  Have  patience,  take  time ;  and  nha 
ever  you  do,  don't  make  it  afraid.  Covsii 
are  always  hars.  Of  the  two  evils  it  is  la 
harmful  to  believe  a  person  who  tells  a  bi 
than  to  doubt  another  who  is  speaking ' 
truth." 

"I  think  so  too,"  said  Cherry  afifi] 
"  Remember  poor  Jeanne  d'Arc." 

"And  poor  Cousin  Eva,"  added  R"^ 
kissing  the  well-beloved  hand.     ■ 

And  so,  in  the  fading  twilight,  the  tto 
rose  up  tc^ether,  and  went  doisn  iheiti 
from  Notre- Dame  de  i^on  Secours. 


"ARISE  AND  WALK.' 

^xom  an  Inbaltb  to  Xitbaliti«. 


THIS  is  addressed  to  a  very  limited  class 
of  invalids — a  class  with  trials,  tempta- 
tions, hopes,  and  aims  peculiar  to  itself — 
those  who,  after  months  or  years  of  illness, 
are  called  once  more  to  enter  into  the  joys  of 
health,  and  to  share  the  ordinary  battle  of 
life. 

Invalids  who  know  that  health  is  no  longer 
to  be  their  portion,  that  their  days  on  earth 
are  a  long  waiting-time,  a  continual  watching 
for  the  bell  to  ring  for  evensong,  have  their 
lives  clearly  defined,  are  aware  what  lessons 
must  be  learnt,  and  gather  up  their  energies 
to  meet  their  trying  position,  being  convinced 
that  He  who  placed  them  there  will  always 
be  at  hand  to  help  them.  So  also  is  it  with 
those  who  have  a  hope  of  regaining  health, 
but  to  whom  it  is  a  distant  hope — a  "Jier- 
haps;"  they,  too,  must  make  the  most  of 
their  present  condition,  learning  their  lessons 
in  the  place  where  they  are  put,  and  accept- 
ing uncertainty  as  a  part  of  their  lot. 


But  there  are  others  who,  after  a  longper:o 
spent  as  invalids,  are  fortunate  enougtiw'' 
called  once  more  to  mix  in  the  croi«i " 
their  fellow-creatures,  equal  in  the  "«■  ^' 
fresh  girt  for  the  battle  of  life.  Thev  lu" 
many  trials,  struggles,  and  difficulties  pwj'fj 
to  themselves,  which  can  only  be  rtalised  bj 
one  who  has  felt  them. 

Perhaps  we  have  spent  weary  mooOis  aJ" 
years  in  trying  to  give  up  the  natural  longi^ 
for  health  and  activity.  We  have  stiugS:« 
against  the  sense  of  usclessness,  the  f«l"( 
of  humiliation  and  helplessness,  and  w« 
tried  to  discover  the  value  of  a  life  of  aci;"^ 
and  to  enter  into  the  peace  which  cwns 
from  lying  still  under  a  Divine  Hand.  -7™- 
perhaps,  after  a  long  time,  we  have  oW^^ 
glimpsesinto  the  beauty  of  beingcaliedw^ 
we  have  recognised  the  power  of  stilrofa 
and  have  felt  the  close  communion  wilfi^ 
unseen,  which  a  hidden  life  brings.  ■ 
just  as  we  M^e  JjpwUMg  wip^g  to  E^^P  ^ 
o 
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ictor's  crovn  of  suffering,  it  is  pat  beyond 
nr  reaci),  and  the  crown  of  health  is  offered 
s  instead.  Then  we  have  to  commence  our 
luggles  all  over  again,  with  fresh  tempta- 
ons  to  be  met,  fresh  energies  to  be  called 
Kth,  and  fresh  virtues  to  be  cultivated.  But 
re  have  no  choice;  a  self-chosen  crown  is 
K)  etoivn  at  all.  If  we  arc  not  called  to  the 
limy  of  sufferers,  we  have  no  place  in  it ; 
lod  ]f  we  do  not  enter  the  lists  for  active 
k\[k,  wc  may  find  ourselves  left  out  of  the 
Httle-field  of  life  altogether,  and  that  would 
K  too  sad. 

We  may  have  an  idea  that  the  crown  of 
affcring  is  the  higher  of  the  two,  but  what 
ight  have  we  now  to  depreciate  the  crown  of 
itallh,  after  which  we  have  had  at  times  such 
tnible  longings  ?  When  Christ  was  on  earth, 
riia[  high  value  He  placed  upon  health!  He 
(lent  His  days  in  h^ing  the  sick,  in  making 
it  blind  to  see,  the  deaf  to  hear,  and  the 
toie  to  walk.  He  valued  the  health  ot  the 
•odjr  only  second  to  the  health  of  the  soul ; 
iiid  is  it  for  us  to  depreciate  it?  When 
Christ  says  to  US,  "Arise  and  walk,"  is  it  for 
Kto  lie  still,  to  refuse  to  obey,  to  choose  to 
'Hnain  where  we  are,  and  then  to  fancy  that 
K  are  called  to  a  higher  calling  than  those 
in  the  active  crowd  outside  ?  We  have  to 
[Mrd  against  self-deception.  It  is  so  easy 
B  mistake  apathy  for  resignation ;  so  plea- 
ont  to  be  praised  for  patience,  when  the  so- 
UnKd  patience  may  be  half  a  self-indulgent 
be  of  case ;  and  so  difficult  to  distinguish 
ItlffMn  the  eager  longing  for  a  future  world 
indthe  cowardly  shrinking  from  the  struggles 
(f  this  present  one. 

Then,  again,  perhaps  we  have  for  a  long 
tae  been  striving  after  the  acquirements  of 
reajnation,  patience,  and  a  wailing  spirit, 
lie)'  have  been  for  years  sought  by  us,  and 
It  has  been  our  duty  to  strive  to  attain  them, 
But  being  the  lesson  then  set  us.  But  a 
Kf  of  the  lesson-book  is  now  turned,  and 
•e  must  not  go  on  learning  the  old  task  when 
I  new  oie  is  given  to  us;  and  indeed  we  shall 
Mve  full  need,  in  our  fresh  life,  of  whatever 
•tsignaiion  and  patience  we  have  acquired. 

Now,  when  the  Voice  cries  "  Arise  I "  we 
Oust  call  forth  all  our  energies  to  obey.  As 
lo  Ihe  result — that  we  cannot  know  ;  but,  if 
w  strive  conscientiously,  we  may  be  quite 
njre  that,  whatever  it  is,  it  will  be  one  of 
Messing  and  fulfilment,  and  that  no  honest 
raort  will  be  wasted. 

"  Holj  ilriTinjj  Bern  and  itrenetheo, 
Long  cndunDCQ  wioi  the  crown." 

And  should  the  life  of  suffering  after  all  be 
pven  us,  It  will  not  be  our  choice  but  His. 


"  But  then,"  we  cry,  "  supposing  wc  have 
dimly  heard  the  voice  and  entered  into  the 
struggle  after  health,  no  one  knows  what  that 
struggle  is  ;  no  one  can  realise  our  diffi- 
culties." Well,  that  is  true.  No  human 
being  does  know ;  but  still  it  is  our  calUng ; 
and  if  we  are  soldiers  at  all,  we  must  turn  a 
brave  face  to  the  battle,  and  however  often 
we  fail,  we  must  rise  up  again  and  recom- 
mence once  more. 

Perhaps  we  complain  that  when  first  we 
were  laid  aside,  health  was  our  natural  condi- 
tion. We  writhed  under  the  inability  to  move; 
we  struggled  against  our  helplessness ;  and  we 
longed — oh,  so  ardently  1 — for  activity  and 
independence.  But  now  we  have  got  accus- 
tomed to  an  invahd's  life  ;  we  have  learnt  to 
enjoy  many  quiet  monients  in  the  midst  of 
weariness  and  pain,  and  to  value  those 
peaceful  times.  We  no  longer  keenly  feel 
the  trial  of  being  unable  to  help  ourselves ; 
we  have  become  used  to  our  dependence 
and  restraint,  and,  just  when  custom  has 
made  our  life  somewhat  easier  and  our  aches 
and  pains  are  lessened,  we  are  called  upon  to 
relinquish  that  life.  People  speak  to  us  of 
the  pleasure  of  returning  health,  and  of  the 
delight  of  feeling  fresh  life  coursing  through 
our  veins.  They  are  quite  mistaken.  Con- 
valescence is  very  far  advanced  before 
that  feeling  comes.  At  its  outset  we  feel 
only  weariness  and  disappointment,  and 
painful  effort,  and  a  constant  desire  to  give 
it  all  up.  When  we  begin  to  go  out  of  doors, 
and  when  we  see  the  trees  and  fields  and 
glorious  sunshine,  after  which  we  have  so 
yearned,  at  first — only  at  first — we  find  it 
quite  different.  It  is  not  what  we  imagined ; 
our  sickly  eyes  cannot  perceive  the  beauties; 
the  sun  glares,  and  the  breeze  is  cold,  and 
the  sweet  country  sounds  are  discordant 
noises,  and  everything  is  ugly.  We  can  but 
long  to  go  back  to  our  quiet  little  corner  in 
the  dark,  and  to  lay  down  our  weary  heads 
and  rest.  But  the  Voice  comes  once  more, 
"  Arise ! "  and  we  find  there  is  no  longer  rest 
in  OUT  little  corner.  We  must  follow  that 
Voice,  knowing  that  it  will  lead  us  to  some 
glorious  goal — a  goal  far  beyond  our  imagin- , 
ings — which  will  prove  well  worth  it  all. 
And  after  a  weary  while  we  find  our  attempts 
crowned  in  an  unexpected  way.  As  we  get 
more  used  to  the  outer  world,  and  more  free 
from  our  morbid  invalid  condition  —  gra- 
dually— very  gradually — things  change.  The 
sun  not  only  shines  as  brightly  as  it  did 
before  we  were  laid  aside ;  the  country  is 
not  only  as  fresh  and  green,  the  sunsets  not 
only  of  as  vivid  a  tint,  the  Ij^'f^e^e,  <fj  50^  9^^  ,C 
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the  perfumes  as  sweet,  but  a  new  wealth  is 
found  in  everything,  A  beauty  unperceived 
before  has  crept  into  the  landscape ;  a  fresh- 
ness has  come  into  all  around :  every  trifle 
brings  with  it  new  enjoyment,  and  every 
common  object  is  delightful  to  gaze  upon. 


We  have  become  as  little  children,  and  afb 
our  long  imprisooment  have  gained  newU 
to  enjoy  God's  beautiful  world,  and  out  i 
this  new  enjoyment  we  gather  new  strcntt 
and  hope  to  fulSI  our  life  in  it 

F.  ILL 


SUNDAY    EVENINGS   WITH    THE    CHILDREN. 


By  miss  RUSSELL. 


FIRST  ZVBMINO. 


DEAR  children,  I  hope  you  have  been 
very  happy  to-day.  But  is  it  not 
wonderful  that  you  even  sometimes  find  joy 
in  looking  forward  to  to-monow?  Yes,  you 
are  always  looking  forward.  Sometimes 
something  in  the  future  makes  your  heart 
very  glad,  so  that  you  could  sing  for  joy. 
Perhaps  the  holidays  are  coming,  and  you  are 
going  away  to  visit  a  friend ;  or  your  birthday 
IS  very  near,  and  you  expect  the  postman 
will  then  bring  you  a  letter ;  or  you  look  for  a 
happy  meeting  with  some  one  you  love,  or 
perhaps  you  cannot  tell  exactly  what  fills 
your  heart  with  hope;  but,  somehow,  the  sun- 
shine, the  birds  and  flowers,  the  bright  busy 
world,  and  the  kind  laces  around  you,  make 
you  look  forward  with  gladness  to  the_future. 

A  little  girl,  who  had  not  seen  her  father 
for  months,  was  told  he  would  be  with  her  in 
three  weeks.  What  happy  weeks  these  were  ! 
Every  day  she  ran  into  her  mother's  arms, 
crying,  "  Oh,  mamma  !  I  am  so  happy  that 
I  don't  know  what  to  do ! "  And  yet  her 
lather  had  not  come ;  he  was  on  the  wide 
sea  she  knew  not  where ;  but  she  thieved — 
she  knew — he  would  come. 

A  boy  who  had  been  accustomed  to  run 
races  with  the  rabbits  on  the  common,  to  climb 
the  fences,  and  swing  upon  the  trees,  was  laid 
up  in  bed,  and  kept  in  one  room  by  a  long 
illness.  He  fretted  most  when  he  began  to 
feet  well  again;  it  was  hard  to  sit  still  indoors, 
while  he  knew  that  the  trout  were  jumping 
in  the  bum,  and  the  primroses  peeping  out 
among  their  leaves  upon  the  banks.  At 
last  the  good  doctor  said,  "  This  day  week, 
I  think,  you  may  get  out  the  pony-carriage 
and  take  my  patient  for  a  drive."  Perhaps 
the  boy  had  wondered,  perhaps  doubted,  if 
his  weary  days  were  ever  to  come  to  an 
end ;  now  new  hope  sprang  up  in  his  heart, 
and  with  hope  came  patience,  and  his  mother 


found  her  once  fretful  and  comphiiu^ 
patient  whistling  with  glee.  His,  too,  n 
the  happiness  o{  failA.  He  was  tuppy/ia 
because  be  saw  a  happy  future.  la  ^ 
happiness  he  was  living  by  ^th. 

And  all  the  good  and  great  of  pasl  aji 
have  lived  by  faith — (aith  in  what  was  to  cmK 
It  is  not  only  little  children  who  lookfoniri. 
the  greatest  of  the  patriarchs — I  meangtwl 
faithful  Abraham— was  ever  looking  forii4 
and  when  he  was  a  hundred  years  old  he « 
more  hopefu!  about  the  future  than  be  m 
ever  been  before.  I 

Some  people  might  think  that  .\braliiai! 
life  must  have  been  rather  a  sad  one.  Gm 
said  unto  Abraliam,  "  Get  thee  out  of  % 
country,  and  from  thy  kindred,  and  fw 
thy  father's  house,  unto  a  land  thai  I  ^* 
show  thee.  So  Abraham  departed,  as  ve 
Lord  had  spoken  unto  him  .  .  .  ■  ^^^^ 
took  Sarai  his  wife,  and  Lot  his  broitos 
son  ...  .  and  into  the  land  of  Canaan  ttaf 
came."  And  we  read  that  "Godga«to 
none  inheritance  in  it,  no,  not  so  kikIi Ji 
to  set  his  fool  on  ;  yet  He  promised  ihalm 
would  give  it  to  him  for  a  possession,  and " 
his  seed  [or  children]  after  him,  when  as  yS 
he  had  no  child."  , 

Was  it  sad  for  Abraham  to  look  aioua| 
on  that  beautiful  country  of  hilU  and  ™f)^ 
of  fountains  and  brooks,  that  land  of  ""^ 
and  fig-trees  and  pomegranates,  of  oil  olive,' 
and  honey,  and  to  know  that  the  CanaaniW 
dwelt  in  the  land,  and  that  he,  AbriMit 


was  only  a  pilgrim  and  a  stranger 


[here? 


w<£4   \jLiiy    a.    piL^iiui   ttuu   ii    auojj^u       \i 

Was  it  sad  for  Abraham  to  visit  Shechem  aw 
Bethel  and  Hebron,  only  to  pitch  his  ie» 
for  a  short  time  in  these  sweet  place^™' 
then  to  remove  his  tent  and  journey  on?  >' 
settled  resting-place,  no  fixed  abode— do  )■«> 
think  it  sad  ?  No,  it  was  not  sad  for  f^^^ 
ham,  for  he  liad  God's  own  promise--'  t^J 
the  land  which  thou  seest  to  thee ^'^^fz 
it,  and  to  thy  seed  for  ever."  And  "Abralu" 
believed  God."  .  ■  i 

So  you  see  Abraham  was  living  b)"»"^| 
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laith  in  what  was  to  come.  And  we  have 
seen  how  fiiith  will  bear  people  up,  and 
make  them  strong  and  patient  through  long 
days  of  waiting. 

Suppose  your  bther  gave  you  a  hyacinth- 
root,  and  t<rid  you  how  white  fibres  would 
shoot  downward  from  the  bulb,  how  green 
leaves  would  sprout  upward,  and  how,  at 
last,  rich  tweet  blossoms  would  appear. 
Would  you  rather  he  had  thrust  into  yout 
hand  a  cut  hyacinth,  which  would  soon 
wither,  and  in  which,  up  to  that  moment, 
you  had  felt  no  interest  ?  Oh,  your  father 
wants  you  to  know  about  tke  plant,  to  share 
his  delight  in  it;  therefore  he  brings  you 
the  wondrous  root  that  you  and  he  may 
watch  it  togetiier,  and  rejoice  together,  as 
ihe  blossoms  unftdd. 

Even  so  it  was  a  blessed  thing  for  Abra- 
ham to  wait  and  watch  with  God,  while  He 
unfolded  His  mighty  purposes  of  love.  Yes, 
arilA  God,  for  "  God  talked  with  Abraham  ;" 
and  "Abraham  was  called  the  friend  oi 
God." 

The  great  lesson,  then,  that  we  learn  from 
Abraham's  life  is  a  lesson  oi  faith.  "  Abra- 
ham was  stsong  in  bith."  And  it  was  not 
only  fiuth  in  a  happy  future ;  it  was  far 
more  than  that.  It  was  faith  in  a  loving 
Father,  in  an  Almighty  Friend  who  holds 
th«  future  in  His  own  hands,  hith  in  a 
Person,  faith  in  God.  Thus  Abraham  could 
rejoice  in  the  present  time,  as  well  as  in  the 
^tuie,  because  he  knew  that  God  was  with 
^iK  ail  tke  time.  You  know  what  it  is  to 
trust  some  one.  Baby  trusts  you  when  she 
puts  her  hand  in  yours  that  you  may  help 
her  up  the  steps.  You  trust  your  father 
when  you  take  your  difficulties  to  him  or 
tell  him  the  wishes  of  your  heart.  And 
childlike  trust  in  our  Heavenly  Father  is 
what  we  all  need. 


SKCOND  IVKKING. 


Alone,  all  alone,  Hagar  sat  by  a  fountain  in 
the  wilderness.  That  is,  she  thought  she  was 
all  alone.  A  great  part  of  the  witdemess  was 
nothing  but  a  dreary  waste,  covered  widi 
andy  soil  and  with  low  stony  hills ;  but 
that  part  of  the  wilderness  where  Hagar 
*as  was  not  so  barren,  hut  miles  of  broken 
ground,  covered  with  short  grass,  reeds,  and 
wnshwood,  and  here  and  there  where  a  spring 

JWer  bubbled  up  the  pasture  was  good. 

Mwt  Ukely  Hagar  had  not  gone  very  for 


into  the  wilderness,  for  she  sat  by  a  well- 
known  fountain.  But  the  placewas  wild  and 
solitary  enough.  I  have  seen  a  picture  of 
Hagar,  a  beautiful  Egyptian  woman  seated 
by  a  well,  her  dark  earnest  ^es  are  tearful, 
and  her  countenance  fiiU  of  distress.  Yes, 
she  was  very  sad,  and  perhaps  angry  too,  for 
she  had  just  run  away  &om  her  mistress,  and 
we  cannot  tell  what  bitter  thoughts  were  in 
her  heart  Sarai,  Abraham's  wife,  was  her 
mistress,  and  good  and  faithful  woman  as 
Sarai  was,  she  may  have  been  partly  to  blame 
for  her  handmaiden's  flight,  for  we  read  that 
"when  Sarai  dealt  hardly  with  her,  H^ar 
fled."  But  doubtless  Hagar  had  sorely  tried 
the  patience  of  her  good  mistress  ere  she 
became  severe. 

We  cannot  tell  how  long  Hagar  sat  alone 
in  the  wilderness,  but  the  end  of  the  stoiT     . 
is  that  she  rose  up  end  went  quickly  back 
to  her  mistress,  and  submitted  herself  to  her. 

And  she  did  not  go  because  she  was 
forced,  but  of  ber  own  free  will ;  nor  did  she 
go  in  anger,  but  meekly — not  full  of  vexation 
and  unrest,  but  with  a  quiet  contented  heart 
— not  with  her  soul  cast  down,  but  full  of 
hope.  How  came  she  to  go  back,  that  proud 
yoimg  Egyprian  ?  By  crossing  the  wilderness 
she  might  have  returned  to  her  native 
country;  and  had  she  not  thought  of  putting 
miles  of  desert  land  between  herself  and 
Abmham's  tent  and  of  never  seeing  or  serving 
Sarai  any  more  ? 

What  had  wrought  such  a  change  in 
Hagar's  thoughts  and  in  Hagar's  heart  P 

"  The  angel  of  the  Lord  found  her  by  a 
fountain."  Found  her,  as  though  He  had 
been  seeking  her,  as  though  His  heart  had 
followed  her  all  the  way  I  And  He  said, 
'  Hagar,  Sarai's  maid,  whence  camest  thou  i 
and  whither  wilt  thou  go?" 

Hagar  must  have  felt  startled— she  had 
thought  no  one  cared  where  she  went,  or 
what  she  did.  I  think  her  heart  must  have 
leapt  up  to  meet  Him  Who  spake  with  her 
from  the  first  moment  He  said  "  Hagar,"  for 
she  at  once  told  him  all.  She  said,  "  I  flee 
from  the  face  of  my  mistress  Sarai." 

Do  you  think  the  little  boy  who  runs  away 
and  hides  in  the  wood  when  things  are  going 
wrong  at  home  will  tell  the  woodman  or  any 
of  his  tall  sons  what's  the  matter?  Will  he 
tell  them  that  he  does  not  like  to  go  home? 
or  will  he  own  to  them  that  he  himself  has 
been  in  the  wrong,  and  that  he  knows  it? 
Not  likely.  He  will  rather  put  his  arms 
round  the  neck  of  the  woodman's  old  dog, 
and  hide  his  face  in  his  shaggy  friend's  coat 
while  the  tear  drops  down.    True,  old  Tray  . 
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cannot  trndeistaod,  but  at  least  he  is  t<afe 
eoODgh,  for  he  can  tell  no  one.  People  who 
sit  alone  to  brood  over  their  troubles  are  cot 
ready  to  open  their  hearts  to  any  passer-by. 
Now,  it  is  a  great  rehef  to  open  our  hearts 
when  they  are  troubled,  and  often  does  us 
great  good,  but  it  must  be  to  some  oue  who 
will  understand  us,  and  it  must  be  to  a  friend 
whom  we  can  trust. 

Unto  Hagar  came  Ooe,  Whom  by  the  love 
and  pity  of  His  voice  she  knew  she  might 
trust  with  her  whole  souL  She  could  not 
help  opening  her  heart  to  Him  any  more  than 
the  closed-up  flowers  con  help  opeaing  in  the 
warm  rays  Of  the  kindly  sun.  She  told  Him 
the  truth,  Xor  He  spoke  just  as  though  He 
knew  her  through  and  through.  When  He 
sud  "  Ha^,"  &d  she  not  feci  d>at  he  had 
known  quite  wtll?  When  He  called  her 
"Sarai's  maid,"  did  she  not  feel  that  He 
knew  all  about  the  quarrel  and  the  Sight? 
When  He  said,  "Whence  earnest  thou?" 
did  she  not  understand  that  He  wotild  ha^ 
her  go  back  ?  And  when  He  said,  "  Whither 
wilt  thou  go?"  did  she  not  feel  that  He 
loved  her,  and  cared,  deeply  cared,  about 
what  was  going  to  happen  to  her  ? 

And  so  whisn  He  said,  "  Ketum  to  thy 
mistress,  and  submit  under  her  hand,"  Hagfu 
did  it.  The  very  thing  her  heart  refused  to 
do  before,  the  tlung  that  seemed  so  hard,  so 
impossible  for  hei  to  do — Hagar  did. 

Dear  children,  it  was  God's  kind  voice  that 
bade  her  "  Return,''  and  His  voice  had  won 
Hagai's  heart.  It  was  a  grave  voice,  bidding 
her  go  back  to  her  duty,  but  such  a  loving 
voice  that  she  could  not  refuse.  God  hushed 
her  vexed  and  angry  heart  by  His  own  calm 
voice  erf  Love,  and  for  His  sake  who  sought 
and  foond  her  in  the  wtldemess,  sbe  gladly 
went  back  to  her  mistress. 

"  And  she  called  the  name  of  the  Lord 
that  spake  unto  her,  'lliou  God  seestme,' 
for  she  said,  Have  I  also  here  looked  after 
Him  that  seetii  me?"  And  the  spring  of 
water  by  which  God  found  her  she  named, 
"  The  well  of  Him  .that  liVeth  and  seeth  me." 

Thesewords  of  Hagar's,  "Thou  God  Beest 
me,"  are  generally  among  the  first  Bible  words 
we  team  when  we  are  very  young,  Pfit  them 
into  yonr  heart,  and  think  of  Ihcm  the  next 
time  you  are  in,  trouble.  Try  what  His  love 
will  do  fot  your  sad,  or  vexed,  or  ai^ry 
thoughts.  Do  not  grieve,  as  though  no  one 
cared — remember  the  God  of  pity  is  looking 
on  you  wherever  you  are. 

Is  there  any  dear  heart  who  cacaot  tell  hit 
or  her  troubled  thoughts  to  any  one  ?  Opea 
your  heart  to  One  whom  you  con  trust.  You 


need  not  utter  a  word — ^just  look  up,  for  He 
is  looking  down  in  love ;  and  wherever  you 
are,  or  in  whatever  trouble,  /Aere  is  the  place, 
and  t^re  is  the  trouble  in  whidi  "  He  seeth 
thee." 

THIKb  CVENIHO. 

I.  «S- 

htbrr  day  is  flown." 

We  have  another  story  in  the  Bible  about 
Hagar,  Agun  she  is  in  the  wilderness  j  but 
this  time  a  young '-lad,  her  emly  son,  is  cling- 
ing to  her  side.  Hagar  is  wandering  up  and 
down,  looking  anxiously  arcHmd  her.  Sbe 
has  a  leathern  bottle  uppn  her  shoulder,  whicb 
had  been  full  of  water ;  it  is  empty  sow,  and 
she  hears  no  bubbling  sound  and  sees  do 
tiny  sti^am  ^a;idng  among  the ,  blades  of 
burnt  grass.  How  pleasajit  after  a  long  walk 
in  the  sun  to  sit  down  in  the  shade  and  dip 
your  hand,  or  your  tin  cupt  into  the  cool 
watei  as  it  babbles  over  the  stottes  I  Perlia[fi 
you  stoop  to  bathe  your  dusty  cheeks  and 
warm  brow  after  the  refreshing  draught  Hov 
beautifully  our  Lord  has  likened  a  little  deed 
of  kindness  to  a  cup  of  cold  wateC)  so  gladden- 
ing to  the  heart  J  A  lew  drops  of  water  ia 
the  wilderness  would  have  be«i  to  Hagar  i 
priceless  blessing  I  If  we  could  have  stood 
beside  het  there,  in  the  hot,  baking  sunsbine, 
even,  for  a  few  minutes,  peiiiaps  we  miglit 
have  said,  "  Thank  God  for  our  showeiy 
days  i  for  tbe  rain  and  the  snow,  which  keep 
OUT  rivers  purq,  and  our  air  fresh  and  coal!' 

It  was  not  for  herself  that  Hagar  was  so 
greatly  distressed,  but  for  her  boy.  He  «u 
growing  fainter  and  fainter,  for  he  had  walked 
many  miles  in  the  heat  by  his  motho's  side. 
At  last  his  strength  was  quite  spent,  and  ias 
mother  laid  him  down  in  the  best  shade  she 
could  find,  under  one  of,  the  shrubs  ili" 
grow  in  the  wilderness. 

"  And  she  went,  and  sat  her  down  oia 
against  him,  a  good  wayoff,  as  it  were  a  bow- 
shot [as  far  as  an  airow  may  be  shot  from  a 
bow],  for  she  said,  Let  me  not  see  the  death 
of  the  child.  And  she  sat  over  against  hira, 
and  lift  up  her  voice,  odd  wept^ 

"  And  God  heard  the  voice  of  the  lad." 

Well,  you  know  the  lad's  name  ?  It  was 
Ishmael  And  the  meaning  of  the  name  is— 
"  God  shaU  hear."  WhUe  Hagar  was  weeping 
God  was  listening,  not  only  to  her,  but  lo  tnf 
faint  cry  of  the  boy  under  the  shnd)— the  boy 
for  whom  she  wept  I  wonder  if  Ha^  »** 
quite  without  hope  while  she  wept  ?  I  "o"' 
der  if  she  thought  hersdf  quite  fanakea? 
Ferh^  not;  peifaaps  she  was  K»king  fw 
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help  from  God ;  for  you  know  tlus  was  not 
the  first  time  Hagai  had  sat  in  s(ktow  in 
the  wilderness.  She  could  nevei  forget  that 
day  in  wbidi  the  angel  of  the  Lord  had  found 
her — the  day  she  had  said  from  her  ininoEt 
heart,  "  Thou  God  seest  me." 

It  waa  ID  that  very  day  that  He  bad  said 
to  her, "  Thou  shalt  beat  a  son,  and  shalt  call 
his  name  Ishmael,  because  the  Lord  hath 
heard  thy  afilictioD.''  Many  years  had  since 
gone  by,  and  God  had  given  her  the  soo  He 
had  promised,  and  Ishmael  was  God's  own 
name  for  him.  Nor  did  God.  tell  her  to  name 
the  child  "  God  Aa^A  heaid,"  but  "  God  sia/i 
hear,"  as  though  He  meant  to  help  both  her 
and  the  child  ia  all  future  tim&  . 

Meanwhile  Ishmael  lay  a^ying ;  and  per- 
haps Hagar,  pool  sad  mother,  ooold  think  of 
nothing  elie.  What  wcnld  she  not  hare 
<loi)«  to  comfoit  or  reliere  her  boy?  And 
her  own  motherly  heart  was  just  then  an 
image  of  God,  for  He  has  said  of  Himself: 
"As  one  whom  his  mother  comfoiteth,  so 
win  I  comfort  you."  He  Himself  knew  the 
tender  yearning  as  of  a  mother's  heart.  And 
in  Conea  of  love  "God  called  to  Hagar  out 
of  heaven,  and  said  unto  her,  What  a^eth 
thee,Hagar?  Fearnot;  forGodhath  heard 
the  Toice  of  the  lad  where  he  is.  Arise,  lift 
up  the  lad,  and  hold  him  in  thine  hand,  for  I 
mil  make  him  a  great  nation.  And  God 
opened  her  eyes,  and  she  saw  a  well  of  water, 
and  she  went  and  filled  the  bottle  with  water 
and  gave  the  lad  drink."  And  siirdy  the 
thought  that  He  who  had  looked  down  upon 
her  sotrowa  was  now  looking  down  upon 
her  joy  was  more  to  Hagar't  heart  than 
die  diatight  of  fresh  water  was  to.  Ishmael's 
pnched  thioat 

The  well  of  water  may  have  been  quite 
near  her  all  the  time,  although  Hagar  saw  it 
not  uotU  God  opened  her  eyes.  It  may  have 
hin  deep  down  beneath  the  tuif,  or  been 
■concealed  by  the  tangled  shrubs  of  the  wil- 
derness, and  she  may  have  been  too  much 
)rearied  and  disfrfltsed  to  search  calmly  for 
It.  God  comforted,  cahned,  and  cheered 
>>»,  ud  then  she  saw  the  well,  for  God 
opened  her  eyes. 

What  lesson  shall,  we  take  to  oar  hearts 
from  this  Bible  story  ?  l*t  it  be  this— just 
jlus— Uhmaers  name,  "God  shall  heai."  A 
little  sparrow,  felling  down  into  the  snow  with 
»  feint  chirp,  ig  heard  by  God.  How  much 
more  the  sob  of  a  boy  lyii^  under  a  bush  I 
|«w,  quick  your  mother  was  to  hear  your  cry 
"nen  you  were  a  tiny  baby,  so  rolled  op  thai 
)w  looked  like  a  bundle  oi  white  Amnel  ; 
and  how  your  feeble  voice  wenLtO-ber  Jheaill 


How  mnclt  more  does  the  faintest  crj-  from 
one  of  His  children  enter  the  ear  and  heart 
of  the  good  and  loving  God  I 
You  know  how  our  Lord  Jesus  dnist  used 
stop  in  a  momeitt  in  his  walk  along  the 
highway  iriien  he  heard  an  anxious  voice 
calling  Him ;  how,  when  He  was  preaching 
in  the  qmagogue.  He  paused  at  once  to  listen 
to  s<»ne  one  in  distress:  and  yon  remember 
how  quicldy  He  arose  from  His  sleep  in  the 
fishing-boat  at  the  cry  of  fear  from  His  dis- 
ciples. If  we  would  be  God's  children  we 
must  try  to  be  like  Christ  in  this :  we  must 
never  turn  away  from  a  brother  or  sister  who 
is  in  trouble.  If  God  is  listening,  let  us  try 
to  let  Him  hear  only  kind,  pure,  and  truthful 
wotds;  aitd,  when  we  kneel  down  to  pray, 
let  us  remember  that  we  may  get  help  and 
comfbit  from  this  precious  promise:  "God 


FOURTH  I 
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The  summer  day  had  passed,  the  sun  was 
setting,  and  the  children,  who  had  woiked 
and  played  out  of  doors  for  many  hours, 
were  growing  tired, 

"What  a  brig^  and  busy  day  you  have 
had!"  their  mother  said,  as  her  flock  trooped 
in  to  bid  her  good-night  "  I  helped  to  make 
the  h^ricks !"  said  the  tallest  of  the  group 
with  manly  voice.  ' '  I  swept  ant  the  summer- 
house,"  whispered  a  qniet  litde  maiden.  "  I 
filled  the  wheel'barrows  1 "  shouted  curly 
headed  Fred.  "  And  I  pulled  your  straw- 
berries for  you ! "  said  rosy  little  Nellie,  look- 
ing up  for  a  kiss.  Unwillingly  enough  had 
the  ciuldren  turned  in,  for  oh  I  how  beautiful 
it  was  out  of  doors  I  But  the  sun  had  now 
gone  down  behind  the  hills,  the  crimson 
clouds  were  fadit^,  and  the  qniet  holy  light 
that  lingers  after  snnset  will  soooetimeB  imdce 
the  meniest  child  pduse  in  his  play  and 
lau^ter  to  look  up  with  reverence  and 
delight.  At  eventide  there  comes  a  hu^l 
we  think  of  rest  and  prayer. 

The  cattle  had  gone  lowing  down  the  road, 
the  birds  had  gone  home  to  theii  nests,  the 
tiny  insects  were  hiding  among  the  leaves, 
the  flowers  were  closing  their  petals — and 
surely  tired  children  must  seek  rest  as  well 

And  when,  one  hour  later,  mother  went  up- 
stairs, and  foimd  four  little  heads  nestling  on 
soft  pillows,  she  quietly  said — '"  Thank  God 
fbr  the  Jiight,  as  well  as  for  tite  day ! "  And 
every  child  may  say  the  same,.  "Thank 
God  for  the  night— thank  God  for  quiet 
I  sleep—thank  God  fiH;.faRp|>yali«np%^,^  /.,  Ic 
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The  Bible  story  we  have  diosen  for  this 
evening  is,  Jacob's  Dream. 

Jacob  could  say,  "Thank  God  for  the 
night."  He  was  a  weary  traveller,  and  had 
walked  many  a  long  mile  through  a  country 
unknown  to  him,  on  his  way  to  find  friends 
whom  he  had  never  seen.  His  heart  was  sad 
too,  for  he  had  been  forced  to  leave  his 
father's  house  to  escape  from  the  anger  of 
his  brother  Esau ;  and  the  knowledge  that 
he  himself  was  partly  to  blame  for  Esau's 
anger,  may  have  grieved  Jacob  most  amid  his 
troubled  thouf^ts.  "  Jacob  lighted  upon  a 
certain  place,  and  tarried  there  all  night, 
because  the  sun  was  set." 

The  setting  sun  was  as  glorious  a  sight  two 
thousand  years  ago  as  it  is  now,  and  the  red 
glow  from  the  sunset  clouds  would  light  up 
mount^n,  plain,  and  valley,  ere  daricness 
came  down,  and  "  Jacob  took  of  the  stones 
of  that  place,  and  put  thetn  for  his  pillow, 
and  lay  down  in  that  place  to  sleep." 

It  was  a  lonely  spot,  and  stones  are  hard 
pillows — but  God  can  send  sweet  sleep  in 
strange  places.  The  soldier  sleeps  soundly 
by  the  watch-fire  wrapped  in  his  cloak — the 
sailor  boy  in  his  hammock  on  the  stormy  sea 
— and  many  a  httle  homeless  child  smiles 
sweetly  in  his  sleep  upon  a  bundle  of  straw. 
What  though  none  be  near  him?  God  is 
watching  there ! 

The  night  in  which  the  lonely  traveller 
Jacob  lay  upon  the  ground,  with  his  head 
pillowed  upon  a  stone,  was  a  glorious  night 
for  him.  He  had  never  known  such  a  blessed 
night  before,  for  he  had  a  veiy  wonderful 
dream.  "  He  dreamed,  and  behold  a  ladder 
set  up  on  the  earth,  and  the  top  of  it  reached 
to  heaven,  and  behold  the  angels  of  God 
ascendir^  and  descending  on  it." 

What  a  sight  for  Jacob  in  the  still  and  star- 
lit night,  to  see  those  Holy  Ones  ascending 
and  descending  from  earth  to  heaven,  and 
from  heaven  to  earth !  Angeb  are  called  in 
the  Bible  "  Ministering  Spirits,"  because  they 
come  from  God  to  man  on  messages  of  love. 
We  read  of  a  mighty  angel  flying  swiftly  to 
bring  God's  answer  to  the  prayer  of  a.  trera- 
.'  blingman.  We  read  of  two  angels  in  shining 
I  garments  white  as  snow,  speaking  words  of 
comfort  to  a  weeping  woman.  We  read  of  an 
angel  clothed  with  a  cloud,  wearing  a  rain- 
bow upon  his  head,  and  it  is  said  that  his 
face  shone  as  the  sun.  We  read  again  of  an 
angel  so  glorious,  that  when  he  came  down 
the  earth  was  lightened  with  his  glory.  And 
yet  we  find  those  mighty  angels  singing 
above  the  green  fields  to  simple  shepherds, 
and  watching  over  little  children  I     What 


joy  for  Jacob  to  look  up  into  their  heavenly 
faces,  filled  with  pure  and  tender  love!  We 
do  not  read  in  the  Bible  story  that  the  angels 
spoke  to  Jacob.  But  we  read  that  Ged  Him- 
sdf  spoke  to  Jacob.  His  voice,  His  alone, 
could  comfort  weary  Jacob,  sad  at  heart. 
And  how  graciously  God  did  comfort  him. 
Listen  to  God's  words — "I  am  with  thee, 
and  will  keep  thee  in  all  places  whither  thou 
goCst,  ....  I  will  not  leave  thee."  And 
then  Jacob  awaked  out  of  his  sleep,  and 
swd,  "  Surety  the  Lord  is  in  this  place ;  and  I 
knew  it  not  .  .  .  This  is  none  other  but  tbe 
House  of  God,  and  this  is  the  Gate  of 
Heaven  1 "  "  He  rose  up  .early  in  the  mortt- 
ing,  and  took  the  stone  that  be  had  put  for 
his  pillow,  and  poured  oil  upon  the  top  of 
it.  And  he  called  the  name  of  that  j^ce 
Bethel,"  which  means  "The  House  of  God." 

You  know  what  it  is  to  wake  up  out  of  a 
happy  dream  and  wish  to  dream  again. 
Sometimes  people  have  had  dreams  which 
have  given  them  great  cotnfort  and  joy.  In 
their  dreams  they  have  visited  the  sea-shore, 
or  the  hillside,  or  the  garden  they  knew  so 
well  when  they  were  children ;  in  their 
dreams  they  have  grasped  the  hands  of  old 
friends  they  had  not  seen  for  yeais,  and 
looked  into  the  smiling  faces  of  loved  ones 
gone  before  them  into  God's  Home  above, 
and  heard  them  speak  in  gentle  tones.  Such 
a  dream  will  often  comfort  the  heart  for 
many  days  to  come.  But  Jacob,  in  his 
dream,  saw  and  heard  m&re  th^ui  all  this,  and 
the  best  thing  of  all  about  his  dream  vas 
that  it  was  trve.  You  know  dreams  are  the 
thoughts  that  come  to  na  in  sleep,  or  just 
before  waking,  and  are  often  nothing  but 
passing  thoughts  which  melt  away  with  tbe 
morning  light.  You  may  wake  up  and  laj, 
"  I  have  had  a  happy  dream,  but  after  all,  it 
was  only  a  dream  I "  Not  so  with  J«»h. 
What  he  saw  was  a  dream  and  yet  mnch 
more  than  a  dream,  for  while  his  eyes  ^^ 
fast  dosed  in  sleep,  God  drew  near  to  him, 
and  opened  the  eyes  of  bis  soul  that  he 
might  see  things  as  they  r^ly  art-  Wh"' 
Jacob  slept,  his  soul  was  wide  awake.  HJ 
dreamed  that  God  was  near  him,  he  awaked 
to  say,  "  It  is  all  true  !  Surely  the  Lord  « 
in  this  place,  and  I  knew  it  not,' 

Dear  children,  we  all  need  to  have  our 
s<?uls  awakened  that  we  may  say,  "  B  is  alt 
true."  God  is  near  us  down  here  in  ih|S 
world,  though  we  may  not  have  known  it 
or  thought  about  it  "niis  is  His  world,  and 
we  are  tbe  objects  of  His  kind  care,  e«n 
when  we  seem  most  alone  and  are  miserable 
and  wretched.  ,  ^.w.^i^. 
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I.-HOME  NOTES. 

TWO  NOBLK  TSTBKAMS. 

TWO  cdebratioDs  of  very  ezceptioiul  and  deep.in- 
letst  bave  lately  been  held  in  the  City  oi  Ijid- 
dcD,  nnila' the  preddency  of  the  pretent  czcttUent  Lord 
Miyor,  Mr.  Aldennan  McAithui,  M.P.,  in  bOBOnr 
ol  vmcnble  men  Those  name*  are  dear  Co  the  heaiti 
li  Chiistiin  petqtle  in  emy  put  or  the  woild — the 
Eul  of  ShaAobnry  and  the  Rn.  Dr.  Mo&t.  In 
ik  bit  caae  bj  coinridence,  in  the  Mcoad  caie  no 
dntit  by  ioteatioiMl  atnngemaU,  it  happened  that 
iMk  DccMkMU  fell  at  a  tine  ol  the  year  when  many 
tiiadi  aod  repteMtttative*  of  the  Quiitian  and 
l^uluUliropic  labonn  to  vhich  these  honooied  and 
paWaitlial  men  hsTe  devoted  thev'  lifei.  were  asMm- 
bltd  Us  niioiu  pnipoaei  in  the  metropolii,  and  tbi* 
&ct  ^Te  additkmai  iotereit  to  the  gatheringi.  Lord 
Shaltcsbniy'i  bittbday  was  on  the  sSth  of  April,  and 
K  Ihat  day  he  completed  hi*  dehtieth  and  entered 
i^on  hi»  eighty-fint  year.  It  had  been  appropriately 
isdvcd  to  celebrate  this  intercttine  annivenary  by 
ionliDg  the  EaH  to  meet  some  of  hii  fhends,  aad  to 
iKtiTc  at  the  hands  of  the  teacheis  and  scholan  of 
llv  Ragged  Schools  of  London  a  portrait  of  himself 
md  an  address  testi^ping  to  the  gineful  esteem  and 
iflKtioa  with  which  he  is  regarded.  Through  the 
enccful  sympathy  of  the  Lord  Mayor  with  the  more- 
noi,  the  gatfaoing  took  place  in  the  Guildball. 
Ik  amiigements  woe  very  snccewfully  cairied  out, 
aid  Ok  oppoitnnity  was  uied  for  paying  a  tribute  to 
tlu  Doble  Earl  for  the  devotion  with  which  he  has 
E<mi  ia  inSuence,  his  advocacy,  and  his  strength  far 
iDNE  than  half  a  century  to  the  promotion  of  a  vast 
umber  of  useful,  benevolent,  and  religions  enter- 
piiscs.  Lord  Shatlesbury,  who  still  woodeifnlly 
ttaim  his  vigonr  and  all  his  keen  and  sympathetic 
mieiett  in  evay  good  cauK,  was  present,  and  spoke 
villi  characteristic  point  and  animatioa  as  well  as 
with  natuial  emotion. 

It  was  a  happy  thought  of  the  Lord  Mayor  to  give 
1  banquet  at  the  Mansion  House  in  honour  of  the 
rcinahle  Dr.  MoSbt,  whose  missionary  career  pre- 
scnli  many  tmiqne  features  in  the  annals  of  misaionaiy 
nterprise,  whose  form  is  still  majestic,  whose  glance 
a  itm  keen  as  well  as  kindly,  and  whose  heart  still 
retains  its  chfld-Iike  simplidty  and  its  overflowing 
kiudness  and  enthusiasm.  The  hospitalities  of  the 
City  of  London  have  often  been  lavished  upon  great 
pcisanages — princes,  statesmen,  soldiers,  and  heroes 
in  many  walks  of  life — tmt  they  have  suiaiy  never 
wen  offered  to  a  nobler  or  a  worthier  guest  than  the 
giot  African  missionary.  The  occasion  was  marked 
^  the  presence  of  representatrres  of  all  Christian 
Chmches,  and  fcv  the  time  being  the  Archbishop  of 
Cttterbury,  the  President  of  the  Wesleyan  Confer- 
"Kc,  the  Chairman  of  the  Congregational  Union, 
■»!  othen  wid^  divided  by  ecclesiastical  differences, 
J?"^  to  recognise  the  common  ground  of  their 
^*'"1«>  bmtbethood,  and  to  rejoice  in  rendering  one 


Itlbnte  of  honour  and  affection  to  a  man  whose  long 
career  of  apostolic  devotion  to  (he  task  of  seeking  and 
saving  some  of  the  most  benighted  of  our  race,  forms 
abri^t  testimony  to  the  inspiration  and  power  of  the 
Christian  faith.  Lord  Shaftesbury  has  been  a  great 
missionary  at  home,  Dr.  Mo&t  has  been  a  great 
missionary  abroad ;  and  it  Is  a  high  privilege  that  we 
have  two  snch  men  amongst  us  slill.  In  the  full  ripe- 
ness of  a  good  old  age. 

KI8SIOK  ADV0CAC7  IN  EXEtBK  HALL., 
The  May  anniversaries  in  London  appear,  so  far 
as  our  opportunities  of  observation  have  extended — 
and  they  have  been  considerable — to  have  been  marked 
by  an  earnestness  snd  an  interest  fully  up  to  tbe 
average  of  former  years,  Excq>tional  features  of 
interest  were  presented,  indeed,  by  aevenl  of  the 
meetings,  to  which  we  may  refR'  without  intending 
disparagement  of  others  or  suggesting  any  invidious 
compsrifon.  The  Bible  Society  this  year  tried  the 
expeiinunt  of  holding  two  meetings  in  Exeter  HaD ; 
one  in  the  mivning  as  usual,  and  another  In  the  even- 
ing abont  a  week  later.  Both  were  highly  succesa- 
foL  Pre-eminent  among  the  speakers,  ia  effective- 
ness and  power,  was  the  Rev.  Sylvester  Whitehead, 
a  returned  Wesleyan  minister  Irom  China,  whose 
eloquent,  rivid,  and  comprehensive  presentation  of 
the  condition,  the  hopes,  and  the  possibilities  of 
Christian  work  in  tbat  great  Empire  irill  not  be  for- 
gotten by  those  who  beard  it.  At  tbe  Church 
Missionary  Society's  meeting,  the  Rev.  J.  B.  Whit- 
ing, wtio  has  lately  attended  a  conference  at  Madeira 
with  Bishop  Crowther  and  other  representatives  of 
the  mger  Mission,  was  able  to  state  that  tbe  reports 
which  had  been  circulated  to  the  discredit  of  the 
native  agents  and  chorehes  of  that  mission  had  very 
much  exaggerated  the  actual  mischiefs  which  have 
arisen.  Mr.  Whiting  bore  the  highest  testimony  to- 
the  character  of  iElc  leading  missionaries,  European 
and  native,  employed  there,  and  gave  assurance  that 
measures  had  been  adopted,  which  had,  in  effect, 
exclnded  those  who  had  proved  themselves  imworthy. 
He  pointed  out,  also,  tiiat  owing  to  special  circum- 
stances  this  mission  would  long  reqnire  European 
agents  to  assist  in  its  work,  and  that  (he  notion  of  an- 
exclusively  "native"  pastorate  coold  not  reasonably 
be  entertained  at  present,  and  was  based  largely  on 
misconception  and  inaccurate  information.  Hie- 
Wesleyan  Missionary  Society  met  under  the  painful 
leiue  of  bereavement  and  amid  circumstances  of  con- 
siderable depression  and  discouragement.  The  death 
of  Dr.  Funshon,  sad  the  iitadequacy  of  the  income — 
wMch  failed  to  meet  tbe  expenditure  of  last  year  by 
abont;^  13,000— combined  to  give  an  unusual  gran^ 
of  tone  and  demeanoor  to  speakers  and  aodience  at 
the  Exeter  Hall  meeting.  But  the  speaking  on'the 
occasion  was  characterized  by  a  fervent  enthoaiasirr 
and  a  loftiness  and  breadth  of  view  of  a  very  Im- 
pressive and  helpftd  kind ;  and  the  snbscriptions  to  » 
Pmuhon  Memorial  Fund,  to  be   dc^t^vtpvt'*^!'. 
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relief  of  the  Society  fiom  its  fiaanciil  dUGcnltieo' 
headed  by  the  Lord  Mayor  with  the  gift  of  £1,006- 
wiUr  we  hope,  go  for  towuds  meeting  the  Dccessitiei  of 
the  case.  The  Loadon  Miuiooary  Society's  meetjne 
was  tpccially  marked  by  the  promiaence  given  lo  the 
Centrnl  Aliican  mission,  the  claims  of  which  were 
^idvocatcd  witli  noble  simplicity  1^  Mi.  Hote,  a 
missioiiary  agent,  who  has  received  a  professional 
training  in  navigation,  and  who  unites  missionary 
zeal  with  the  best  qualities  of  an  English  sailor  and 
exploiei.  Mr.  Hore  is  very  anxious  lo  gel  a  mission 
steamer  for  use  on  Lake  Tanganyika,  and  the  touch- 
ing and  dmple  testimony  which  he  bore  to  the  wodc 
that  is  being  done  at  Ujiji  and  the  district  by  tbe 
.  agents  of  this  Society  will,  we  should  Chink,  go  far 
towards  securing  the  realisation  of  his  wish.  The 
Baptist  Missionary  meeting  wat,  we  are  informeil. 
chuacterized  by  lenutrkablc  zeal  and  ability  on  the 
part  of  tbe  ipeakecs,  and  rcEponuva  enthauaam  on 
the  part  of  the  aowded  audience.  Sncli  Me  a  few , 
of  t^  animaticg  notes  whiob  call  the  Chnich  lo  new 
ardtiur  oi  (wrrice.pmd  of  sacrifice  in  the  .fulfilment, 
of  ilei  great  commUsiox.  to  preach  tbe  gospel  to 
eveiy  creature, 

THE  POSlTOyFlCE  OBPRAN  HOMES. 
Wearegladagaia  to. bring  under  the  notice  of  our 
readen  the  excellent  staxk.  known  as  the  Po«t-Officc 
Oipluui  Homes  lostitution,  the  tenth  annual  report  of 
which  has  come  into  our  hands.  This  institution, 
happily,  doe^  not  lack  inSuential  friends  and  snp- 
pcaters,  and  tlii*  year  the  Postmaster-General  (the 
Right  Hon.  Henry  Fawcett,  M,P.)  very  a^iropriataly 
look  the  cliait  at  the  annual  meeting.  Tbe  ottject  of 
the  institution  is  to  provide  homes,  with  board,  cloth. 
ing,  and  education,  Icr  the  orphan  cliildren  of  sorters, 
letter-canleis,  and  other  members  of  tbe  mime  esta- 
bUsbment:  of  the  post>office,  either  in  Loodon  or  tha 
pravinccs.  One  of  its  important  features  is  that  tbe 
childrea,  instead  of  being  gadieied  into  one  large 
bofldiqg,  are  placed  with  carefully~Mlected  foster- 
parents,  and  are  brought  up  as  members  of  the  house- 
holds of  which  they  become  inmatea.  It  iainUntt- 
iog  and  important  to  note  the  statement  of  tbe  com^ 
Tsdilteni  (hot  "no  difficulty  is  e^iedcoced  in  finding 
rdi^^  persons,  in  com&xtable  circumstaoces,  to 
nndiertake  the  responsibility  of  foster-parents,  whik 
the  (oustant  snpervisioQ  by  the  officers  of  the  inttitu- 
tioo,  the  pedodical  visits  of  relatives,  uid  th;  legal 
cimtiacis  entaed  into  in  every  case,  prevent  tbe  possi- 
bility of  tbe  boarding-out  system  degenerating  into 
wbal  js  commonly  known  as  '  farming.' "  There  are 
now  in  the  Homes  iii  children  in  this  way  provided 
for,  and  (luring  the  past  year  three  girls  and  five  boys, 
who  had  reached  tbe  maximum  age  for  remaining  in 
the  Homes,  have  left  and  been  placed  iosnitaUc  situa^ 
tiMls.  The  conlribBtions  of  the  public  during  the 
year  towards  the  support  of  the  institnlion  have  been 
^1,031,  and  the  sidsoiptiona  of  membss,  whose, 
cbildroi  may  possibly  benefit  by  it,  bain  beoi 
£^Mf>,  Jhs  postman  plays  tncfa  w  injpntwtpart, 
■n-inr^cial  qratem,.  and  is  neb  ■  hud-worldaft' 


pnbUc  servant,  that  a  kindly  sympathy  is  readily 
elidled  on  his  behalf ;  and  we  hope  that  a  yet  larger 
number  of  the  section  of  the  public  sernce  for  which 
this  institutian  is  intended  may  be  induced  to  pay  the 
small  subscription  reqnired. 

AN   INTKRXSTlNa  llOHAKUEDAH  VUITOB. 

.  Most  readen  will  remember  the  constentation  with 
whicik  the  announcement  waa  ree«i*ed,  abont  eighteen 
months  ago,  that  a.  IfohaumsdMi  scholar  of  eminent 
pouHon,  natned  Ahmed  Tenrfifc, -had  been  eondemned 
to  death,  under  Turids&  law,  lot  the  crime  of  having 
assisted  Br.  Koclle,  of  CoMtantinopla,  in  the  tnnslt- 
tion  ol  Christiui  boi^  into  the  Turbjab  language. 
By  the  intetpositiiHi  of  the  English  Anhnsador, 
Sir  Heiuy  Layird,  the  cruel  sentestca  was  temitled, 
and  sometime  afterwards  Ahmed  Tewfik  was  removed 
to  tbe  island  of  Chios,  where  be  was  kept  a  prisoMi 
under  a  strict  gaaid.  Shortly  befors  tbe  -temUe 
Rlsilation  of  successive  earthqaakes,  by  which  that 
i^and  has  been  desolated,  be  succeeded  in  makiag 
his  escape,  and,  getting  on  board  an  EngHdi  Tcssel, 
was  bronght  to  this  eonntry.  He  is  oaw,  we  under^ 
stand,  staying  wUb  Dr.  Koelle,  and  is  "ihllycoB- 
viDced  of  the  truth  of  ChristiAaity."  Hie  cvcnm- 
staneet  are  peciditdy  delicate,  but  it  may  be  hoped 
that  the  Chnrch  Missionary  Society,  withvUch  Mr. 
Ko^e  has  been  long  and  hoooorably  comected, 
may  find  opportunity  to  employ  this  interesting  and 
accomptidied  convert,  after,  if  need  be,  be  hai  been 
tanght  "  the  way  of  the  Lord  more  perfectly "  in 
some  good  service.  The  stronghold  of  Moham- 
medanism has  provad  to  be  one  of  the  most  obstioste 
citadels  of  error  and  of  unbeUef  vbich  Chiistiaaity 
has  sommoned  to  sttrrender. 

II.— MISSION  JOTTINGS. 

MISS  LEIGH'S  WORK  IN  PARIS. 

The  mncb-oeeded  and  troly  benewdest  wDik  which 
Miss  Leigh  inangnrated  and  carries  on  in  Pans^ 
on  behalf  <^  Kngliah  women  *v^  r^^^^inn  in  that 
dty,  is  ctmlinned  in  the  spirit  of  faidi  ud  leal  in 
which  it  was  started,  and  not  wilbout  the  diScnhies 
wbidi  usually  beset  sDcb  enterprises.  UissLdghvas 
hcnelf  lately  in  London,  a«3  had  an  <^WTtaoity,  at 
LMd  ShailesbD^'s  town  residonce,  of  [rieadiag  her 
cause  bdbre  an  inSueatial  company,  SJbe  dexoibcd 
the  Tarioos  departments  of  tbe  institntian  nodei  ha 
chai^ge — a  Home  for  Daily  Governesses)  aHonefc* 
Working  Women  and  Girb ;  a  Hnne  foe  Ladies' 
Maids,  Nunes,  &c.,  seeking  Emidoynwnt;  a  Free 
Registry,  for  Women  wanting  Sitwtioni ;  a  Sana- 
lonmn;  a  Criche;  .and  an  Orphanage.  Itepcdsto 
which  young  English  gills  «re  exposed,  who  g<^ 
friendless  and  oaprotected,  to  seek  a  Ibring  in  Paris, 
can  readily  be  imagined  t^  persons  ofea  ~ 
4re  only  loiowa  to  themselves  and  to  thg*e.w] 
qi^e  the  subject  one 
l^ye  toaay  that  toauchywinejWrtoniMiMLea^'n 
Ivtilttfon,  lA  one  or  odcn  efjitt  d  ' 
^ropad  i«  •  not  muafatr  «f  itt 
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Since  it  was  opeoed  in  1S75  more  than  two  thousand 
young  Tomen  hive  htta  receired  into  the  Homes, 
nhere  ititf  have  toiuid  ihelter,  protectioD,  and  asdat- 
ince,  sometlinei  under  most  critical  drcumstancn. 
The  class  with  whom  the  InsUtotioii  has  specially  to 
deal  consistE  veiy  largely  "of  penona  yfao  belonged 
Id  what  may  be  called  the  genteel  portion  Of  the 
English  community  in  Paiii — daughters  of  dergyinen, 
nedical  men,  lawyen,  and  particsluly  officers. " 
Not  a  few  of  Iheie,  delicately  noitnied,  and  often 
Kry  irapeifectly  edncated,  are  by  some  sodden 
stroke,  or  giadnnl  decay  □[  fortone,  thrown  i^ou 
ibnr  own  resomrces',  and  many  a  dark  tragedy  In 
till  dly  at  tragedy  is  the  cooMqiMDce.  Hie 
records  of  Miss  I^igh's  Lutitntion  contained  many 
i  heart-breaking  story  of  destitation,  anfFertng, 
b^plessness,  and  wrung,  and  happily  also  of  timely 
rjtcour,  of  sabstantUI  help,  and  of  abiding  beacGt 
coalcned.  At  the  meeting  at  Lord  Sbaitesbory's 
Mr.  Halchinson,  the  Lay  Secretary  of  the  Church 
Hkiiimary  Society,  trhose  testimony  will  be  accepted 
It  once  IS  entitled  to  the  greatest  respect  and  coti£- 
(iace,  stated  that  be  bad  lately  spent  a  fortnight 
in  □bsening  and  iBvestigating  Miss  Leigh's  work, 
<ith  the  view  ^  seeing  whether  the  airangcmenti 
connected  witb  it  coold  be  placed  on  any  fiivier  and 
stnjnger  fonndatloji.  Mr.  Hutcfalnson  bore  the  highest 
iQlinony  to  the  seal,  courage,  ability,  and  devotion 
vithwtuch  Hiss  Leigh's  wcn'k  was  carried  on,  and  stated 
that  both  as  leganb  the  accounts  and  the  general 
aunagemenl  there  was  no  reasonable  gtoond  ik  com- 
plaint. "With  reference  to  the  suggestion  which 
^ecmi  to  have  been  made,  that  the  method  of  tioBDcial 
admjnistralion  should  be  altered,  Mr.  Hutchinson  said 
Dial  what  was  called  the  Coundl  of  the  Institution  in 
^"a  wu  not  prepared  to  accept  the  least  petsonal 
iNpDUtibiHty.  They  wcFuld  not  even  undertake  to 
tiirect  the  payment  ofchequet,  lest  they  should  become 
indiildmlly  reapotulble  for  payment  If  there  were  no 
^"ads '.  Under  these  circninstuices  Hiss  Leigh  studs 
iaj  much  alone,  and  it  ill  becomes  Aote  who  have 
DHhethigh  courage  and  faith  topnt^diSctiltleslnber 
*>;•  or  to  iodnlge  in  carping  eilticicm.  Wa  naite  in 
Mr.  Hntchimon's  wish  that  the  Christian  pnbUc  will 
cratinuetogivBhn'nnflinchiBgnpport.  UluLdgVs 
^diess  is  JJ-,  Avenoe  Wagram,  Paris,  and  tke 
nianirtr  of  her  Institntion  is  Mi,  P,  A.  Sevan, 
%  Lombard  Street,  London,  E.G. 

A  TOnKO  CONTKKI'S  TUALS  IN  GPAIir. 
The  Rev,  O.  H.  GiiHek  bu  for  some  yeara  been 
lionouraUy  connected  with  the  work  of  the  American 
^wd  of  Missions  in  Japan.  Owing  lo  failure  of 
health  he  has  recenUy  had  to  rdinqnish  his  post  for  a 
line,  »nd  on  his  way  home  to  the  United  States  of 
^■"nica  he  has  been  paying  a  viwt  to  his  brotfaeis 
^  Spain,  who  are  engaged  in  mission  work  in  that 
.WMHry.  Mr,  GflHck  has  a  facOe  pen  and  an  obser- 
"^  tT«.  «nd  his  visit  has  been  the  occasion  of  bb 
'™™g  two  or  three  communications  of  mudi  interest 
™«oinc  things  he  has  seen  and  heard  in  Spain.  His 
KttcTi  bait  appeared  in  an  American  miuioDuy  pub- 


lication not  likely  to  tuve  come  into  the  hands  ot 
many  of  oar  readers.  One  tale  that  he  tells  is  of  a 
Spanish  youth  oF  ^Tenleen  years  of  age,  vfho  was 
being  trained  in  a  school  for  priests.  He  became  in- 
terested in  the  Bible,  and  for  reading  and  defending 
it  was  expelled  from  the  school  and  frotn  iiis  father's 
hoose.  He  walked  nearly  a  hundred  miles,  and  then 
arrived  penniless  and  barefoot  in  Saragossa,  where 
he  found  out  a  Bible  stand,  and  was  received  and 
cared  for  by  some  Christian  people.  His  patents 
wrote  to  hltn,  (sdering  hjm  to  return  home  or  lo  enter 
a  commerdal  bouse  in  Saragossa.  He  citose  the 
latter  come,  and  on  doing  to  was  forbidden  to 
attend  Protestant  services.  Mr.  GiUick  continueslhe 
touching  story  as  follows  ; — 

"Another  page  in  his  history  is  now  to  be  written. 
For  two  months  he  continued  faithful  to  the  em- 
ployers with  whom  his  parents  directed  him  to  remain. 
But  a  week  ago  his  employer  found  him  reading  his 
Testament,  and  seizing,  Icce  it  np.  Apttest  brought 
his  influence  lo  bear  in  tbe  case,  and,  finding  the  lad 
(um  in  his  principles,  spat  in  his  face.  At  this  time  a 
child  in  the  household  of  tbe  employer  died,  and  the 
ptiest  said  it  was  because  this  heretic  was  in  their 
service.  So  the  lad  was  ejpelled  the  house.  For  a 
week  he  again  found  shelter  with  the  kind-hearted 
colporteur.  Again  his  father  writes  for  him  to  return 
home.  Should  he  return  home  he  believes  he  wonld 
be  returned  to  tbe  school  for  priests.  He  says, 
'Should  I  re-enter  there  yoo  would  never  hear  of  rae 
again.'  He  believes  that  their  tender  merdes  are 
cruel.  He  has  written  to  his  &ther  that  he  does  not 
wish  to  return  Irame  ;  that  he  has  decided  not  to  be- 
EOme  a  priest,  and  that  he  would  rather  die  than 
depart  from  the  true  way,  the  path  of  duty.  He  says 
that  he  would  rejoice  to  be  an  eiile  in  a  Aireign  land, 
and  among  a  people  of  a  strange  tongue,  if  he  might 
there  enjoy  religions  freedom. 

"  The  Dear  brave  boy,  cmsed  by  the  priests,  ei- 
pelled  i>y  his  parents,  discharged  by  his  employers, 
^itupon  by  the  representative  of  R.ome,  and  excom- 
municated by  the  Church,  lest  a  worse  thing  come 
upon  him,  has  left  for  parts  unknown.  "We  believe 
that  the  name  of  one  who  for  love  of  the  word  of 
truth  has  endured  mch  things,  will  stand  with  the 
names  of  those  who  through  faith  escaped  the  edge 
of  (he  sword,  oat  of  weakness  were  made  strong,  who 
had  trial  of  duel  mockings  and  scourgings,  who  wan- 
dered in  deserts  and  mountains,  and  in  dens  and 
caves  of  tbe  earth.  Hay  tbe  God  of  Elijah  send  Ms 
ravens  lo  feed,  and  his  still  small  voice  lo  cheo-,  and 
hia  wtad  to  guide,  the  iiomeless  lad.' ' 

In  anotiier  commntucation,  Ur.  GSUck  draws  aarn- 
teresting  comparison  between  the  missionary  outiook 
in  Spain  and  Japan,  the  result  being  upon  the  whcde 
more  favourable  to  the  latter  than  to  Spain.  He  says  r 
"  For  tolerance  towards  those  vriio  differ  from  them 
in  religibos  belief  the  followers  of  Buddha  for  excel 
the  followers  of  the  Pope." 

m—OUH.  MEMORIAL  RECORD. 

■CaR  tjn.  WILLIAM  MORLXy  fUMBBOH,.  IX.U 

The  death  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Ponshot),  which  loek 
place  at  his  residence  in  Briitou,  London,  on  lh« 
Sth  of  April,  has  deprived  the  Wesleyan  community 
(rf  its  most  popnlai  pnlplt  oratM  and  oC  one  of  the  \. 
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t  widely-known  and  heartily  reipected  of  id 
.  In  all  sectioni  of  the  Chriatian  Chorcb  the 
tidiagi  of  the  event  have  been  receired  with  the  pro- 
fnundeit  regret.  Dr.  Punabon  was  but  Ultle  post  the 
prime  of  life,  being  in  his  fifty-seventh  year,  and  until 
within  a  few  weeks  of  bis  death  was  devoting  himself, 
with  unabated  zeU  and  undiminUhed  ability,  and  in  the 
folnesi  of  matured  wisdom  and  prolonged  experience, 
to  the  discharge  of  his  multifaitoua  duties  as  a  preacher 
and  speaker  and  as  Secretary  of  the  Wcileyan  Uis- 
sionaiy  Society.  Early  in  the  present  year  be  lost  hit 
ddeit  ton,  and  tbe  betGavemcat  gave  him  a  tcvere 
•hock.  neKweieriKasalaotbatthestiamafincesMiit 
UboDit,  from  which  be  would  take  no  respite,  was 
telling  upon  him ;  and  in  March  he  was  penoaded 
to  take  B  trip  to  the  Continent,  for  tbe  sake  of  rest 
and  change.  In  Italy,  however,  he  had  an  attack  of 
bronchitis,  with  complications  afiecting  tbe  heart  and 
other  vita]  organs,  and  he  was  brought  home  to  die. 
The  end  came  swiftly,  and  the  annomicement  that  it 
was  at  hand  took  bimsdl  as  well  as  those  aronttd  him 
by  surprise.  But  be  was  prepared  for  the  will  of 
God,  and  when  be  va>  told  that  be  most  die,  be  was 
able  calmly  and  trustfully  to  respond,  ■■  Xbank  God ! 
Jesus  is  to  me  ■  bright  reality."  Dr.  Powhon  was  a 
son  at  the  people,  h^  fathei  havine  been  a  tradesman 
in  Doncaster.  Tbe  lad  left  school  at  fourteen  years 
of  age  and  never  had  the  benefit  of  University  train- 
ing 01  of  ipedal  educational  preparation  for  the 
ministry.  But  he  appears  to  have  begun  when  about 
seventeen  yean  ot  age  to  serve  as  a  "  local  preacher  " 
among  the  Vesleyans,  and  in  1845  was  acc^ed  by 
the  Conlerence  ai  a  probationei  for  the  regular 
nuniitiy.  Hii  preaching  attracted  atlention  and 
secured  great  popularity  from  tbe  firtt,  and  his  style, 
although  protnbly  somewhat  chattencd  as  yean  went 
on,  teems  to  have  been  distin^ahed  in  its  main 
leatnret  from  tbe  beginning  by  the  cbaracterigllct 
which  it  letaioed  to  the  last.  It  was  in  a  bigb  degree 
ornate  and  pktoiial.'and  at  tbe  same  time  by  no  means 
lacking  in  terseness  and  vigour.  Hit  delivery  was 
peculiarly  hia  own,  although  it  has  had  nuiny  imita- 
lon ;  bis  enunciation  was  distinct  aod  rapid,  and  his 
vdce,  although  not  naturally  clear,  was  capable  oTa 
wide  range  ol  expression,  from  gentle  notes  ot  tender- 
nen  aitd  permasion  to  the  most  fervent  and  impas- 
sioned dccbunation.  His  presence  was  commanding 
and  his  action  always  gracelul,  sometimes  strikingly 
dramatic.  A  quick  intellectaal  faculty,  an  extraordi- 
nary memory,  and  a  great  love  of  reading,  had 
enabled  him  to  furnish  his  mind  richly  wltti  varied 
knowledge,  and  a  consuming  ardour  of  devotion  to 
Ihe  strrice  of  Christ  impelled  bim  to  place  all  bis 
gifts  and  acquirements  upon  tbe  altar  of  the  Christian 
minittry.  His  appearance  in  the  pulpit  or  on  the  plat- 
fwm  always  attracted  a  crowded  audience,  and  besi<les 
hit  unbounded  popularity  in  tbis  country  and  in  Canada 
and  thellnited  States,  it  it  to  be  recorded  to  nis  honour 
that  the  nnion  of  force  and  simplicily  in  his  character 
eommimded  the  unbroken  contidence  and  aftection  of 


bit  brother  mioistan.  Be  was  President  of  Ibe 
Wesleyan  Confereucs  in  1874  and  discharged  tbe 
duties  of  that  ofGce  in  a  manner  which  won  for  him 
fresh  tributes  of  grateful  admiration.  Having  in  the 
course  of  his  ministry  occnjued  at  a  paslOT  nuoy  i>f 
the  priudpaj  pulpits  ot  Methodism,  and  hanng  spent 
tome  yean  in  the  same  work  in  Canada,  Dr.  PansliMl 
accepted  tbe  position  of  Missioiury  Secretary  iboul 
five  yean  ago.  His  business  faculty  was  of  1  very 
high  order,  and  served  him  in  good  stead  in  thil 
position,  while  his  love  of  the  nustionary  canx  vk 
enthuiiastic  and  bis  power  of  pleading  on  its  bdulf 
all  but  irresistible  in  its  eamestneta  and  cloqueiice. 
The  lots  of  tnch  a  man  seems  to  be  irrepanble; 
but  at  one  aRer  another  of  those  whom  we  DM 
we  cannot  spare  are  taken  away,  we  are  peilupi 
being  taught  to  rely  more  simply  upon  Hun  wlia  it 
the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  and  for  ever. 

us.  EDWAXD  UIAIX. 

Mr.  Mtall,  who  wat  leventy-two  yeanofige.iul 
had  been  for  some  jean  in  a  declining  itate  of  beilil, 
patsed  peacefully  away  on  Ajiril  29th,  at  Seveaoib. 
With  1^  we  have  lott  a  remarkable  polidcal  l»kr, 
whose  matter-thought  wat  the  pemidousneH  of  the 
union  between  Church  and  State,  and  who  sacceeilal 
in  imprinting  that  thought  deeply  upon  tbe  miudiaf 
a  large  and  influential  section  of  tbe  conumuiity.  It 
is  not  for  us  here  to  discuss  the  question  whetlis 
Mr.  Mtall  was  right  or  wrong ;  it  is  certain  tbit  liit 
necessarily  placed  him  in  aa  attiUidtof  ' 
to  interests  coiuteil  dear  by  a  vul  lod- 
bei  of  his  fellow  countrymen,  and  exposed  IiiD  " 
much  misundentanding  and  obloquy.  It  is  righl,  luv- 
evcr,  to  record  that  Mr.  Miatl  wat  throughout  billo't  , 
and  various  career,  as  Independent  minister,  at  t^ 
of  a  newspaper,  as  member  of  Paiiiament,  bd  pk" 
iconoclast,  but  a  tne-bearled,  faithfid  Cbristita  ou, 
holdingfiuttoaloftyidealofChristiantnithaiidFoiTi  I 
and  seeking  by  all  menus  m  his  power  to  leote  i 
that  ideal  more  readily  attainable  by  the  CtirittiA 
Churches  ot  this  country.  It  would  be  raib  10  iBbi 
that  be  never  spoke  unwisely,  and  never  did  injeilice  1 
to  an  opponent ;  but  the  keenest  of  his  adfowna 
who  have  any  claim  at  all  to  be  beard  will  idmit  Uist 
he  was  a  singularly  candid,  fair,  and  bwDonble 
antagonist,  and  that  whatever  might  be  ttao«llUeftl>'  . 
ultimate  object  which  he  Iwpt  so  pertinaciotulytier')^ 
him,  he  certainly,  iu  its  pnnuit,  struck  some  deadly  | 
blows  at  many  ecclcsiattical  and  lodal  erili  of  ^ 
standing,  and  routed  tbe  zeal  and  ardour,  io  "^'^ 
tlian  one  good  cause,  of  many  who  but  for  iiiio  oijo' 
very  Lkely  have  slumbered  in  lethargic  ease  »U  tb^ 
days.  Those  who  knew  him  better  still,  <re  »««  ' 
that  Mr.  Edward  MiaU  was  one  of  the  cooipirali«T 
few  men  who  are  capable  of  a  great  and  lile-l°U 
enthusiasm,  and  that  in  fulhUing  his  work  he  ^ 
obeying  the  stem  behests  of  a  conscience  whicli  «<""^  , 
lake  no  telusal,  and  was  ako  full  of  tender  loic  isi 
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guilty-looking,  with  precipices   overhanging 

them  fringed  with  pointed  pine-trees,  which 
sought  in  vain  to  mirror  themselves  in  those 
pitch-dark  waters.  And  above  them  all, 
gazing  down  in  silent  greatness,  rose  the 
snow-mountains,  very  cold,  whiter  than  any 
other  whiteness  on  earth  ;  pure  and  stainless, 
and  apparently  as  unapproachable  in  their 
far-off  loveliness  as  the  deep  blue  of  the  pure 
sky  behind  them. 

But  there  was  something  unutterably  awful 
to  Roland  Sefton  in  this  sublimity.  A  bad 
man,  whose  car  has  never  heard  the  voice  of 
Nature,  and  whose  eye  is  blind  to  her  in- 
eflfable  beauty,  may  dwell  in  such  places  and 
not  be  crushed  by  them.  The  dull  herdsmen, 
thinking  only  of  their  cattle  and  of  the  milk- 
ing to  be  done  twice  a  day,  might  live  their 
own  stupid,  common-place  lives  there.  The 
chance  visitor  who  spent  a  few  hours  in 
scaling  difficult  cliffs,  would  perhaps  catch  a 
brief  and  fleeting  sense  of  their  awfulness, 
only  too  quickly  dissipated  by  the  unwonted 
toil  and  peril  of  his  situation.  But  Roland 
Sefton  feit  himself  exiled  to  their  ice-bound 
solitudes,  cut  off  from  all  companionship, 
and  attended  only  by  an  accusing  conscience. 

Morning  after  morning,  when  his  short 
and  feverish  night  was  ended,  he  went  out  in 
the  early  dawn  whilst  all  the  valleys  below 
were  still  slumbering  in  darkness,  selfKJriven 
into  the  wilderness  of  rock  and  snow  rising 
above  the  wretched  chilets.  With  coarse 
food  sufficient  for  the  wants  of  the  day  he 
strayed  wherever  his  aimless  footsteps  led 
him.  It  was  seldom  that  he  stayed  more 
than  a  night  or  two  in  the  same  herdsman's 
huL  When  he  was  well  out  of  the  track  of 
tourists  he  ventured  down  into  the  lower 
villages  now  and  then,  seeking  a  few  days  of 
comparative  comfort.  But  some  rumour,  or 
the  arrival  of  some  chance  traveller  more 
enterprising  and  investigating  dian  the  mass, 
always  drove  him  away  again.  There  was 
no  peace  for  him,  either  in  the  high  Alps  or 
the  most  secluded  valleys. 

How  could  there  be  peace  whilst  memory 
and  conscience  were  gnawing  at  his  heart? 
In  a  dreary  round  his  thoughts  went  back  to 
the  first  beginnings  of  the  road  that  had  led 
him  hither;  with  that  vague  feeling  which 
all  of  us  have  when  retracing  the  irrecoverable 
past,  as  if  by  some  mighty  effijrt  of  ^our  will  > 


CU AFTER   XII.— -RECKLESS  OF  LIFE. 

IF  old  Marlowe,  or  Mr.  Clifford  himself, 
could  have  followed  Roland  Sefton  during 
his  homeless  wanderings,  their  rigorous  sense 
of  justice  would  have  been  satisfied  that  he 
•as  not  escaping  punishment,  though  he 
might  elude  the  arbitrary  penalty  of  the  law. 

As  the  summer  advanced,  and  the  throng 
of  yearly  tourists  poured  into  the  playground 
of  Europe  from  every  country,  but  especially 
ftom  England,  he  was  driven  away  from  all 
the  towns  and  villages  where  he  might  by 
diBOCebe  recognised  by  some  feUow-coun try- 
nun.  Up  into  the  mountain  pastures  he 
tetreated,  where  he  rambled  from  one  chalet 
to  another,  sleeping  on  beds  of  fodder,  with 
the  keen  night  air  piercing  through  the  aper- 
tures of  roof  and  walls,  yet  bringing  with  it 
those  intolerable  stenches  which  exhale  from 
the  manare  and  mire  lying  ankle-deep  round 
each  picturesque  little  hut.  The  yelping  of 
the  watch-dogs,  the  snoring  of  the  tired 
herdsmen  lying  within  atm's  length  of  him, 
the  shrill  tinkling  of  cow-bells,  musical  enough 
by  day  and  in  the  distance,  but  driving  sleep 
away  too  harshly,  the  sickness  and  depres- 
sion produced  by  unwholesome  food,  and 
the  utter  compulsory  abandonment  of  all  his 
lanidkms  and  dainty  personal  habits  made 
his  mere  bodily  life  intolerable  to  him.  He 
had  borne  something  like  these  discomforts 
ud  privations  for  a  day  or  two  at  a  time, 
vhen  engaged  itt  Alpine  climbing ;  but  that 
be  should  be  forced  to  live  a  life,  compared 
with  which  that  of  an  Irish  bog-trotter  was 
decent  and  civilised,  was  a  daily  torment  to 
liim. 

It  is  true  that  during  the  long  hours  of 
<laylight  be  wandered  among  the  most  sub- 
lime scenery.  Sometimes  he  scaled  solitary 
peaks  and  looked  down  upon  far-stretching 
hmdscapes  below  him,  with  broad  dead  rivers 
of  gladcis  winding  between  the  high  and 
terrible  masses  of  snow -clad  rocks,  and 
creeping  down  into  peacrful  valleys,  where 
little  living  streams  of  silvery  grey  wandered 
among  chilets  looking  no  larger  than  the 
mcks  strewn  around  them,  with  a  tiny  church 
in  their  midst,  liftii^  up  its  spire  of  glittering 
metal  with  a  kind  of  childish  con6dence  and 
exultation.  Here  and  there  in  deep  sunken 
hollows  lay  small  tarns,  black  as  night,  and 
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we  could  place  ourselves  at  the  starting-point 
again  aod  lun  our  race~oh,  how  differently ! 

Roland  could  almost  fix  the  date  when  he 
had  first  wished  that  Mr.  Clifford's  bonds, 
bequeathed  to  him,  were  already  his  own. 
He  recollected  the  very  day  when  old  Mar- 
lowe had  asked  him  to  invest  his  money  for 
him  in  some  safe  manner  for  Phebe's  benefit; 
and  how  he  had  persuaded  himself  that 
nothing  could  be  safer  than  to  use  it  for  his 
own  purposes,  and  to  pay  a  higher  interest 
than  the  old  man  could  get  elsewhere.  What 
he  had  done  for  him  had  been  still  easier  to 
do  for  other  clients ;  ignorant  men  and  women 
who  knew  nothing  of  bu^ness,  and  left  it  all 
to  him,  gratefully  pleased  with  the  good 
interest  he  paid  them.  The  web  had  been 
woven  with  almost  invisible  threads  at  the 
first ;  but  the  finest  thread  among  them  was 
a  heavy  cable  now. 

But  the  one  thought  that,  haunted  him, 
never  leaving  him  for  an  instant  in  these 
teuible  solitudes,  was  the  thought  of  Felidta. 
His  mother  he  could  forget  sometimes,  or 
remember  her  with  a  dewy  tenderness  at  his 
heart,  as  if  he  could  feel  her  pitiful  love 
clinging  to  him  still ;  and  his  children  he 
dreamed  of  at  times  in  a  day-dream,  as  play- 
ing merrily  without  him,  in  the  blissful 
ignorance  of  childhood.  But  Felicita,  who 
did  not  love  him  as  his  mother  did,  and  could 
not  rem^n  in  ignorance  of  his  crime  1  Was 
she  not  something  like  those  pure,  distant 
snowy  pinnacles,  inapproachable  andrepellent, 
with  icy-cold  breath  which  petrified  all  lips 
'  that  drew  too  near  to  them  ?  And  he  had 
set  a  stain  upon  that  purity  as  white  as  the 
driven  snow.  The  name  he  had  given  to 
her  was  tarnished,  and  would  be  publicly 
dishonoured  if  he  failed  in  evading  the 
penalty  he  merited.  His  death  alone  could 
save  her  from  notorious  and  intolerable  dis- 
grace. 

But  though  be  was  reckless  of  his  life,  he 
could  not  bringhiniselfto  be  guilty  of  suicide. 
Death  was  wooing  him  in  many  forms,  day  by 
day,  to  seek  refuge  with  it.  When  his  feet 
slipped  among  the  yawning  crevasses  of  the 
glaciers,  the  smallest  wilful  negligence  would 
nave  buried  him  in  their  blue  depths.  The 
common  impulse  to  cast  himself  down  the 
precipices  along  whose  margin  he  crept  had 
only  to  be  yielded  to,  and  all  his  earthly  woe 
would  be  over.  Even  to  give  way  to  the 
weaiy  drowsiness  that  overtook  him  at  timee 
as  the  sun  went  down,  and  the  night  fell  upon 
him  far  away  from  shelter,  might  have  soothed 
him  into  the  slumber  from  which  there  is 
no  awaking.    But  he  daied  not     He  was 


willing  enough  to  die,  if  dying  had  been  alL 
But  he  believed  in  the  punishment  of  sin   : 
here,  or  hereafter — in  the  dealing  out  of  a 
righteous  judgment  to  every  man,  whether  he   . 
be  good  or  evil. 

As  the  autumn  passed  by  and  the  moun-  , 
tain  chalets  were  shut  up,  the  cattle  and  the  I 
herdsmen  descending  to  the  lower  pastures,  i 
Roland  Sefton  was  compelled  to  descend  too. 
There  was  little  chance  of  encountering  ai.y  I 
one  who  knew  him  at  this  late  season;  yet 
there  were  still  stragglers  lingering  among  the 
Alps.  But  when  he  saw  himself  again  in  a 
looking-glass,  his  face  burnt  and  blistered 
witli  the  sun  and  now  almost  past  rect%- 
nition,  and  his  ragged  hair  and  beard  sei\'bg 
him  better  than  any  disguise,  he  was  no 
longer  afraid  of  being  detected.  He  b^an 
to  wonder  in  mingled  hope  and  dread 
whether  Felicita  would  come  out  to  seek 
him.  The  message  he  had  sent  to  her  by 
Phebe  could  be  interpreted  by  her  alone. 
Would  she  avail  herself  of  it  to  find  him  oul? 
Or  would  she  shrink  from  the  toil,  and  pain, 
and  danger  of  quitting  England?  A  few 
weeks  more  would  answer  the  question. 

Sometimes  he  was  overwhelmed  with 
terror  lest  she  should  be  watched,  and  her 
movements  tracked,  and  that  behiad  her 
would  come  the  pursuers  he  had  so  success- 
fully evaded.  At  other  times  an  unutterable 
heart-sickness  possessed  bim  to  see  her  oai^ 
more,  to  hear  her  voice,  to  press  his  lips,  if 
he  dared,  to  her  pale  cheeks ;  to  discover 
whether  she  would  suffer  him  to  hold  her  io 
his  arms  for  one  moment  only.  He  longed 
to  hear  from  her  lips  what  had  happened  at 
home  since  he  fled  from  it  six  months  ago; 
what  she  had  done,  and  was  going  to  do, 
supposing  that  be  were  not  airested  and 
brought  to  justice.  Would  she  fo^ve 
him  ?  would  she  listen  to  his  pleas  and  ex- 
planations ?  He  feared  that  she  would  bale 
him  for  the  shame  he  had  brought  upon  her. 
Yet  there  was  a  possibility  that  she  might 
pity  him,  with  a  pity  so  much  akin  to  love, 
as  that  with  which  the  angels  look  down  upon 
sinful  human  beings. 

Every  day  brought  the  solution  of  his 
doubts  nearer.  The  rains  of  autumn  had 
begun,  and  felt  in  torrents,  drivuig  him  to 
any  shelter  he  could  find,  to  Isood  there 
hour  after  hour  upon  these  hopes  and  feais. 
The  fog  and  thick  clouds  lud  the  moun- 
tains, and  all  the  valleys  lay  foilom  aiid 
cold  under  clinging  veils  of  mis^  ihrou^ 
which  the  few  brown  leaves  left  upon  ilie 
trees  hung  limp  and  dying  on  the  bare 
branches.    The  villagers  were  settling  down 
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to  their  winter  life;  and  though  along  the 
frequented  roates  a  few  travellers  were  Etill 
passing  to  and  fro,  the  less  known  were 
deserted.  It  was  safe  now  to  go  down  to 
Engelbeig,  where,  if  ever  again,  except  as  a 
prisoner  in  the  hands  of  justice,  he  would  see 
Felicita. 

Impatient  to  anticipate  the  day  on  which 
he  might  again  see  her,  he  readied  Engel- 
hag  a  week  before  the  appointed  time.  The 
green  meadows  and  the  forests  erf  the  little 
valley  were  hidden  in  mist  and  rain ;  and  the 
towering  dome  of  the  Titlis  was  folded  from 
sight  in  dense  cloads,  with  only  a  cold  gleam 
now  and  then  as  its  snowy  summit  glanced 
through  them  for  a  minute.  The  innumer- 
able waterfalls  were  swollen  and  fell  with  a 
restless  roar  through  the  black  depths  of  the 
forests.  The  day%ht  was  short,  for  the  sun 
rose  late  behind  the  encircling  mountains, 
and  hastened  to  sink  again  below  them.  But 
the  place  where  he  had  first  met  Felicita  was 
dear  to  him,  though  dark  and  gloomy  with 
the  cloudy  days.  He  hastened  to  the  church 
where  his  eyes  had  fallen  upon  the  young, 
silent,  absorbed  girl  so  many  years  ago  ;  and 
here,  where  the  sun  was  shining  fitfully  for  a 
brief  half-hour,  be  paced  up  arkd  down  the 
aisles,  wondering  what  the  coming  interview 
KDuld  bring.  Day  after  day  he  lingered 
there,  witih  the  loud  chanting  of  the  monks 
ringing  in  bis  ea»,  until  the  evenii^  came 
when  he  said  to  himself,  "  To-moin>w  I  shall 
see  her  once  more." 

CaAFT£K  Xni. SUSPENSE. 

RouKD  SsrroN  did  not  sleep  that  n^t. 
As  the  time  drew  near  for  Felicita  to  act  upon 
his  message  to  her,  be  grew  more  desponding 
of  her  response  to  it ;  yet  he  could  not  give 
up  the  feeble  hope  still  flickering  in  his  heart 
If  she  did  not  come  he  would  be  a  hopeless 
outcast  indeed;  yetif  she  came  what  succour 
could  she  bring  to  him?  He  had  not  once 
cherished  the  idea  that  Mr.  Chfford  would 
forbear  to  prosecute  him;  yet  he  knew 
well  that  if  he  could  be  propitiated,  the  other 
men  and  women  who  had  claims  upon  him 
would  be  easily  satisfied  and  appeased.  But 
how  many  things  might  have  happened 
(luting  the  long  six  months,  which  had 
seemed  almost  an  eternity  to  him.  It  was 
iU)t  impossible  that  Mr.  Clifford  might  be 
dead.  If  so,  and  if  a  path  was  thus  open  to 
him  to  re-enter  life,  how  different  should 
his  career  be  in  the  future !  How  warily 
would  hewalk;  with  what  earnest  penitence 
^d  thorough  uprightness  would  he  order  all 
hi*  ways!     He  would  be    what  he   had 


only  seemed  to  be  hitherto :  a  man  follow- 
ing Christ,  as  bis  forefathers  had  dozie. 

He  was  staying  at  a  quiet  inn  in  the  vil- 
lage, and  as  soon  as  daybreak  came  hestarted 
down  the  road  along  which  Fefic^ta  must 
oome,  and  waited  at  the  entrance  of  the 
valley,  four  miles  from  the  little  village. 
The  toad  was  bad,  for  the  heavy  rains  had 
washed  much  of  it  away ;  and  it  had  been 
roughly  repaired  by  fir-trees  laid  along  the 
broken  edges ;  but  it  was  not  impassable ; 
and  a  one-borse  carriage  could  run  along  it 
safely.  The  rain  had  passed  away,  and  the 
sun  was  shining.  The  high  mountains  and 
the  great  rocks  Were  clear  from  base  to  sum- 
mit If  she  came  to^ay  there  was  a  splen- 
did scene  prepared  fisr  her  eyes.  Hour  after 
honr  passed  by ;  the  short  autumnal  day 
faded  into  the  dusk,  and  the  dusk  slowly 
deepened  into  the  blackness  of  night  Still 
he  waited,  late  on  into  the  night,  till  the 
monastery  bells  chimed  for  the  last  time; 
but  there  was  no  sign  of  her  coming. 

The  next  day  passed  as  that  had  done. 
Felicita  [hen  had  deserted  him  1  He  felt  so 
sure  of  Fhebe  that  he  never  doubted  that 
she  had  not  received  his  message.  He  had 
left  only  one  thread  of  communication  be- 
tween himself  and  home,  a  slender  thread, 
and  Felicita  had  broken  it.  There  was  now 
no  hope  for  him;  no  chance  of  learning 
what  had  befallen  all  his  dear  ones,  unless 
he  ran  the  risk  of  discovery,  aitd  ventured 
back  to  England. 

Bat  for  Felicita  and  his  children,  he  said 
to  himself,  it  would  be  better  to  go  back,  sod 
pay  the  utmost  penalty  he  owed  to  the  broken 
laws  of  his  country.  No  hardships  could 
be  greater  than  those  he  had  already  endured  j 
no  separatioQ  from  companionship  could  be 
more  OKnplete.  The  hard  labour  he  would 
be  doomed  to  perform  would  be  a  relief. 
His  conscience  might  smite  him  less  sharply 
and  less  ceaseles^y  if  he  were  suffering  the 
due  punishment  for  his  sin,  in  the  society  of 
his  fellow-criminals.  Dartmoor  Prison  would 
be  better  for  him  than  his  miserable  and  de- 
grading freedom. 

Still,  as  long  as  he  could  elude  publici^, 
and  preserve  his  name  from  notoriety,  the 
burden  would  not  fall  upon  Felidta  and  his 
children.  His  mother  would  not  shrink  from 
bearing  her  share  of  any  burden  of  his.  But 
he  must  keep  out  of  the  dock,  lest  their 
father  and  husband  should  be  branded  as  a 
convict 

A  dreary  round  his  thoughts  ran.  But 
ever  in  the  centre  of  the  circling  thoughts 
lay  the  conviction  that  he  had  lost  hi«»if[C 
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and  children  for  ever.  Whether  he  dragged 
out  a  wretched  life  in  concealment,  or  was 
discovered,  or  gave  himself  up  to  justice, 
Felicita  was  lost  to  him.  There  were  some 
women — Phebe  Marlowe  was  one — who  could 
have  lived  through  the  shame  of  his  convic- 
tion and  the  dreary  term  of  his  imprison- 
ment, praying  to  God  for  her  husband,  and 
pitying  him  with  a  kind  of  heavenly  grace ; 
and  at  the  end  of  the  time  met  him  at  the 
prison  door,  and  gone  out  with  him,  tenderly 
and  faithfully,  to  begin  a  new  life  in  another 
country.  But  Felicita  was  not  one  of  these 
women.  He  could  never  think  of  her  as 
pardoning  a  transgression  like  his,  though 
committed  for  her  sake.  Even  now  she 
would  not  stoop  so  low  as  to  seek  a  meeting 
with  one  who  deserved  a  penal  punish- 
ment. 

Night  had  set  in,  and  he  was  trudging 
along  the  road,  still  heavy  with  recent  rains, 
though  the  sky  above  was  hung  with  glitter- 
ing stars,  and  the  crystal  snow  on  Titlis  shone 
against  the  deep  blue  depths,  casting  a  wan 
light  over  the  valley.  Suddenly  upon  the 
stillness  there  came  the  sound  of  several 
voices,  and  a  shrill  yodel,  pitched  in  a  key 
that  rang  through  the  village,  to  call  attention 
to  the  approaching  party.  It  was  in  advance 
of  him,  nearer  to  Engelberg ;  yet  though  he 
had  been  watching  the  route  from  Stans  all 
day,  and  was  satisfied  that  Felicita  could  not 
have  entered  the  valley  unseen  by  himself, 
the  hope  flashed  through  him  that  she  was 
before  him,  belated  by  the  state  of  the  roads. 
He  hurried  on,  seeing  before  him  a  small 
group  of  men  carrying  lanthoms.  But  in 
their  midst  they  bote  a  rude  litter,  made  of  a 
gate  taken  hastily  off  the  binges.  They 
passed  out  of  siglit  behind  a  house  as  he 
caught  sight  of  the  litter,  and  for  a  minute  or 
.  two  he  could  not  follow  them,  from  the  mere 
shock  of  dread  lest  the  litter  held  her.  Then 
he  hurried  on,  and  reached  the  hotel  door  as 
the  procession  marched  into  the  hall  and 
laid  their  burden  cautiously  down. 

"  An  accident?"  said  the  landlord. 

"  Yes,"  answered  one  of  the  peasants ;  "  we 
found  him  under  Pfaflfenwand.  He  must 
have  been  coming  from  Engstlensee  Alp ; 
how  much  fanher  the  good  God  alone 
knows.  The  paths  arc  slippery  this  wet 
weather,  and  he  bad  no  guide ;  or  there  was 
no  guide  to  be  seen." 

"That  must  be  searched  into,"  said  the 
landlord ;  "  is  he  dead  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  replied  two  or  three  together. 

"He  has  spoken  twice,"  continued  the 
peasant  who  had   answered  before,   "and 


gioaued  much.  But  none  of  us  knew  what  he 
said.     He  is  dying,  poor  fellow  ! " 

"  English  f "  asked  the  landlord,  lookiog 
down  on  the  scarred  face  and  eager  eyes  of 
the  stranger,  who  lay  silent  on  the  litier, 
glancing  round  uneasily  at  the  faces  about 
him. 

"  Some  of  us  would  have  known  Fieacb, 
or  German,  or  Italian,"  was  the  reply,  "bni 
not  one  of  us  knows  English." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  the  landlord,  "  and  our  Eng- 
lish speaker  went  away  last  week,  over  the 
St.  Gothard  to  Italy  for  the  winter.  Send 
round,  Marie,"  he  went  on,  speaking  to  his 
wife, "  and  find  out  any  one  in  Engclbcri  who 
knows  English.  See !  the  poor  fellow  is 
trying  to  say  something  now." 

"  I  can  speak  English,"  said  Roland,  push- 
ing his  way  in  amid  the  crowd  and  kneeliug 
down  beside  the  litter,  on  which  a  rough  bed 
of  hr-pine  branches  had  been  made.  The 
unknown  face  beneath  his  eyes  was  dmwo 
with  pain,  and  the  gaze  that  met  his  was  oue 
ot  earnest  entreaty. 

"  I  am  dying,"  he  murmured ;  "  don't  let 
them  torture  me.  Only  let  me  be  laid  on  s 
bed  to  die  in  peace," 

"  I  will  take  care  of  you,"  said  Roland,  b  j 
his  pleasant  and  soothing  voice,  speaking  u  I 
tenderly  as  if  he  had  been  saying  "God  biess 
you  ! "  to  Felix  in  his  UtUe  cot ;  "  trust  j'oui- 
self  to  me.    They  shall  do  for  you  only  wbit   , 
1  think  best."  I 

The  stranger  closed  his  eyes  with  an  o- 
pression  of  relief ;  and  Roland,  taking  up 
one  corner  of  the  litter,  helped  to  cany  it 
gently  into  the  nearest  bedroom.  He  *i^  \ 
gifted  with  something  of  a  woman's  soilness 
of  touch,  and  with  a  woman's  delicate  sym* 
palhy  with  pain ;  and  presently,  though  cK 
without  some  moans  and  cries,  the  injuK*!  ^ 
man  was  resting  peacefully  on  a  bed :  W 
unconscious,  but  looking  keenly  from !»«  ^ 
izcQ  on  the  people  surrounding  him. 

"  Are  you  English  ?  "  he  asked,  looking  >'   j 
Roland's  blistered  face  and  his  worn  peasiut's 
dress. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered.  j 

"Is  there  any  surgeon  here?"  he  in- 
quired. 

"  No  English  surgeon,"  replied  Roland' 
"I  do  not  know  if  there  is  one  even  « 
Lucerne,  and  none  could  come  to  you  for 
many  hours.  But  there  must  be  some  om  I 
at  the  monastery  close  by,  if  not  in  the 
village •" 

"No,  no!"  he  interrupted,  "I  shiU  n« 
live  many  hours ;  but  promise  me— I  ^ 
quite  helpless,  as  jrpu  55VrI?9?'?i  ""^ 
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fou  will  not  let  any  village  doctor  pull  me 
about" 

"  They  arc  sometimes  very  skilful,"  u^ed 
Roland,  "and  you  do  not  know  that  yon 
must  really  die." 

"  I  knew  it  as  I  was  slipping,"  he  answered, 
"at  the  first  moment  I  knew  it,  though  I 
f.lutched  at  the  very  stones  to  keep  me  from 
filling.  Why,  I  was  dead  when  they  found 
me-  only  the  pain  of  being  pulled  about 
brought  me  back  to  life.  I'm  not  afraid  to 
die  if  they  will  let  me  die  in  peace. 

"  I  will  promise  not  to  leave  you,"  replied 
Roland,  "  and  if  you  must  die,  it  shall  be  in 
peace." 

That  he  must  die,  and  was  actually  dying, 
was  af&mied  by  all  about  him.  One  of  the 
biothcrs  from  the  monasteiy,  skilled  in  sur- 
geiy,  came  in  unrecognised  as  a  doctor  by 
the  stranger,  and  shook  his  head  hopelessly 
when  he  saw  him,  telling  Roland  to  let  him 
do  whatever  he  pleased  so  long  as  he  lived, 
and  lo  lean)  all  he  could  from  him  during 
ihe  hours  of  the  coming  night.  There  was 
DO  hope,  he  said ;  and  if  he  had  not  been 
found  by  the  peasants  he  would  have  been 
(lead  now.  Roland  must  ask  if  he  was  a 
good  Catholic  or  a  heretic.  When  the  monk 
heard  that  he  was  a  heretic  and  needed  none 
of  the  consolations  of  the  Church,  he  bade 
him  Jewell  kindly  and  went  his  way. 

Roland  Sefton  sat  beside  the  dying  man 
all  ihe  night,  whilst  he  lingered  from  hour  to 
hour :  free  from  pain  at  times,  at  others  rest- 
Iss  and  racked  with  agony.  He  wandered 
^little  in  delirium ;  and  when  his  brain  was 
dear  he  had  not  much  to  say. 

"Have  you  no  message  to  send  to  your 
l^riends?"  inquired  Roland,  in  one  of  these 
'add  intervals. 

"  I  have  no  friends,"  he  answered,  "  and 
no  money.    It  makes  death  easier." 

"There  must  be  some  one  who  would  care 
to  hear  of  you,"  said  Roland. 

"■niey"!!  sec  it  in  the  papers,"  he  replied  ; 
"no,  I  come  from  India,  and  was  going  to 
England.  I  have  no  near  relations,  and 
Ihere  is  no  one  to  care  much.  '  Poor  Austin,' 
they'll  say;  'he  wasn't  a  bad  fellow.'  That's 
3^.  You've  been  kinder  to  me  than  anybody 
I  know.  There's  about  fifty  pounds  m  my 
pockc^book,  Bury  me  decently  and  Ukc 
the  rest" 

He  dozed  a  little,  or  was  unconscious  foi 
a  few  minutes.  His  sunburnt  face,  lying  on 
Ihe  white  pillow,  still  looked  full  of  health 
mkI  the  promise  of  life,  except  when  it  was 
coDtractcd  with  pain.  "There  was  no  weakness 
m  his  voice,  or  dimness  in  his  eye.     It 


seemed  impossible  to  believe  that  this  strong 
young  man  was  dying. 

"  I  lost  my  valise  when  I  feU,"  he  said, 
opening  his  eyes  again  and  speaking  in  a 
tranquil  tone;  "but  there  was  nothing  of  value 
in  it.  My  money  and  my  papers  are  in  my 
pocket-book.  Let  me  see  you  take  posses- 
sion of  it." 

He  watched  Roland  search  for  the  book 
in  the  torn  coat  on  tite  chair  beside  him,  and 
his  eyes  followed  its  transfer  to  bis  breast- 
pocket under  his  blue  blouse. 

"You  are  an  English  gentleman  though 
you  look  a  Swiss  peasant,"  he  said ;  "  you 
are  poor,  perhaps,  and  my  money  will  be  of 
use  to  you.  It  is  the  only  return  I  can 
make  to  you.  I  should  like  you  to  write 
down  that  I  give  it  to  you,  and  let  me  sign 
the  paper." 

"  Presently,"  said  Roland  ;  "  you  must  not 
exert  yourself.  I  shall  find  your  name  and 
address  here?  " 

"  I  have  no  address  ;  of  course  I  have  a 
name,"  he  answered  ;  "  but  never  mind  that 
now,  Tel!  me,  what  do  you  think  of  Christ  ? 
Does  He  indeed  save  sinners  ?  " 

"'  Yes,"  said  Roland  reluctantly ;  "  He 
says, '  I  came  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which 
was  lost,'     Those  are  His  own  words." 

"Kneel  down  quickly,"  murmured  the 
dying  man.  "  Say  '  Our  Father ' — so  that  I 
can  hear  every  word.  My  mother  used  to 
teach  it  to  me." 

"  And  she  is  dead  i* "  said  Roland. 

"  Years  ago,"  he  gasped. 

Roland  knelt  down.  How  familiar,  with 
what  a  touch  of  by-gone  days,  the  attitude 
came  to  him !  how  homely  the  words  sounded ! 
He  had  uttered  them  innumerable  times— 
never  quite  without  a  feeling  of  their  sacred- 
ness  and  sweetness ;  bnt  he  had  not  dared 
to  take  them  into  his  lips  of  late.  His  voice 
Altered,  though  he  strove  to  keep  it  steady 
and  distinct,  to  reach  the  dying  ears  that 
listened  to  him.  The  prayer  brought  to  him 
the  pictnre  of  his  children  kneeling,  morning 
and  evening,  with  the  self-same  petitions. 
They  had  said  them  only  a  few  hours  ago ; 
and  would  say  them  again  a  few  hours  hence. 
Even  the  dying  man  felt  there  was  something 
more  than  mere  emotion  for  him  expressed 
in  the  tremulous  tones  of  Roland  Sefton's 
voice.  He  held  out  his  hand  to  biro  when 
he  had  finished  and  grasped  his  warmly. 

"  God  bless  you  1 "  he  said.  But  he  was 
weary,  and  his  strength  was  &iling  him.  He 
slumbered  again  fitfully,  and  his  mind  wan- 
dered. Now  and  then  during  the  rest  of  the 
night  he  looked  up  with  a  feint  smile,  and  . 
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Ids  lips  moved  inaiticulately.  He  thoaght 
he  had  spoken,  but  no  sound  disturbed  the 
unbroken  silence. 

CHAPTBR  XIV, — ON  THB  AITAH  STRPS. 

It  was  as  the  bells  of  the  abbey  rang  for 
matins  that  the  stranger  died.  For  a  few 
minutes  Roland  remained  beside  him,  and 
then  he  called  in  the  women  to  attend  to  the 
dead,  and  went  out  into  the  fresh  morning 
air.  It  was  the  third  day  that  the  mountains 
had  been  clear  from  fog  and  clond,  and  they 
stood  out  against  the  sky  in  perfect  white- 
ness. The  snow-line  had  come  lower  down 
upon  the  slopes  ;  and  the  beautiful  crystals 
of  frost  hung  on  the  tapering  boughs  of  the 
jHne-trees  in  the  forests  about  £ngelherg. 
Here  and  there  a  few  villagers  were  going 
towards  the  church,  and  almost  unconsciously 
Roland  followed  slowly  in  their  ttadc. 

The  short  service  was  over  and  the  con- 
gregation was  dispersing  when  he  crossed 
the  well-worn  door-sill.  But  a  few  women, 
especially  the  late  coiners,  were  still  scattered 
about  praying  mechanically,  with  their  eyes 
wandering  around  them.  The  high  altar 
was  deserted,  but  candles  burning  on  it  made 
a  light  in  the  dim  place,  and  he  listlessly 
sauntered  up  the  centre  aisle.  A  woman 
was  kneeling  on  the  steps  leading  up  to  it, 
and  as  the  echo  of  his  footsteps  resounded 
in  the  quiet  church  she  rose  and  looked 
round.  It  was  Felicita  !  At  that  moment  he 
was  not  thinking  of  her ;  yet  there  was  no 
doubt  or  surprise  in  the  first  moment  of  re- 
cognition. The  uncontrollable  rapture  of 
seeing  her  again  arrested  his  steps,  and  he 
stood  looking  at  her,  with  a  few  paces  be- 
tween them.  It  was  plain  that  she  did  not 
know  him. 

How  could  she  know  him,  he  thought 
bitterly,  in  the  rough  blue  blouse  and  coarse 
clothing  and  heavy  hoh-iuil  boots  of  a  Swiss 
peasant  P  His  hair  was  shaggy  and  uncut ; 
and  the  skin  of  bis  face  was  so  peeled  and 
blistered  and  scorched,  that  his  disguise  was 
sufficient  to  conceal  him  even  from  his  wife. 
Yet  as  he  stood  there  with  downcast  head,  as 
a  devout  peasant  might  have  done  before  the 
altar,  he  saw -Felicita  make  a  slight  but  im- 
perious E^  to  him  to  advance.  She  did 
not  take  a  step  towards  him,  but  leaning 
against  the  altar  rculs  she  waited  till  he  was 
near  to  her,  within  hearing.  There  Roland 
paused. 

"  Felicita,"  he  said,  not  duing  to  draw 
closer  to  her. 

"  I  am  here,"  she  answered,  not  looking 
towards  him;  her  large,  dark,  moumfiil  eyes 


lifted  up  to  die  cross  abvre  the  altar,  before 
which  a  lamp  was  burning,  whose  light  w»s 
reflected  in  her  unshed  tears. 

Neither  of  them  spoke  again  for  a  while. 
It  seemed  as  if  there  could  be  nothing  said; 
so  great  was  the  anguish  of  them  both.  The 
man  who  had  just  died  had  passed  away 
tranquilly ;  but  they  were  drinking  of  a  cup 
more  bitter  than  death.  Yet  the  few  persons 
lingering  over  their  morning  devotions  before 
the  shnnes  in  the  side  aisles,  saw  DOtfaiog 
but  a  stranger  looking  at  the  painting  over 
the  altar,  and  a  peasant  kneelmg  on  the 
lowest  step  deep  in  prayer. 

"  I  come  from  watching  a  fellow-man  die," 
he  said  at  last ;  "  would  to  God  it  had  been 
myself ! " 

"  Yes  I "  aghed  Felitita,  "  that  would  hare 
been  best  for  us  all." 

"  Yon  wish  ne  dead  I "  he  exd^med,  in  a 
tone  of  anguish. 

"  For  die  children'^  sake,"  she  mummred, 
still  looking  away  from  him ;  "  yes !  and  for 
the  sake  of  our  name ;  your  Other's  name 
and  mine.  I  thought  to  bring  honour  to  it: 
and  you  have  brought  flagrant  dishonour  to 
it." 

"  That  can  never  be  wiped   away,"  be 

"  Never  I "  she  repeated. 

As  if  exhausted  by  these  passionate  voids 
they  fell  again  into  silence.  The  murmur  of 
whispered  prayers  was  about  thetn,  and  the 
faint  scent  of  incense  floated  under  the  acthed 
roof.  A  gleam  of  morning  li^ht,  growing 
stronger,  though  the  sun  was  still  far  beloir 
the  eastern  monntains,  glittered  through  a 
painted  window,  and  threw  a  glow  of  coloiu 
upon  them.  Roland  saw  her  standing  in  its 
many-tinted  brightness,  but  her  wan  and 
sorrowful  face  was  not  turned  to  look  at  him. 
He  had  not  caught  a  glance  from  her  yet- 
How  vividly  he  remembered  the  fint  moment 
his  eyes  had  ever  beheld  her,  standing  »s  she 
did  now  on  these  very  altar  steps,  with  up- 
lifted eyes  and  a  sweet  seriousness  od  hei 
yonng  face  I  It  was  only  a  poor  fiU^ 
clKucb,  but  it  was  the  most  sacred  spot  in 
the  whole  world  lo  him ;  for  there  he  had 
met  Felicita  and  received  her  image  into  his 
inmost  heart.  His  ambition  as  well  et  his 
love  had  centmdin  her,  the  penniless  daughter 
of  the  late  Lord  Riversford,  an  oipha^ 
and  dependent  upon  her  fatha^s  brother  aod 
BucceBsor.  But  to  Roland  his  wife  Felicita 
was  immeasurably  dealer  than  the  girl  FeKcita 
Rivwaft»d  had  been.  All  the  happy  dap 
since  he  had  won  her,  all  the  ^^r 
desires,   all  his  maoe^s&.?lEf9-Sf^^  "' 
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her  and  represented  by  her.'  All  Wy  ed^t 

"1  have  loved  yoa,"  He  cried;  ;"'bener 
than  the  whole  world."  "  :-■  ■" 

There  was  no  answer  -^  word  "Or  itftfit  to 
his  passionate  words.    '■  ■   ^   '  ■ '-     • 

"  I  have  loved  you,"  ht  said;  moit  sadly, 
"better  than  God."  ■  ■ 

"But  yon  have  brought' tne'tw  shame.!" 
she  answered  ;  "  if  I  am  tracked  here-— and 
who  can  tell  that  I  am  not'P-^^^nd  it  yon  are 
taken  and  tried  and  con*icted,'I-ShaII  be4be 
wife  of  the  fraadulentbanWef  aildcondeiilhed 
felon,  Roland  Sefton',  ■  And  Felix  and-Hilda 
will  be  his  children."       "'  .  ■  '  -       ^-i.'.'i. 

"It  is  true,"  he  groantjH;'."!  cpuld-'hot 
escape  conviction.",    '  •-    ■       ■'.     '  ' 

Heburied  his  facein  his  harid^  and  rested 
them  on  the  altar  rails.  Nowhisbowed'dawti 
head  was  immediately  beneath  hereyesj  and- 
she  looked  down  updn  it'trith  i'piouraful 
gaze;  it  could  not  have  been  more  mournfal  if 
she  had  be<n  contemplating  his  dtad  face 
lying  at  rest  in  his  coffin.  How  was  all  this 
shame  and  misery  for  him  and  her  to  end  ? 

"  Felicita,"  he  said,  lifting  up  his  head,  and 
meeting  the  sorrowful  farewell  expression'  in 
her  face,  "if  I  could  die  it  would  be 'best' 
for  the  children  and  you."  '■ 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  in  the  sweety  too 
dearly  loved  voice  he  had  listened'  to  in 
happy  days. 

"  I  dare  not  open  that  doOr  of  escape  for 
myself,"  he  went  on,  "and  God  does  "not 
send  death  to  me.  But"!  see  away,  a  pos' 
sibleway.  I  only  see  it  this  moment;  but 
whether  it  be  for  good  dr  e^l  I  icamiot  {elL" 

"Will  it  save  us  ?  "  she  asked  eagerly. 

"All  of  us,"  he  replied. '  "Tliis  stranger; 
whose  corpse  I  have  jnst  left-^^^obody  knows 
him,  and  he  has  no  friends  to  trouble  about 
him — shall  I  give  to  him  my  name,  and  b^ry 
him  as  myself?  Then  I  shaH  be  deadio  all 
the  world,  Felicita ;  dead  even-to  yftri;  bnt 
you  will  be  saved.  I.tbo'shallbe  safe  in  the- 
grave,  for  death  arvets- all- sins;  EvWr-oId 
Clifford  will  be  satisfied  by  my  death;"- 

"Could  it  be  done?"  she  asked  breath- 
lessly. .     ■'  ■ 

"Yes,"  he  said;  "if  yon  consent  it-shaH  be 
done.  For  my  own  sake  I  would  rather  gO' 
l>aek  to  England;  artd  -deliver  myself  up-  to 
the  kw  I  have  brtJken;  ■  Etrt  you  *all  decide,- 
my  darting.  If  1  leturri  yoii  willbe  known- 
as  the  wife  of  the  tJort^ict- Sdfton.  -  Say,> 
shall  I  be  henceforth  deai'for  evertoyoU 
and  mymoflier  and  the  chifch-eni'  ShaH  it 
be  a  livbg  death  for.  oiej.anddeHverance, 
and  safety,  and  honour  fiw  you  all?    'You 


iiiist  choose  b«twtten*jny  ioiiuny  CKr.uty„i 
death,"  ■-■.'•■  '■'  ■■  ;■■  ■  ..  ,;  ::„-...  i,'i,.  ..;,  _ 
'"-It  mast  b«,i*'  ^eitmmeA,  lim^-jti  \ 
■  whhtHit  hesitatioD,  lookingJftway  frdqtJiim  to  . 
Ihft  CfoSS -above  aift  altar,  "your  dcaldii'.  ::.;i 
I  A'sbtiddSFraA  throt^h  her^htfraBie^as 
3he  spoke,  and  limited  through  him'  as  he 
Estened.  It  seemed  to  them  both-asif  th^ 
9t<Kid' beside  an  open  granre,  on  either  dde 
(ine ;  and  ported  thus.  He  ^tc^tobed  out.  his 
iand  t<>  her,  aiid  laid  it  on -her  dress,  .u  if 
appealing  for  meicy  -,  btil  shd  did:nottint  ta. 
iinv/eft-  look  upon' hmvor  open,  her  white 
Kps  to  litter  another  word.  :  Then  thecc  came 
^nore  stir^and  noise  in  the  cfauicb,  footsteps^ 
towided  upon  thepavetnant,  andanin^uisi- 
lite  fiee  peeped 'out  of  tiidvestryaear -the  ahar 
Where  they  stood. '  It-was  no-lttngcD.piudsnt 
to  rebittin  as  they  were,  stibject  to  euriosify 
ind'seratinf.  -  Roland  rose  from:  hJa-knees, 
ind  without  glimcing  again  towaida  her,  be 
spoke  in  a  low  v<»ce'(^  no  alterable  gnef  and 
iupplication. 

!  '"Let  me  see  you  and  apeak  toyouoncc 
tnore,"  he  said.  .     ■: 

•    "  Once  more,"  she  repeated.        '-  ■■<■ ' 

t  "This  evening,"  he'continued,  ^at'yout 
hotel."  ■■■J'   :     . 

I  "Yea,"  ^he  answertdi  "I.  anitni»eUirig 
under  Phebe  Mirlowe'S'  nanc.  iA*'for 
Mrs.  Marlffwe'."  ■■     '    j-  .:  ■  ■ . 

I  She  turned  away  and  wicked  skmly  and 
feebly  ddwn  the  a{s!e;iand  he  watchetl  her, 
ft*  he  had  watched  the  ■  light  treadi  of  the' 
yiwng  girl  eleven  years -ago,  passing  thrwigh 
kltemate  sunshine  and  shadow.  There  was 
no- sunshine  now.  Was  it  possible  that«o 
long- a  time  had  passed  Since  then  3  Could 
it  be-tniethat  for  ten  years  rfie  had  bean  hta 
trife,  'and  that'  the  tie  betwden  thott  was  for 
kva  -dissolved  ?  From  tliis  day  he  was  to  be 
dead  to-  her,  and  to  all-the  world.  He  -was 
abont  to  pass  voluntarily  inloa  condition  of 
desth '  atnid  life ;  &s  utterly  betcft-  of  aU  that 
had  once  been  his  as  If  the  grave  had  dosed 
Over  him.  -  Roland  'Sefton  was  to  exist  no 


,      .      CiUfTt&  XV.T-A  SECOHU  fRAUIX,    , 

I  -KoLAND  E^rxoN  went  back  to  tlw-roomm 
whichthe  corpse -■of  the  stranger' wasnow 
ly4nff.  ■'  -The- wortien  were  gone,  and  be 
tiimed  down  the'Shect  toJook  at  the  foce  of 
the  man  who  was  about -tO'bexr'-faiB.oame 
and  the  'disgrace  of*  hifr'  crime  ^to  the  safe 
fs^lum  of 'the  grate.-;  -  It ''n^'pepfsfitly -calm/. 
Mthiio  fi^ce-of^tJwnight'saug^agk^ton'itf- 
therewfls^ven'K faint ve^ifectfai smile  ^out 
the  month,  a&  of  one  who  sleaps  weU^  and  has  • 
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pleasant  dreams.  He  was  apparently  about 
Roland's  own  age,  and  a  description  given 
by  strangers  would  not  be  such  as  would  lead 
to  anysuspidon  that  there  could  have  been  a 
mistake  as  to  identity.  Roland  looked  long 
upon  it  before  covering  it  up  again ;  and 
then  he  sat  down  beside  the  bed  and  opened 
the  pocket-book. 

TTiere  were  notes  in  it  worth  fifty  pounds, 
but  not  many  papers.  There  was  a  memo- 
randum made  here  and  there  of  the  places  he 
had  visited,  and  the  last  entry  was  dated  the 
day  before  at  Engstlensee  Alp.  Roland  knew 
every  step  of  the  road ;  and  for  a  while  he 
seemed  to  himself  to  be  this  traveller,  starting 
from  the  little  inn,  not  yet  vacated  by  its 
peasant  landlord,  but  soon  to  be  left  to  icy 
solitude,  and  taking  the  narrow  path  along 
the  Engstlensee,  toilii^;  up  the  Joch  pass 
under  the  mighty  Wenden-stocke  and  the 
snowy  Tittis,  clear  of  clouds  from  base  to  sum- 
mit yesterday.  The  traveller  must  have  had 
a  guide  with  him,  some  peasant  or  herdsman 
probably,  as  far  as  the  Trubsee  Alp;  foreveo 
in  summer  the  route  was  difficult  to  find. 
The  guide  had  put  him  on  the  path  for  En- 
gelberg,  and  left  him  to  make  his  way  along 
the  precipitous  slopes  of  the  Pfaffenwand, 
All  tiiis  would  be  discovered  when  an  official 
inquiry  was  made  into  the  accident.  In  the 
meantime  it  was  necessary  to  invest  this 
stranger  with  his  own  identity. 

There  were  two  or  three  well-worn  letters 
in  the  pocket-book,  but  they  contamed 
nothing  of  importance.  It  seemed  true,  what 
the  dying  man  had  said,  that  there  was  no 
link  of  kinship  or  friendship  binding  him 
specially  to  his  fellow-men.  Roland  opened 
his  own  pocket-book,  and  looked  over  a  letter 
or  two  which  he  had  carried  about  with  him, 
one  of  them  a  childish  note  from  Felix,  pre- 
ferring some  simple  request.  His  passport 
was  there  alsoj  and  his  mother's  portrait, 
and  those  of  the  children,  over  which  his 
eyes  brooded  with  a  hungry  sonow  in  his 
heart.  He  looked  at  theu  for  the  last  time. 
But  Felicita's  portrait  he  could  not  bring 
himself  to  give  up.  She  would  be  dead  to 
him,  and  he  to  her.  In  England  she  would 
live  among  her  friends  as  his  widow,  pitied, 
and  comffwted,  and  beloved.  But  what  would 
the  coming  years  bring  to  him?  All  that 
would  remain  to  him  of  the  past  would  be  a 
fading  photograph  only. 

So  long  he  lingered  over  this  moumfiil 
conflict  that  he  was  at  last  aroused  from  it  by 
the  entrance  of  the  landlord,  and  the  mayor 
and  other  officials  ^ho  had  come  to  look  at 
the  body  of  the  dead.   Roland's  pocket-book 


lay  open  on  the  bed,  and  he  was  still  gazing 
at  the  portraits  of  bis  children.  He  raised 
his  sunburnt  face  as  they  came  in,  and  rose 
to  meet  them. 

"  This  traveller,"  he  said,  "  gave  to  me  his 
pocket-book  as  I  watched  beside  him  last 
night.  It  is  here,  containing  his  passport,  a 
few  letters,  and  fifty  pounds  in  notes,  whicb 
he  told  me  to  keep,  but  which  I  wish  to  give 
to  the  commune." 

"  They  must  be  taken  charge  of,"  said  the 
mayor ;  "  but  we  will  look  over  them  first, 
Did  he  tell  you  who  he  was  ?  " 

"The  pas^on  discloses  that,"  answered 
Roland;  "  he  desired  only  a  decent  funeral" 

"  Ah  I "  said  the  mayor,  taking  out  the 
passport,  "an  English  traveller;  name  Ro- 
land Sefton ;  and  these  letters,  and  these 
portraits — they  will  be  enough  for  idenii- 
fication." 

"  He  said  he  had  no  friends  or  family  in 
England,"  pursued  Roland,  "  and  there  is  no 
address  among  his  letters.  He  told  me  he 
came  from  India." 

"Then  there  need  be  no  delay  about  the 
interment,"  remarked  the  mayor,  "if  he  had 
no  family  in  England,  and  was  just  come 
hom  India.  Bah  I  we  could  not  keep  bim 
till  any  friends  came  from  India.  It  is 
enough.  We  raust  make  an  inquiry ;  but  the 
corpse  cannot  be  kept  above  ground.  The 
interment  may  take  place  as  soon  as  you 
please,  monsieur." 

"  I  suppose  you  will  wish  for  some  trifle  as 
payment?"  said  the  landlord,  addressing 
Roland. 

"No,"  he  answered,  "1  only  watched  by 
him  through  the  night ;  and  I  am  but  a  pass- 
ing traveller  like  himself." 

"  You  will  assist  at  the  funeral  ? "  he  asked. 

"If  it  can  be  to-morrow,"  replied  Roland; 
"if  not  I  must  go  on  to  Lucerne.  Bull 
shall  come  back  to  Engelberg.  Jf  it  be 
necessary  for  me  to  stay,  and  the  commune 
will  pay  my  expenses,  I  will  stay." 

"Not  necessary  at  all,"  said  the  mayor; 
"  the  accident  is  too  simple,  and  he  has  do 
friends.  Why  should  the  commune  lose  by 
him  ?  " 

"There  are  the  fifty  pounds,"  suggested 
Roland. 

"And  there  are  the  expenses!"  said  the 
mayor.  "  No,  no.  It  is  not  necessa^  for  you 
to  stay ;  not  at  all.  If  you  are  coming  back 
again  to  Engelberg  it  will  be  all  right  Vou 
say  you  are  coming  back  ?  "  „ 

"  I  am  sure  to  come  back  to  Engelberg, 
he  answered,  widi  gloomy  emphasis. 

For  already  Roland  began  to  feel  that  he 
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Old  MulowB  ud  Phebe  omnde  theic 


otujB- door.— Page  J76. 


iiraself  was  dead,  and  a  new  life,  utterly 
different  from  the  old,  was  beginning  for  him. 
And  this  new  life,  beginning  here,  would 
often  draw  him  back  to  its  biith-place.  There 
would  be  an  attraction  for  him  here,  even  in 
the  humble  grave  where  men  thought  they 
had  buried  Roland  Sefton.  It  would  be  the 
only  linl:  with  his  former  life  j  and  it  would 
otiw  him  to  it  inesistibly. 

"  And  what  is  your  name  and  employment, 
™y  good  feUow  ?  "  asked  the  mayor. 


"Jean  Merle,"  he  answered  promptly.  "I 
am  a  wood-carver," 

The  deed  he  had  only  thought  of  an  hour 
ago  was  accomplished ;  and  mere  could  be 
no  undoing  it.  This  passport  and  these 
papers  would  be  forwarded  to  the  embassy  at 
Berne,  where  doubtless  his  name  was  already 
known  as  a  fugitive  criminal.  He  could  not 
reclaim  them,  for  with  them  he  took  up  again 
the  burden  of  his  sin.  He  had  condemned 
himself  to  a  penalty  and  sacrifice  the  most 
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complete  that  man  could  think  of,  or  put  into 
execution.  Roland  Sefton  was  dead  j  and 
his  wife  and  children  were  set  free  from  the 
degradation  he  had  brought  upon  them. 

He  spent  the  remaining  hours  of  the  day 
in  wandering  about  the  forests  in  the  Alpine 
valley.  The  autumn  fogs  and  the  dense 
laiu-clouds  were  gathering  again.  But  it  was 
nothing  to  him  that  the  snowy  crests  of  the 
surrounding  mountaiils  were  once  more 
shrouded  from  viewj  or  that  the  torrents' 
and  waterfalls  which  he  could  not  see  were 
thundering  and  roaring  along  their  rocky 
channels  with  a  vast  effluence  of  waters.  He 
saw  and  heard  no  more  than  the  dead  man 
who  bore  his  name.  He  was  insensible  to 
hunger  or    fatigue.      Except  <for   Felicita's 

Eresence  in  the  vill^  behind  him,  he  would 
ave  felt  himself  in  another  world — in  a 
beamless  a^d  lifeless  abyss,  whore  there  was 
no  creaturtf  like  unto-  himself,  only  eternal 
gloom  and'Bolimde.  <  4 

It  was  quite  dark  'befoiC  he  passed  ag^n 
through  ttc  village  an  hiy-way  to  Felicit^ts 
hotel.  The  commontligfat  <^Jiunps,  and  the 
every-day  Hfe  of  ordinary  ni^i^and  women, 
busy  over  theis  evenUfg^  meal,  astonished 
him,  as  if  he  had  come  from  another  state  of 
existence.  He  lingered  awhile  looking  on  as 
at  some  extraordinary  spectacle.  Then  he 
went  on  tathe  hotel,  standing  &  little  out  of 
and  above  the  village.  - 

The  place,  so  crowded  in  the  summer,  was 
quiet  enough^iow,  AiiBaht%ht,  however, 
streamed  tbroughyjhe  window  »f  the  saJon, 
which  was  uncuruined.  He  stopjied  and 
looked  in  at  -  Felidta,  who  was  sitting  alone 
by  the  log  fire,  wiu)  her  white  forehead  rest-, 
ing  on  her  small  hand,  which  partly.hid'jier 
face.  How  often  had  he  seen  her  sitting 
thus  by  the  fireside  at  home  I  But  though 
he  stood  without  in  the  dark  and  cold  fgr 
many  minutes  she  did  not  stirj  neither  hand 
nor  foot  moved.  At  last  he  grew  terrified  at 
this  utter  immobility,  and  stepping  through 
the  hall,  he  told  the  landlady  that  the  £ng- 
lish  lady  had  business  with  him.  He  opened 
the  door;  and  then  Felicita  Looked  up. 

CHAPTER  XVI. — PARTIWC  W0X1>S. 

Roland  advanced  a  few, paces  into  the 
gaudy  salon,  wi'h  its  mirrors  reflecting  his  and 
Felicita's  figures  over  and  over  again,  and 
stood  still,  at  a  little  distance  from  her,  with 
his  rough  cap  in  his  hand.  He  looked  like 
one  of  the  herdsmen  with  whom  he  had  been 
living  during  the  summer.  There  was  .no.' 
one  else  in  the.  large, room,  but  the  night  was 
peering  in  through  half-a-dozen  great  un- 


curtained windows,  which  might  hold  tiaaj  I 
q>ectators  watching  them,  as  be  bad  watched 
her  a  minute  ago.  She  scarcely  moved,  but 
the  deadly  pallor  of  her  face,  and  the  dait ' 
shining  of  her  tearless  eyes  fixed  upon  him, 
made  him  tremble  as  if  be  had  been  i 
woman  weaker  than  herself. 

"  It  is  done,"  he  said.  ■ 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  "  I  have  been  to  sm 
him." 

There  was  an  accent  in  her  voice  of  tenot 
and  repugnance,  as  of  one  who  had  witnessed 
so^dc  horrifying  sight,  and  was  compelled  to 
bear  a  reluctant  testimony  to  it.  Roland 
himself  felt  a.  shock  of  antipathy  at  the 
thought  of  hi^  wife  seeing  this  unknown 
corpse  bearing  his  name.  He  seemed  to  see 
hei.staodi&g  .bcsidft  the  dead,  and  looking 
dotfn  'j^ith  those  beloved  eyes  upon  tlie 
sti3nge<face,  ^ich  would  dwell  for  eveitnore 
ia.he^me^ioly  as  well  as  his.  Why  had  she 
suWectad-heoelf  to  this  needless  pang? 

V  You  .wished  it?"  he  said.  "Yoa  con- 
sented tomy  ^an?" 

"  Ym,"  shcaoswered  in  the  same  mono- 
tonous tone  of  relnctaatMitimpny. 
-.  "  And  it-  was  best  so,  Felifita,"  he  said 
tenderly,^  "  wehave  don$  the  dead  man  no 
Vron^.  Kemcmbcr  he  was  alone,  and  had 
no.ftietK^  to  grieve  orer  his  strange  absence. 
If  it  bad  been  ottefwise  there  would  have 
been  a  te^ble>sin  in  our  aA...  But  it  has  sa 
you  ifreft ;  it  laves  you  and  «y  mother  W 
the  children-  As  long  as  I  lived  you  would 
have  been  ia  peril ;  but  now  there  is  a  deai, 
safe  course  laid  open  fi}r  you.  Voainll|'i 
homf  10  Eng^d,  wheoi  in  a  few  months  it  viU 
b*fbrgotten  oiMyour  hu^nnd  was  suspecied 
of  crime.  GUty  old  Clififord,  and  Mariowe, 
and  two  or  three  others,  will  remember  it- 
When  you  have  the  means,  repay  those  poor 
people  the  money  I  owe  them.  And  t>ke 
comfort,  Felicita.  It  would  have  doM  ihfl" 
no  good  if  I  had  been  taken  and  conwdoii 
that  would  not  have  restored  their  mooe);- 
My  name  ttien  will  be  clear  of  all  butsaspi- 
cion,  and  you  will  make  it  a  name  loi  onr 
children  to  inherit."  ' 

"  And  you  ?  "  she  breathed  with  lips  that 
scarcely  moved. 

"I?"  hesaid.  ,"Why,.I  shall  be  dead! 
A  man's  life  is  flot  simply  the  breath  he 
draws ;  it  is  his  country,  his  honour,  his 
hoine.  You  ate  my  life,.Felicitaj,you  and 
my  mothef  and  F^ix  and  Hilda  j  the  old 
fiDmc  where  lily  foreftrfliers  dwelt;  my  toifi* 
^en's  esteem ,  and  good-wiD  ;  Ae  work  I 
pduld  do,  arid  hoped  to  do.  Losing  those 
I  lost  my  Ws.    I  began  to  die  when  I  fits' 
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went  wrong.  Tlic  way  seemed  right  ia  my 
own  eyes;  but  the  end  of  it  was  death.  I 
told  old  Marlowe  his  money  was  as  safe  as 
ID  the  Bank  of  England,  when  I  was  keepmg' 
it  in  my  own  hands;  but  I  believed  it  then.' 
That  was  the  first  step ;  this  is  the  last- 
Henceforth  I  am  dead,"  ■   ■ 

"  But  how  will  you  live  ?"  she  asked.    ■     ■ 

"Never  fear;  Jean  Merie  will  eam'bis 
living,"  he  answered.  "Let  us  think  of 
jour  future,  my  darting.  Nay,  let  me  call 
pa  darling  once  more.  My  death  provides 
for  yoa,  for  your  marriage  -  settlement  Trill 
corae  into  force.  Vou  will  have  to  live 
differently,  my  Felidta;  all  the  splendour 
and  the  luxury  I  would  have  surroimded  you 
with  roust  be  lost.  But  there  will  be  euoughj 
and  my  mother  will  manage  your  household 
well  for  you.  Be  kind  to  ray  poor  raother, 
ind  comfort  her.  And  do  not  let  my  chil-' 
iKD  grow  up  with  hard  thoughts  of  their 
father.    It  will  be  a  painful  task  to  yott" 

"  Ves,"  she  said.  "  Oh,  Roland,  we  ou^t 
not  to  have  done  this  thing ! " 

"Yet  you  chose,"  he  replied. 

"Yes;  and  I  should  choose  it  again,  though 
I  hate  the  falsehood,"  she  exclaimed  vehe^ 
mently.  "  I  cannot  endure  shame.  But  all 
ont  future  life  will  he  founded  on  a  lie," 

"Let  the  blame  be  mine,  not  yours," 
he  said ;  "  it  was  my  plan,  and  there  is  no 
going  back  from  it  now.  But  tell  me  about 
home.  How  are  my  children  and  my 
mother?    They  are  still  at  home?" 

"  No,"  she  answered ;  "  the  police  watched 
it  day  and  night,  tiU  it  grew  hateful  tome.' 
I  shall  never  enter  it  ^ain.  We  went 
away  to  the  seande  three  months  ago,  and 
there  our  mother  and  the  children  are  stilL 
^t  when  I  get  back  we  shall  remove  to 
London."  i  ■  ■ 

"  To  London ! "  he  repeated.  "  Will  you 
never  go  home  to  Riversborough  ?  "    '  '  ■ 

"Never  again!"  she  replied.  "I'dould 
not  live  there  now  ;  it  is  a  hateful  spot  to 
me.  Your  mother  grieves  bitterly  ova 
leaving  it;  but  even  she  sees  that  we -can 
never  live  there  again." 

"I  shall  not  even  know  how  to  think  of 
you  all  I "  he  cried.  "  You  wifl  be  living  in 
some  strange  house,  which  I  can  nersr 
picture  to  myself.  And  the  old  home  will' 
oe empty."  .   'i    . 

"  Mr.  Clifford  is  living  in  it,"  she  said. 

He  threw  up  his  hands  with  a  gesture  of 
gnef  and  vexation.  Whenever  his  thoqghls 
flew  to  the  old  home,  the  only  home  he  had 
sver  known,  it  would  be  only  to  remember 
"at  the  toHn  be  -most  dreadet^  he  whci  fwfas 


his  most  implaoibls  enemyi  was  dwelling  in 
it:  And  when  would  he  cease  to  thitk  of 
his  own  birthplace  and  the  birthplace  of  his 
children,  the  home  -where  Fslicita  had 
livdd?  It  would  be  impossible  to  blot  the 
vivid  memory  of  it  from  his  brain. 

"  I  shall  never  see  it  again,"  he  said ;  "  but 
I  should  have  felt  less  banished  from  you  if 
Icould  have  .thought  of  you  as  still  at  home. 
Wc  are  about  to  part  for  ever,  Felicita — as 
fully  as  if  I  lay  dead  down  yonder,  as  men 
win  think  I  do." 

■  "-Ves,"  she  answered  with  a  mournful 
stSlness. 

"Even-  if  we  wished  to  hold  any  inter- 
course with  each  other,"  be  continued,  gaeing 
wistfully  at  her,  "  it  would  be  dangerous  to  us 
both.  :It  is  b^t  {or  us  both  to  be  dead  to 
one  another." 

"It  is  best,"  she  assented;  "only  if  you 
were  ever  in  great  straits,  if  you  could  irot 
earn  your  living,  yon  might  contrive  to  let 
me  Jniow." 

"There  is  no  fear  of  that,"  he  answered 
bitteriy.  ■  "  Felicita,  you  never  loved  me  as 
I  love  yon." 

"No,"  she  said,  witb  the  same  inexpfes- 
sible  dadness,  yet  calmness,  in  her  voice  and 
face;  "bow  could  I  ?  I  was  a  child  when 
you  married  me ;  wc  were  both  children. 
Tbtre  is  such  a  difference  between  us.  I 
suppose  I  should  never  love  any  one  very 
mm^i — not  as  you  mean.  It  ia  not  in  my 
nature.  I  can  live  slone,  Roland.  AH  of 
yoB,  enrcn  the  children;  seem  very  far  away 
from  me-.  But  i  grieve  for  you  in  my  inmost 
soul;  If  I  could  undo  what  you  have  done 
I  wovld  gladly  lay  down  my  life.  If  I  could 
only  undo  what  we  did  this  morning  1  The 
shadow  of  it  is  growing  darker  and  darker 
upon  me;  And  yet  it  seemed  so  wise ;  it 
seems  so  still.  We  shaU  be  safe  again,  all 
of  us,  and  we  have  done  diat  Atad  man  no 
wrong:" 

"None,"  he  said 
-'"  Btttwiun  3  -think'  of  you,"  she  went  on, 
"how-yoQ,  stilV  livii^  irill  long  to  know 
what.is  befalhng  us,  i^o#  the  children  are 
growing  up,  and  how  your  mother  is,  and 
howrl  line,  yet  never  be  able  to  satefy  this 
16nging)  ihow  you.will':have  to  give  us  up, 
and-nevet  darcto^niake  ft  sign;  how  you 
will  drag  on  youc  life  from  year  to  year,  a 
pDoar  man  anmng-ipoDr,  ignorant,  stupid 
men ;  how  I  nay  die,  and  you  not  ktiOw  it,  i 
or  yooitaay  dis;.and  I  not  luiowit;  I  wonder 
how  we  coldd  have  done,  what  w«  did  this 
momiogi"  - 
.  "CHiihuah,  htish, Felicita  1"  he  «daim6d^,e 
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"  I  have  said  all  this  to  myself  all  this  day, 
until  I  feel  that  my  punishment  is  harder 
than  I  can  bear.  Tell  me,  shall  we  undo  it? 
Shall  I  go  to  the  mayor  and  deliver  myself  up 
as  the  man  whose  name  1  have  given  to  the 
dead  ?  It  can  be  done  still ;  it  is  not  loo 
late.     You  shall  decide  again." 

"  No ;  I  cannot  accept  disgrace,"  she 
answered  passionately;  "it  is  an  evil  thing 
to  do ;  but  it  must  be  done.  We  must  take 
the  consequences.  You  aod  I  arc  dead  to 
one  another  for  evemiore  j  but  your  death 
is  more  terrible  than  mine,  I  shall  grieve 
over  you  more  than  if  you  were  really  dead. 
Why  does  not  God  send  death  to  those  that 
desire  it?  Good-bye  now  for  ever,  Roland, 
I  return  to  England  to  act  this  lie,  and  you 
must  never,  never  seek  me  out  as  your  wife. 
Promise  me  that.  I  would  repudiate  you  if  I 
lay  on  my  death-bed." 

"  I  win  never  seek  you  out,  and  bring  you 
to  shame,"  he  said ;  "  I  promise  it  faithfully, 
by  my  love  for  you.  As  I  hope  ever  to  obtain 
pardon,  I  promise  it." 

"  Then  leave  me,"  she  cried ;  "  I  can  bear 
this  no  longer.     Good-bye,  Roland." 

They  were  still  some  paces  apart,  he 
with  his  shaggy  mountain  cap  in  his  hand 
standing  respectfully  at  a  distance,  and  she 
sitting  by  the  low,  open  hearth  with  her 
white,  quiet  face  turned  towards  him.  AU 
the  village  might  have  witnessed  their  inter- 
view through  the  uncurtained  windows. 
Slowly,  almost  mechanically,  Felicita  left  her 
seat  and  advanced  towards  him  with  an 
outstretched  hand.  It  was  cold  as  ice  as 
he  seized  it  eagerly  in  bis  own ;  the  hand  of 
the  dead  man  could  not  have  been  colder 
or  more  lifeless.  He  held  it  fast  in  a.  hard, 
unconscious  grip. 

"Good-bye,  my  wife,"  he  said;  "God 
bless  and  keep  you  1 " 

"  Is  there  any  God  ?  "  she  sobbed. 
But  there  was  a  sound  at  the  door,  the 
handle  was  being  turned,  and  they  fell  apart 
guiltily.  A  maid  entered  to  tell  Madame  her 
chamber  was  prepared,  and  without  another 
word  Felicita  walked  quickly  from  the  salon, 
leaving  him  alone. 

He  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  again  the  next 
morning,  as  she  came  down-stairs  and  entered 
the  tittle  carriage  which  was  to  take  her  down 
to  Stansstad  in  time  to  catch  the  boat  to 
Lucerne.  She  was  starting  early,  before  it 
was  fairly  dawn,  and  he  saw  her  only  by  the 
dim  light  of  lamps,  which  burned  but  feebly 
in  the  chilly  damp  of  the  autumn  atmosphere. 
For  a  little  distance  he  followed  the  sound 
of  the  carriage-wheels ;  but  he  anested  his 


own  footsteps.  For  what  good  was  it  to 
pursue  one  whom  be  must  never  find  again } 
She  was  gone  from  him  for  ever.  He  vzs  a 
young  man  yet,  and  she  still  younger.  Bui 
for  his  folly  and  crime,  a  long  and  prosper, 
ous  life  might  have  stretched  before  them, 
each  year  knitting  their  hearts  and  souts 
more  closely  together:  and  he  had  forfeited  all. 
He  turned  back  up  the  valley  broken-hearted. 
Later  in  the  day  he  stood  beside  the  grace 
of  the  man  who  was  bearing  away  his  name 
from  disgrace.  The  funeral  had  been  hurried 
on,  and  the  stranger  was  buried  in  a  neglected 
part  of  the  churchyard,  being  ftiendless  and 
a  heretic.  It  was  quickly  done,  and  when  I 
the  few  persons  who  had  taken  part  in  ii  | 
were  dispersed,  Roland  Sefton  lingered  alone  : 
beside  the  desolate  grave.  ' 

CHAPTER  XVII. — WAITING   FOR  THE  KEft-S. 

Felicita  hurried  homewards  night  and 
day  without  stopping,  as  if  she  had  been 
pursued  by  a  d^dly  enemy.  Madanie  and 
the  children  were  not  at  Scarborough,  but  at 
a  quiet  little  fishing  village  on  the  eastern 
coast;  for  Felicita  had  found  Scarbotough 
too  gay  in  the  month  of  August,  and  her 
cousins,  the  Riversfords,  having  appeared 
there,  she  retreated  to  the  quietest  spoi 
that  could  be  found.  To  this  village  sk  i 
returned,  after  being  absent  little  more  than 
a  week.  | 

Madame  knew  nothing  of  her  journey; 
but  the  mere  fact  that  Felicita  was  going 
away  alone  had  aroused  in  her  the  hope  that 
it  was  connected  in  some  way  with  Roland. 
In  some  vague  manner  this  idea  had  been 
communicated  to  Felix,  and  both  were  ei- 
pecting  to  sec  the  loi^-lost  father  and  son 
come  back  with  her.  Roland's  prolonged 
and  mysterious  absence  had  been  a  sore  trial 
to  his  mother,  though  her  placid  and  traitful 
nature  had  borne  it  patiently.  Surely,  die 
thought,  the  trial  was  coming  to  an  end. 

Fdicita  reached  their  lodgings  utterly  es- 
hausted  and  worn  out.  She  was  a  delitaie 
woman,  in  no  way  inured  to  fatigue,  and 
though  she  had  been  insensible  to  the  over- 
strain of  the  unbroken  journey  as  she  «as 
whirled  along  railways  and  passed  from 
station  to  sUtion,  a  sense  of  complete  prostia- 
tioD  seized  upon  her  as  soon  as  she  found 
herself  at  home.  Day  after  day  she  uy 
in  bed,  in  a  darkened  room,  unwilling  to  li« 
her  voice  above  a  whisper,  waiting  in  a  kind 
of  torpid  dread  for  the  intelligence  that  sne 
knew  must  soon  come.  , 

She  had  been  at  home  several  days,  »m 

stiU  there  waspo,  pei'S-.vYf'V-.'J^P***'^ 
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she  asked  heieelf,  that  this  unknowa  traveller 
and  his  calAOiitotis  fete  should  pass  on 
LDto  perfect  oblivion  and  leave  matteis  as 
they  were  before?  For  a  cloud  would  hang 
over  her  and  her  children  as  long  as  Roland 
was  the  object  of  pursuit.  Whilst  he  was 
a  fugitive  criminal,  of  interest  to  the  police 
officers  of  all  countries,  there  was  no  security 
for  their  future.  The  lie  to  which  she 
had  given  a  guilty  consent  was  horrible  to 
her;  but  hei  morbid  dread  of  shame  was 
more  horrible.  She  had  done  evil  that  good 
might  come ;  but  if  the  good  failed,  the  evil 
ffould  still  remain  as  a  dark  stain  upon  her 
soul,  visible  to  herself,  if  to  none  else. 

"  I  will  get  up  to-day,"  she  said  at  last,  to 
Midame's  great  delight.  She  never  ven- 
tured to  exert  any  authority  over  her  beauti- 
ful and  clever  daughter-in-law — not  even  the 
authority  of  a  mildly  expressed  wish.  She 
was  willing  to  be  to  Felicita  anything  that 
Felicita  pleased — her  servant  and  drudge, 
her  food  mother,  or  her  quiet,  attentive  com- 
panion. Since  her  return  from  her  mys- 
terious journey  she  had  been  very  tender  to 
her,  as  tenderly  and  gently  demonstrative  as 
Felicita  would  ever  p>ermiC  her  to  be. 

"Have  you  seen  any  newspapers  lately?" 
isked  Felicita. 

"  I  never  read  the  papers,  my  love,"  an- 
^nered  Madame. 

■  "  I  should  like  to  see  to-day's  Times,"  said 
Felicita. 

But  it  was  impossible  to  get  it  in  this  village 
without  ordering  it  beforehand,  and  Felicita 
gave  up  her  wish  with  the  listless  indifference 
of  an  invalid.  When  the  late  sun  of  the 
!4ovember  day  had  risen  from  behind  a 
heavy  bank  of  clouds  she  ventured  down 
»  the  quiet  shore.  There  were  no  visitors 
left  besides  themselves;  so  there  were  no 
curious  eyes  to  scan  her  white,  sad  face.  For 
a  short  time  Felix  and  Hilda  played  about 
her;  but  by-and-by  Madame,  thinking  she 
«as  weary  and  worried,  allured  them  away 
to  a  point  where  they  were  still  in  sight, 
though  out  of  hearing.  The  low,  cold  sun 
shed  its  languid  and  watery  rays  upon  the 
rocks  and  creeping  tide,  and,  unnoticed, 
almost  unseen,  Felicita  could  sit  there  in 
stillness,  gazing  out  over  the  chilly  and 
mournful  sea.  There  was  something  so  un- 
utterably sad  ^>out  Felicita's  condition  that 
It  awed  tie  simple,  cheerful  nature  of  Ma- 
dame. It  was  more  than  illness  and  ex- 
fiaustion.  The  white,  unsmiling  face,  the 
drooping  head,  the  languor  of  the  thin,  long 
liands,  the  fathomless  sorrow  lurking  behind 
her  dark  eyes — all  spoke  of  a  heart-sickness 


such  as  Madame  had  never  seen  or  dreamed 
of.  The  children  did  not  cheer  their  mother. 
When  she  saw  that,  Madame  felt  that  there 
was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  leave  her  in 
the  cold  solitude  she  loved. 

But  as  Felicita  sat  alone  on  the  shore, 
looking  listlessly  at  the  fleeting  sails  which 
were  passing  to  and  fro  upon  the  sea,  she 
saw  afar  off  the  figure  of  a  girl  coming  swiftly 
towards  her  from  the  village,  and  before  many 
moments  had  passed  she  recognised  Phebe 
Marlowe's  face.  A  great  throb  of  mingled 
relief  and  dread  made  her  heart  beat  vio- 
lently. Nothing  could  have  brought  Phebe 
away,  so  far  from  home,  except  the  news 
of  Roland's  death. 

The  rosy  colour  on  Phebels  face  was  gone, 
and  the  brightness  of  her  blue  eyes  was 
faded  ;  but  there  was  the  same  out-looking 
of  a  strong,  simple,  unselfish  soul  shining 
through  them.  As  she  drew  near  to  Felicita 
she  stretched  out  her  arms  with  the  instinc- 
tive gesture  of  one  who  was  come  to  comfort 
and  support,  and  Felicita,  with  a  strange,  im- 
pulsive feeling  that  she  brought  consolation 
and  help,  threw  herself  into  them, 

"  I  know  it  all,"  said  Phebe  in  a  low  voice. 
"  Oh,  what  you  must  have  suffered !  He 
was  going  to  Engelberg  to  meet  you,  and 
you  never  saw  him  alive  !  Oh  !  why  did  not 
God  let  you  meet  each  other  once  again? 
But  God  loved  him.  I  can  never  think  that 
God  had  not  forgiven  him,  for  he  was  grieved 
because  of  his  sin  when  I  saw  him  the  night 
he  got  away.  And  in  all  things  else  he  was 
so  good  !     Oh,  how  good  he  was  !  " 

Phebe's  tears  -were  falling  fast,  and  her 
words  were  choked  with  sobs.  But  Felicita's 
bee  was  hidden  against  her  neck,  and  she 
could  not  see  if  she  was  weeping. 

"  Everybody  is  talking  of  him  in  RivMS- 
borough,"  she  went  on,  "and  now  they  all 
say  how  good  he  always  was,  and  how  unlikely 
it  is  that  he  was  guilty.  They  will  forget  it 
soon.  Those  who  remember  him  will  think 
kindly  of  him,  and  be  grieved  for  bim.  But 
oh !  I  would  give  worlds  for  him  to  have 
lived  and  made  amends.  If  he  could  only 
have  proved  that  he  had  repented  I  If  he 
could  only  have  outlived  ic  all,  and  made 
everybody  know  that  he  was  really  a  good 
man,  one  whom  God  had  delivered  out  of 
siol " 

"  It  was  impossible  1 "  murmured  Felicita, 

"  No,  not  impossible  1 "  she  cried  earnestly ; 
"  it  was  not  an  unpardonable  sin.  Even  It' he 
had  gone  to  prison,  as  he  would,  he  might 
have  faced  the  world  when  he  came  out 
again  J  and  if  he'd  done  all  the  ^ood  he^- 
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could  in  it,  it  might  have  been  hard  to  con- 
vince them  he  was  good,  but  it  would  never 
be  impossible.  If  God  foi^ves  us,  sooner 
or  later  our  fellow-creatures  will  forgive  us, 
if  we  live  a  true  life.  I  would  have  stood 
by  him  in  the  face  of  the  world,  and  you 
would,  and  Madame  and  the  children.  He 
would  not  have  been  left  alone,  and  it  would 
have  ended  in  every  one  else  coming  round 
to  us.  Oh !  why  should  he  die  when  you 
were  just  going  to  see  each  other  again  I " 

Felicita  had  sunk  down  again  into  the 
chair  which  had  been  carried  for  her  to  the 
shore,  and  Phebe  sat  down  on  the  sands  at 
her  feet.  She  looked  up  tearfully  into 
Felicita's  wan  and  shrunken  face, 

"Did  anyone  ever  win  back  theiigood 
name  ?  "  asked  Felicita  with  quivering  lips. 

"Amongst  us  they  do  sometimes,"  she 
answered.  "I  knew  a  working  man  who 
had  been  in  gaol  five  years,  and  he  became 
a  Christian  whilst  he  was  there,  and  he 
came  back  home  to  his  own  village.  He  was 
one  of  the  best  men  I  ever  knew,  and  when 
he  died  there  was  such  a  funeral  as  had 
never  been  seen  in  the  parish  church.  Why 
should  it  not  be  so  ?  If  God  is  faithlol  and 
just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  why  shouldn't  we 
forgive?      If  we  are  faithful  and  just,  we 

"It  could  never  be,"  said  Felicita;  "it 
cannot  be  the  same  as  if  Roland  had  not 
been  guilty.  No  one  can  blot  out  the  past ; 
it  is  etemaL" 

"Yes,"  she  replied,  covering  Felicita's 
hand  with  kisses  and  tears ;  "  but  oh  1  we 
love  him  more  now  than.  ever.  He  is  gone 
into  the  land  of  thick  darkness,  and  I  cannot 
.  follow  him  in  my  thoughts.  It  is  like  a  gulf 
between  us  and  him.  Even  if  he  had  been 
farthest  away  from  us  in  the  world — any- 
where— we  could  imagine  what  he  was 
doing  j  but  we  cannot  see  him  or  call  across 
the  gulf  to  him.  It  is  all  unknown.  Only 
God  knows." 

"  God ! "  echoed  Felicita :  "  if  there  is  a 
God,  let  Him  help  me,  for  I  am  the  most 
wretched  woman  on  His  earth  to-day." 

"  God  cannot  keep  from  helping  us  all," 
answered  Phebe.  "  He  cannot  rest  while 
we  are  wretched.  I  understand  it  better 
than  I  used  to  do.    I  cannot  rest   myself 


while  the  poorest  creature  ^out  me  is  in 
pain  that  I  can  help.  It  is  impossible  that 
He  should  not  tiaxe.     That  would  be  an 

awful  thing  to  think  ;  that  would  make  His 
love  and  pity  less  than  ours.  This  I  know, 
that  God  loves  every  creature  He  has  made. 
And,  oh !  He  must  have  loved  him,  though 
he  was  suffered  to  fall  over  that  dreaiiful 
precipice,  and  die  before  you  saw  him.  It 
happened  before  you  reached  Engelberg?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Felicita,  shivering. 

"  The  papers  were  sent  on  to  Mr.  Clifford," 
continued  Phebe,  "and  he  sent  for  me  to 
come  with  him,  and  see  you  before  the  news  ■ 
got  into  the  papers.  It  will  be  in  to-morrow. , 
But  I  knew  more  than  he  did,  and  I  came 
on  here  to  speak  to  you.  Shall  you  tell  him 
you  went  there  to  meet  him  ?  " 

"Oh  no,  no  I"  cried  FeliciU;  "it  must 
never  be  known,  dear  Phebe." 

"And  his  mother  and  the  children— they 
know  nothing  ?  "  she  said  ■ 

"Not  a  word,  and  it  is  you  who  must  tell 
them,  Phebe,"  she  answered.  "  How  could 
I  bear  to  tell  them  that  he  is  dead  ?  Never 
let  them  speak  about  it  to  me ;  never  let 
his  name  be  mentioned." 

"  How  can  I  comfort  you  ? "  cried 
Phebe. 

"  I  can  never  be  comforted,"  she  replied 
despairingly;  "but  it  is  like  death  to  hear  his 
name." 

The  voices  of  the  children  coming  neaK 
reached  their  ears.  They  had  seen  Iron 
their  distant  playground  another  figure  sitring 
close  beside  Felicita,  and  theii  curio»iy 
had  led  them  to  approach.  Now  tley 
recognised  Phebe,  and  a  glad  shout  rai^ 
tlirough  the  air.  She  bent  down  hurriedly 
to  kiss  Felicita's  cold  hand  once  again,  and 
then  she  rose  to  meet  them,  and  prevent 
them  from  seeing  their  mother's  deep  gii^ 

"  I  will  go  and  tell  them,  poor  h'Ue 
things  I "  she  said,  "and  Madame.  Ohj 
what  can  I  do  to  help  you  all  ?  Mr.  Qifiwi 
is  at  your  lodgings,  waiting  to  see  you,  as 
soon  as  you  can  meet  him." 

She  did  not  stay  for  an  answer,  but  ran  to 
meet  Felix  and  Hilda ;  whilst  slowly,  and 
!  with  much  guilty  shrinking  from  the  cominj 
interview,  Felicita  went  back  to  the  village, 
where  ilr.  Clifford  was  awaiting  her. 
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THE   BEE    PREACHER. 


By  thr  Rev,  J. 

DEB6rAH,  «  She  who  speaketh,"  is  the 
Hebrew  name  of  the  Honey  Bee,  and 
many-longued,  she  speaksmany  things,  preach- 
ing seimoDs  without  words  to  those  who  will 
hear. 

It  inust  be  understood  that  I  do  not  intend 
to  treat  of  bee-keeping,  or  of  the  artificially 
modified  life  of  the  domesticated  insect. 

In  the  first  place,  the  subject  could  not  be 
(Tompriscd  within  the  limits  of  a  single  brief 
irlicle;  and  in  the  next,  even  the  proverbial 
disagreement  of  doctors  is  concord  itself 
when  compared  with  strife  among  bee-masters, 
"ho  only  seem  to  agree  upon  one  point, 
namely,  that  all  outsiders  are  inferior  beings, 
and  scarcely  within  the  pale  of  civilisation. 

First  there  is  the  battle 
rages  iQcCEsajitiy,  The  ad' 
hives  ask  sarcastically  whe 
liberty,  make  their  nests  in 
in  hollow  trees  ?  Their  op 
hollow  trusses  of  straw  ari 
about,  and  that  if  they  we 
build  iu  thera  in  prefere 
maierial.  But  not  being  : 
tky  are  forced  to  put  up 
or  rock  crevices. 

.Then  comes  the  disput 
of  the  hives,  which  involve 
tion  question,  managemem 
multitude  of  similar  contn 

So  I  shall  touch  upo 
questions,  and  though  for 
I  use  the  words  "hive" 
do  not  intend  to  treat  of 
Speaker's,  artificial  existei 
points  of  her  structure  aad 
lonnthe  texts  of  her 
^'ordless  sermons. 

First,  she  prea- 
ches Order,  without 
vibich  labour  is  in 

Nothing  more 
orderly  can  be  con- 
ceived than  the  in- 
ternal economy  of 
'he  hive.  Chief 
among  the  bees  is 
the  Queen,  who  has 
out  one  task  to  per- 
form, namely)  to  de- 
posit eggs  from 
^hich    the    future 
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generation  will  be  hatclied.  So  valuable  is  her 
life,  that  it  is  prolonged  for  no  less  than  five 
times  the  length  of  a  worker  bee's  life,  she  liv- 
ing four  years  and  the  working  bee  only  nine 
months.  But  she  has  to  mature  and  deposit 
about  eight  hundred  thousand  eggs,  each  egg 
having  to  be  placed  in  a  separate  cell.  If, 
like  many  insects,  she  only  needed  to  drop 
the  eggs  on  some  convenient  spot,  she  would, 
like  them,  pass  but  a  brief  winged  life.  But 
each  egg  requires  separate  attention,  and 
though  the  queen  does  nothing  for  six 
months  of  each  year  but  go  from  cell  to  cell 
putting-  an  egg  in  «ach  cell,  the  deposition 
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of  eight  hundred  thousand  eggs  cannot  be  ac- 
complished in  less  than  the  four  years  which 
have  therefore  been  allotted  to  the  queen. 

The  male  bee,  commonly  called  the  Drone, 
does  no  work,  and  therefore  is  allowed  but  a 
very  brief  space  of  existence. 

As  to  the  Worker  bees,  each  has  its  own 
special  task,  and  although  when  a  number 
of  bees  are  seen  at  work,  inextricable  con- 
fusion seems  at  first  to  reign,  a  careful 
inspection  soon  shows  that  the  vast  multitude 
is  governed  by  the  supremest  order,  and  that, 
like  soldiers  in  the  field  or  sailors  on  board 
their  ship,  each  individual  has  its  own  place 
and  its  own  work. 

Some  of  these  workers  are  told  off  for  the 
purpose  of  secreting  wax,  while  others  under- 
take the  task  of  receiving  the  wax  as  it  is  pro- 
duced, kneading  it  until  it  is  sufficiently 
plastic,  and  rearing  the  wonderful  aggregations 
of  double  cells  which  we  call  "  combs." 

Other  bees,  again,  attend  on  the  queen, 
surround  her  wherever  she  goes,  feed  her. 


and  take  care  that  every  egg  that  sk  hn 
is  placed  in  a  suitable  cell.  Another  sei 'J' 
bees  act  asnurses,  taking  upon  them  the  chap 
of  the  young  grubs  as  soon  as  they  at* 
hatched,  and  feeding  them  until  they  w 
ready  for  their  change  into  the  intermediaie 
or  pupal  stage  of  existencc- 

A  fifth  order  of  worker  bees  go  abW  W 
collect  the  sweet  juice  of  flowers,  and  in<^' 
form  it  into  honey  in  their  crops,  ortogathei 
the  poUen  from  ripened  anthers,  car')'' 
home  in  the  wonderful  elastic  baskets  »iw 
which  their  hind  legs  are  furnished,  and  kneaJ 
it  into  "bee-bread"  as  food  for  the  young 
grubs. 

Some  bee-masters  think  that  eacli  of  ili«( 
varied  tasks  is  performed  by  bees  which  3X 
destined  for  it  from  the  time  when  they  a« 
hatched,  just  like  the  system  of  castes  amonj 
the  Hindoos. 

Others,  of  equal  experience,  think  thai  eae" 
bee  takes  the  whole  of  these  labours  w 
rotation,  the  nature  of  Ihe^ Usk  depeodiflg  on 
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the  age  of  the  bee.  Thus,  the  first  work  of 
a  bee  is  secretion  of  wax.  Next  comes  the 
cdl-building,  then  the  nursing  of  the  young, 
'hen  the  attendance  on  the  queen,  and  lastly 
ihe  foraging  for  food. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  the  result  is  the  same, 
inQ  the  principle  of  Order  is  equally  main- 
laiced 

There  is  but  one  head  of  the  bee-house- 
nold.  In  order  to  provide  for  the  con- 
'Quance  of  the  race,  a  number  of  queens 
^  successively  developed  j  but  only  one 
r^  reign,  and  as  soon  as  the  original  queen 
Mas  that  a  successor  is  at  hand,  she  gathers 
°"™  her  a  multitude  of  her  subjects— some 


thirty  or  forty  thousand  in  number — and, 
accompanied  by  them,  sallies  forth  to  found 
a  new  colony. 

Here  again  is  the  principle  of  Order 
carried  out  in  the  most  perfect  manner. 

Were  it  not  for  this  all-pervading  principle 
of  Order,  the  singularly  complicated  economy 
of  the  hive  could  not  be  maintained. 

On  an  average,  in  a  moderately-sized 
community,  there  are  at  least  fifty  or  sixty 
thousand  cells  to  be  made,  and  the  wax  to  be 
secreted  for  them.  Most  of  them  are  "worker" 
cells,  but  there  is  a  larger  kind  in  which  the 
male  grubs  are  hatched,  called  "  drone  "  cells, . 
and  then  there  are  the  huge  supplementary 
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edifices  called  "  royal "  cells,  in  which  the 
queens  are  nurtured. 

About  two  thousand  e^s  are  laid  daily, 
and  have  tobedistiibuted  into  separate  cells. 

About  twenty  thousand  grubs  must  be  fed 
continually,  sealed  down  when  they  are  ready 
to  change  into  the  pupal  stage,  and  set  free 
when  they  are  fully  developed.  Fully  twenty 
thousand  cells  must  be  filled  ivith  honey,  and 
perhaps  half  as  many  with  bee-bread. 

Then  there  are  the  setting  and  relieving  of 
sentinels,  the  hive  to  be  kept  scrupulously 
clean,  the  ventilation  and  temperature  to  be 
regulated,  the  provision  for  successive  swarms 
and  their  monarchs,  and  a  variety  of  miscel- 
laneous duties,  all  of  which  offices  must  be 
carefully  arranged,  lest  any  of  the  bees  en- 
gaged in  them  should  interfere  with  each' 
other.  ■'• 

Here  Is  another  Bee-text :  "We  are  fear- 
fully and  wonderfully  made."  *■ 

Every  one  has  seen  honey  and  wax,  and 
most  people  have  seen  the  honey-comb  with 
the  honey  in  it.  But  who  thinks  of  the 
mysteries  of  honey  and  wax?  Who  asks 
himself  icrw  they  are  made  ?  Who  reflects 
that  the  conversion  of  flower-juices  into 
honey  is  at  present  an  insoluble  problem  to 
the  most  advanced  of  our  chemists^  and  that 
the  laws  which  govern  the  angles  of  the  honey- 
comb are  identical  with  those  vhich  guide  the 
courses  of  the  starry  system?  ■ 

First  comes  the  honey.' 

Take  any  sweet  juice  you  like,  whether 
obtained  from  flowers,  orihiits,  ot  the  sugar- 
cane. Pour  it  into  an  air-tight  receptacle 
made  of  any  kind  of  membrane,  keep  it  as 
lon^  as  you  think  fit,  pour  it  out  again,  and 
it  will  be  unchanged. 

Let  the  bee  take  all  or  either  of  these  sub- 
stances, pour  it  into  a  httle  £ur-tight  mem- 
branous bag,  and  when  she  pours  it  out 
again  it  will  be  converted  into  honey,  totally 
differing  in  flavour,  odour,  and  many  other 
qualities,  from  the  juices  from  which  it  was 
made.  Yet  the  crop,  or  honey-bag,  in  which 
it  was  kept  for  a  short  time,  is  nothbg  but 
a  little  sac  of  membrane,  so  delicate  that  all 
its  contents  can  be  seen  through  it,  without 
visible  glands  by  which  any  additional  sub- 
stance could  be  secreted,  and  having  no 
aperture  by  which  sny  such  substance  could 
be  introduced  into  it. 

The  conversion  of  sweet  juices  into  honey 
is  a  task  which  at  present  has  totally  baffled 
human  efforts,  though  it  is  constantly  achieved 
in  countless  myriads  of  bees  by  the  Divine 
chemistry  of  creation. 


So  with  the  wax. 

This  remarkable  substance  is  not  made  by 
thebee,buti3secieted.  On  the  under  surface 
of  the  insect's  abdomen  there  are  six  little 
flaps,  covering  six  corresponding  membranous 
pockets,  and  in  them,  by  some  myslerious 
process,  the  wax  is  secreted. 

That  it  is  formed,  more  or  less  directly,  from 
the  food,  is  evident  from  the  fact  that  itsquality 
depends  much  on  the  nature  of  the  food 
eaten  by  the  insect  which  produces  it.  The 
best  and  most  tenacious  wax  is  that  which  is 
formed  by  the  honey-fed  bee,  whereas  the 
wax  of  bees  which  have  fed  on  sugar  is  apt 
to  be  britde,  and  is  not  so  valuable.  i 

When  analyzed,  this  wonderful  substance 
is  found  to  be  of  a  highly  composite  nature, 
containing  "  myricine,"  "melece,"  "cedn," 
"  melissin,"  and  "  palmitic  add."  How  wk 
tilese  substances  obtained  ?  There  is  noap- 
parent  'connection  between  the  digestive 
system  and  thi  wax-pockets.  None  has  as 
yet  been  discovered,  and  although  I  hive 
dissected  many, hundreds  of  bees  (some  of 
which  are  now  in  the  Anatomical  Museum 
at  Oxford),  I  have  failed  to  discover  the 
slightest  connection  between  the  food  and  the 
wax. 

In  the  higher  animals  there  is  little  diffi- 
culty in  tracing  the  channels  through  which 
secretions  are  deposited.  But  the  insects 
possess  neither  heart,  arteries,  nor  veins,  tts 
blood  passing  througha  valved  tube  extending 
along  flic  back,  and  therefore  called  ibe 
"dorsal  vessel,"  and  thence  being  forced 
through  all  the  tissues  of  the  internal  struc- 
ture without  needing  any  definite  passages 
through  which  it  is  conveyed. 

These  wax-pockets  are  only  to  be  found  in 
the  worker  bees,  neither  the  drone  nor  queen 
possessing  them. 

Here  is  the  chemistry  of  Nature's  alembic, 
and  the  Bee  may  well  preach  that  she,  lil^e 
ourselves,  is  "  fearfully  and  wonderfully 
made." 

It  is  evident  that  the  secretion  of  the  ffw 
is  a  voluntary  process,  the  bees  producing  it 
when  needed,  and  avoiding  the  strain  on 
their  systems  when  they  do  not  require  iL 
Yet  so  enormous  is  the  wax-producing  power 
of  the  bee,  that  into  Russia  alone  twelve 
thousand  tons  are  annually  imported,  the 
greater  part  of  which  is  consumed  in  the 
wax  candles  which  are  so  profusely  used  in 
the  ritual  of  tie  Greek  Church. 

Then  take  a  magnifyiiig  glass,  and  loo^  a' 
the  tools  by  which  the  insect  is  enabled  to 
collect  and  convey  to  the  comb  the  stores  ot 
liquid  honey  and  solid  poUen-.^iv 
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F<x  the  fwmer  purpose,  the  iimer  jaws  of 
the  bee  are  greatly  lengthened,  and  contain 
between  them  the  tongue,  which,  in  spite  of 
its  minute  size,  is  as  flexible  and  as  much 
under  control  as  the  proboscis  of  the  elephant. 
The  multitudinous  joints  of  which  it  is 
composed  axe  each  furnished  wijji  bristle- 
tufts,  so  that  the  whole  apparatus  when 
magnified  looks  very  much  like  a  chimney- 
Sft-eeper's  brush  greatly  elongated,  and  pos- 
sessing the  advantage  of  being  completely 
nnder  the  control  of  the  owner.  With  this 
brush  the  bee  sweeps  the  sweet  juices  out  of  a 
flovcr,  and  scrapes  them  through  its  jaws 
into  its  mouth,  so  as  to  pass  them  into  the 
crop,  where  they  are  converted  into  honey. 

Now  transfer  the  magnifying  lens  to  the 
hind  Umbs  of  the  woilccr  bee,  and  another 
marvellous  structure  will  be  seen. 

The  middle  pint  of  the  leg,  technically 
named  the  "  tibia,"  is  widened  and  hollowed 
so  as  to  form  a  sort  of  spoon,  highly  polished 
in  the  interior.  Round  the  edges  of  the 
hollow  are  set  a  number  of  rather  long,  stiff, 
and  very  elastic  bristles.  A  simple  and  very 
effective  basket  is  thus  produced,  in  which 
the  gnuns  of  pollen  can  be  conveyed  to  the 
hive. 

Besides  the  pollen,  another  substance  is 
caiiied  in  the  basket.  This  is  the  "propolis," 
or  hard,  gummy  material  which  is  used  as  a 
conent  for  fastening  one  part  of  the  hive  to 
mother,  and  also  for  strengthening  the  edges 
of  the  cells.  The  propolis  is  obtained  from 
the  viscid  adhesive  secretions  of  the  chestnut, 
poplar,  birch,  and  other  buds. 

Another  Bee-text,  "  Let  nothing  be  lost" 

In  the  hive  nothing  ever  is  wasted,  and 
the  most  striking  example  of  this  fact  is  the 
manner  in  which  the  wax  is  used. 

This  material,  being  the  product  of  slow 
secretion  from  the  body  of  the  bee,  and 
demanding  that  the  insect  shall  do  nothing  at 
all-duting  the  process,  is  far  too  precious  to 
be  wasted,  and,  in  consequence,  the  largest 
posabte  result  is  produced  with  the  least 
possible  expenditure  of  material.  It  has 
been  calculated  that  two  pounds  weight  of 
*ai  will  suffice  for  the  construction  of  eighty 
mousand  cells,  each  cell  being  separately 
tonned  and  having  its  own  walls. 

How  such  a  structure  can  be  formed 
'squiring  so  very  smsJl  a  weight  of  wax  and 
i"^'  "^pable  of  containing  a  very  great  weight 
01  hooey  is  a  problem  which  will  be  pre- 
^Uy  mentioned  in  connection  with  another 
bee-text. 
W"e  it  not  (or  the  bee,  we  should  be 


ignorant  of  one  of  the  uses  of  flowers,  and 
although  we  might  be  delighted  with  their 
beauty  of  form  and  coloiur  and  charmed  with 
theirperfume,  could  form  no  idea  of  their  value 
as  producing  food  for  man,  as  well  as  the 
wax  without  which  so  many  arts  and  indus- 
tries could  have  no  existence.  So  our  know- 
ledge on  that  subject  would  be  only  that  of  a 
child  who  picks  the  clover-blossoms,  sucks 
the  sweet  juice  contained  within  the  nectary, 
and  throws  the  blossom  away. 

But  then  comes  the  bee  preacher  with  her 
text,  "  Let  nothing  be  lost."  She  carries  the 
juice  to  her  home,  and  there  transmutes  it 
into  the  honey  and  wax  which  are  not  only 
necessary  to  her  own  community,  but  render 
such  m estimable  service  to  mankind. 

The  amount  of  annual  waste  in  this 
country  from  neglecting  the  summons  of 
the  bee  preacher  is  almost  incalculable.  An 
experienced  farmer  lately  put  the  point  in  a 
very  terse  and  simple  manner.  When  speak- 
ing of  a.  clover  crop,  he  said  that  in  every 
ton  of  clover  that  was  mown,  at  least  seven 
shillings  worth  of  honey  alone  was  wa.sted 
in  the  juices  which  were  not  removed 
because  there  were  not  sufficient  bees  to 
take  them.  Did  man  only  understand  the 
voice  of  the  bee,  "  Here  am  I,  use  me,"  the 
agricultural  value  of  the  land  would  be 
enormously  increased.  If  it  be  impossible  to- 
plant  clover  near  bee-hives,  why  not  take  the 
hives  to  the  clover?  It  is  done  in  many 
countries,  where  there  are  bee-carts  and  bee- 
boats,  the  owner  taking  the  hives  from  place 
to  place ;  and,  as  he  is  paid  by  a  certain  per- 
centage of  wax  and  honey,  it  is  his  interest 
to  take  the  bees  to  the  best  pasturage.  The 
bee  does  no  harai  to  the  crops.  On  the  con- 
trary, the  more  she  plunders  the  flowers  of 
juice  and  pollen  the  more  useful  she  is  to 
them,  and,  as  all  naturalists  know,  bees  are 
in  many  instances  the  chief  means  by  which 
flowers  are  fertilised. 

How  much  work  the  bee  can  do  when  she 
has  access  to  suitable  flowers  may  be  seen 
from  the  fact  that,  in  a  single  hive,  the  bees 
put  twenty  pounds  weight  of  honey  into  the 
combs  in  forty-eight  bouts.  In  such  a  iiive 
the  daily  amount  of  consumption  by  the  in- 
habitants is  about  two  pounds,  so  that  on  the 
whole  the  bees  carried  twenty-foui"  pounds 
weight  of  honey  into  the  hive  within  that 
very  limited  period.  Putting  aside  the  value 
of  the  wax,  and  only  counting  the  honey  at 
its  wholesale  price,  here  is  at  least  a  guinea's 
worth  of  honey  made  in  two  days  by 
labourers  who  want  no  wages  and  proWde 
their  own  food. 
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Can  the  bee  preacher  speak  more  plainly 
than  by  this  sennon  without  words  ? 

Now  for  the  avoidance  of  waste  in  the 
material  of  the  cells. 

When  Job,  more  than  three  thousand 
years  a^o,  wrote  of  "  rivers  and  streaming 
brooks  of  honey,"  and  of  the  "sweet  influences 
of  the  Pleiades,"  the  starry  belt  of  Orion,  the 
"  twelve  signs  (Mazzaroth)  and  their  seasons,'" 
and  "  Arcturus  with  his  sons,"  he  could  have 
formed  no  idea  of  the  intimate  connection 
between  the  vastness  of  the  starry  heavens 
and  the  tiny  cell  of  the  insect  that  furnished 
him  with  "  honey  out  of  the  rock." 

Nor,  until  the  last  few  years,  was  the  con- 
nection of  the  bee  with  astronomy  known, 
and  then  it  was  discovered  by  an  accident 
As  this  is  not  a  scientific  treatise  I  cannot  go 
into  details,  and  will  only  give  a  very  slight 
account  of  this  important  discovery. 

It  had  long  been  known  that  the  bee-cell 
possessed  the  maximum  of  capacity  with  the 
minimum  of  material,  and  the  cells  being 
placed  in  double  tiers,  it  was  also  found  that 
their  ends  terminated  in  three  diamond- 
shaped  plates  imiting  in  a  point  which  exactly 
coincided  with  the  centre  of  the  opposite  cell, 
so  that  each  cell  gave  support  to  all  those 
surrounding  it,  and  was  supported  by  them 
in  like  proportion. 

That  the  mystery  of  the  cell  lay  in  the 
uigles  of  these  plates  had  been  long  sus- 
pected, and  accordingly  they  were  carefully 
measured,  the  measurements  proving  iden- 
tical, no  matter  who  was  the  observer. 

Then  calculations  were  made  to  solve 
problematically  the  question  as  to  the  form 
of  a  vessel  which  possessed  the  "maximum  of 
capacity  with  the  minimum  of  material,"  and 
it  was  found  theoretically  to  agree  with  almost 
absolute  exactness  with  the  bee-cell.  Natural- 
ists therefore  accepted  the  solution  as  "near 
enough  for  all  practical  purposes,"  and  so  the 
question  remained  for  a  period  of  years. 

But,  though  naturalists  might  be  satisfied, 
mathematidans  could  not  accept  the  "al- 
most," and  the  problem  was  repeatedly  in- 
vestigated and  always  with  the  same  result, 
namely,  the  persistent  appearance  of  the  ob- 
noxious "  almost" 

At  last  a  Scotch  mathematician  named 
Maclaurin  bethought  himself  of  investigating 
the  mathematical  table  as  well  as  the  bee- 
cell,  and  found  that  in  those  tables  by  which 
astronomers  had  calculated  the  courses  of  the 
heavenly  bodies,  and  the  navigators  directed 
the  trade  of  their  ships,  there  was  a  mistake 
of  a  single  figure.  This  single  error  was 
suffident  to  invalidate  all  preceding  astro- 


nomical predictions,  and  to  wreck  die  vessels 
that  were  guided  by  them. 

So  here  we  are  brought  face  to  lace  with 
the  fact  that  the  Creator  knows  no  distinc- 
tion between  small  and  great. 

And  both  ue  eqiul— both  are  inEiiilU."       Bum.        i 

He  employs  one  and  the  same  means  to 
rule  the  incalculable  vastness  of  the  universe,  I 
and  to  take  care  that  nothing  be  wasted  on  ! 
this  little  orb  of  earth,  not  even  a  ^in  of 
honey  in  the  cell  of  a  bee.  "  Maximtis  in 
cemitur  esse  Deus." 


Hebraists  say  that  the  name  of  DebSiah, 
or  "  She  who  speakelb,"  was  given  to  the  bee 
on  account  of  the  humming  sound  made  by 
its  wings  in  flight  Whether  this  be  so  I  do 
not  pretend  to  decide.  But  it  is  quite  certain 
that  bees  do  speak  a  language  of  their  own, 
and  that  much  of  it  is  not  only  audible  to 
human  ears,  but  intelligible  to  human  minds. 

For  example,  any  one  who  is  accustomed 
to  bees  can  distinguish  between  the  difTeriog 
sounds  of  the  wings.  There  is  the  quiet  hum 
of  contentment.  There  is  the  flurried  buzioC 
bewilderment,  heard  when  bees  suddenlyfind 
themselves  without  their  queen.  There  is  tJie 
quick,  excited  buzz  of  hunger,  and  even  those 
who  have  but  little  practical  acquaintance 
with  bees  cannot  fail  to  understand  the  shaip 
menacing  hum  of  anger,  and  to  take  them- 
selres  away  as  fast  as  possible. 

Anatomists  can  appreciate  this  point  in  the 
bee's  history  more  than  those  who  havcnevei 
dissected  an  insect,  because  they  are  com- 
pletely puzzled  as  to  the  production  of  re- 
sults with  such  apparently  inadequate  means. 
The  wings  of  insects  arc  not  limbs,  nor  are 
they  moved  directly  by  musdcs  and  tendons, 
as  are  the  legs.  They  arc  attached  directly 
to  the  thorax,  the  interior  of  which  is  furnished 
with  a  multitude  of  simple  muscular  fibres, 
crossing  and  recrossing  much  like  the  farp 
and  woof  of  a  woven  fabric. 

Physicists  see  also  that  the  hum  of  the 
bee  is  connected  with  the  theory  of  acous- 
tics, and  know  that  by  means  of  the  insW- 
ment  called  the  Siren  the  number  of  vibra- 
tions per  second  of  a  bee's  wing  can  oe 
counted  with  absolute  certainty. 

Beside  the  sounds  produced  by  the  win^ 
there  is  the  remarkable  language  emploj;ed 
by  the  queens  shordy  before  their  emeipng 
from  the  ceil.  I  have  aheady  menooned 
that  when  a  hive  becomes  overstocked  IM 
queen  goes  off  and  takes  with  her  a  svata  « 
her  subjects, a  new  queen  being  readyio.* 
ceU  to  take  her  pl^ce,  ^Tli^^Wfe  ""  * 
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shapeless  lumps  of  wax,  alwaTa  stuck  oq  the 
edge  of  the  comb,  lest  they  should  inter- 
feie  with  the  symmetry  of  the  ordinary 
cells. 

^VbeD  the  young  queen  is  neariy  ready  to 
take  her  place  as  head  of  a  community,  she 
begins  to  utter  a  series  of  faint  barldng  sounds, 
which  have  been  likened  to  the  syllable  "Off I 
off!"  very  sharply  spoken.  After  a  few  days 
she  changes  the  bark  into  a  piping  sound, 
■hich  is  accepted  as  a  signal  that  she  is  about 
to  make  her  appearance. 

Should,  as  sometimes  happens,  the  out- 
going queen  and  swarm  not  be  ready  to  start, 
the  nm^e  bees  that  surround  the  royal  cell 
stop  her  piping,  literally  hushing  her  into 


silence.  Should  she  disregard  them  and 
force  her  way  out  too  soon  the  old  queen  is 
sure  to  attack  her,  and  in  all  probability  both 
are  killed. 

Here,  then,  we  have  a  definite  language 
spoken  by  the  bee  and  intelligible  to  man. 

I  might  multiply  similar  examples  to  any 
extent,  but  the  limits  of  space  prevent  me 
from  continuing  the  history  of  this  wonderful 
insect  any  further.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  the 
whole  life  of  the  hee,  from  the  moment  when 
it  is  batched  to  the  time  when  its  earthly  task 
is  finished,  is  a  sermon  on  one  comprehensive 
text — "The  Spirit  of  God  hadi  made  me, 
and  the  breath  of  the  Almighty  hath  given 
me  life," 
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S'  S^uttk  Kf  Htg.  Sr»b. 
By  thb  Rkv.  W.  skinner. 

0K£  of  the  most  remarkable,    we   had 
aknost  said  incredible,  witnesses  to  the 
poirers   which    dwell  in   the  human   body. 


ind  [0  the  sustaining  nature  of  the  sjmipathy 
of  Christ,  is  furnished  in  the  story  of  the 
life  of  Mrs.  Croad.* 

Bom  at  Plymouth  in  1840,  she  spent  a 
liappy  and  h^thy  enough  childhood  until 
thineen  years  of  age.  Then  she  was  over- 
lakeowithan  illness  of  a  pectiliai  natnre  which 
bsted  three  yeais,  and  threatened  to  deprive 
^!  of  life  altogether.  She  lost  the  power  of 
her  limbs,  hut  the  agony  she  endured  in  these 
useless  members  and  in  hei  back  was  tenible. 
Happily  recovering,  and  meeting  with  the 
'°n  of  her  choice,  a  young  siulor  "who 
br«l  the  Lord  with  all  his  heart,"  she  was 
niarried  to  him  at  the  early  age  of  nineteen. 
After  a  short  stay  in  America  they  made 
lieir  home  at  Brading,  in  the  Isle  of  WighL 
h  was  there  that  in  the  year  1864  Mrs. 
Croad  twice  within  three  months  fell  down  a 
flight  of  steps  and  injured  herself  greatly. 
The  last  time  two  of  her  children  were  with 
lier,  hut  were  mercifully  saved  from  injury. 
%«  weeks  after  she  was  seized  with 
eplepiic  and  cataleptic  fits,  which  lasted  four 
months.  But  her  troubles  were  by  no  means 
«ded  here.  Her  husband  being  away  on  a 
v'^e  and  her  little  boy  needing  a  care  and 
Mieotion  she  could  not  give,  she  intrusted 
him  to  the  care  of  her  sister-in-law.  While 
mder  his  aunt's  roof  the  little  feUow  fell 
Mckwards  into  a  pan  of  scalding  water  that 

j/W.  in  iadebted  to  k  little  Tolams  pnbliihud  bj  Mr. 


had  been  incautiously  left  00  the  floor,  and 
suffered  such  injuries  that  he  died  in  a  few 
days.  The  mental  agony  of  the  roofer  may 
be  imagined,  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  hu 
unhappy  accident  greatly  aggravated  the 
nature  of  her  malady.  ReJSring  to  this 
period  she  says,  "My  legs  then  lost  all 
power,  and  have  been  quite  useless  ever 
since,  although  they  were  tiien  quite  straight, 
and  not  bent  as  they  are  now.  After  about 
six  months  I  was  able  to  be  carried  from  die 
easy-chair  to  the  bed,  and  could  just  manage 
to  crawl  from  one  part  of  the  room  to  the 
Other  on  my  hands  and  knees.  I  was  also 
seized  with  fits  and  spasms  which  lasted  nine 
or  ten  months,  by  wMch  I  was  disabled  from 
feeding  myself,  or  from  enjoying  and  retain- 
ing any  food  everafter,"  Not  long  after  this 
a  mutiny  broke  out  in  the  vessel  of  which  her 
husband  was  first  mate ;  the  terrible  strain 
upon  him  caused  the  bursting  of  a  blood- 
vessel near  the  heart,  and  he  died  in  a 
moment.  The  news  that  she  was  a  widow 
brought  on  a  stroke  of  paralysis  which  lasted 
three  days.  She  bore  her  trouble  with  true 
Christian  fortitude  and  meekness,  but  none 
the  less  did  it  seal  her  fate.  In  sixteen 
months  another  stroke  of  paralysis  fell  upon 
her,  and  from  that  moment  to  this,  for  she  is 
still  alive,  she  has  been  a  prisoner  on  ber 
couch  of  suffering. 

By  the  influence  of  friends  she  was  in  1867 
admitted  as  an  out-patient  of  "  The  British 
Home  for  Incurables,"  from  which  Institution 
she  still  receives  a  small  pension.  So  long 
as  her  sight  continued  she  was  able  to  sit  in     . 
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bed  and  do  fancy  work  of  various  kinds,  but 
in  1870  she  became  totally  blind.  In  this 
year  also  she  lost  all  power  of  taking  solid 
food  through  lock-jaw.  Her  hearing  failed 
her  in  the  following  year,  and  in  1874  she 
lost  the  power  of  speech.  She,  however,  had 
the  partial  use  of  her  hands  and  anns,  and 
was  able  to  communicate  with  her  friends  by 
writing.  Though  her  hand  was  too  weak  to 
hold  the  pencil  without  some  support,  she 
would  put  the  end  of  it  in  her  mouth  and 
guide  it.  In  this  way  she  would,  witiiout 
much  difficulty,  write  long  letteis  to  her 
friends,  and  some  of  her  writing  is  so  well 
done  that  one  would  hardly  believe  it  was  by 
a  person  unable  to  see.  In  the  spring  of 
1879,  however,  she  lost  the  use  of  the  left 
hand  and  arm,  when,  being  unable  any  longer 
to  steady  the  slate  or  paper,  she  was  com- 
pelled to  give  up  all  attempts  at  writing. 
Strange  to  say,  the  power  of  articulation  was 
so  far  restored  at  this  time,  that  those  accus- 
tomed to  her  were  able  to  understand  her. 
This  power,  however,  only  remained  a  few 
months,  and  then  she  was  lefl  apparently 
without  any  means  of  communication  with 
her  friends  except  by  dumb  signs.  We  say 
appateutly,  for  her  active  mind  was  not  long 
in  coming  to  the  rescue.  By  fastening  a 
pencil  to  her  forefinger  with  a  piece  of  elastic 
in  order  to  steady  it,  and  by  placing  the  slate 
between  her  body  and  the  side  of  her  crib,  she 
foundtoherjoy  that  she  couldwrite.  But,asif 
God  were  trying  His  servant  to  the  utmost  limit 
of  btnnan  endurance,  in  the  beginning  of  i~~ 
she  was  deprived  of  the  use  of  her  right  hand 
and  arm.  "  It  was  then  feared,"  writes  her 
biographer,  a  gentleman  in  whose  Christian 
ho^hold  at  Swindon  she  for  some  time 
found  a  home,  "she  would  be  unable  to 
communicate  in  any  way  with  us ;  but  after  a 
little  while  she  signed  for  slate  and  pencil 
They  were  brought;  and,  putting  the  pencil 
in  her  mouth  and  using  her  right  hand  as  a 
pivot,  she  wrote  a  few  syllables.  Since  then 
she  has  written  considerably  in  this  way,  and 
with  much  greater  facility." 

But  the  most  wonderful  part  of  her  story 
has  yet  to  be  told.  The  compensations 
which  God  in  His  providence  has  been 
pleased  to  giant  her  are  truly  marvellous. 
Though  blind,  deaf,  dumb,  and  paralyzed,  she 
is  by  no  means  so  dead  to  the  world  as  we 
would  imagine.  Singular  and  almost  incre- 
dible as  it  may  appear  to  some,  herfaceis  "so 
sensitive  that  it  receives  and  transmits  to  the 
brain  the  slightest  action  of  the  fingers, 
whether  moved  up  or  down,  across,  or  in  any 
direction."    Advantage  is  taken  of  this  fact 


to  write  with  the  finger  upon  her  face,  and  in 
ordinary  circumstances  it  is  almost  impossible 
to  write  too  fastfor  hertonnderstand.  Uij, 
more,  she  is  able  to  recognise  the  handwriting 
of  those  who  have  at  any  time  communicated 
with  her  in  this  way.  But  what  may  appear 
to  somemore  wonderful  still,  she  has  only  to 
pass  any  letter  she  may  receive  across  her 
cheek  to  know  from  whom  it  has  come. 
"  She  has  a  book,"  says  Mr.  Westlake,  "in 
which  she  asks  various  ministers  and  fiieads 
who  come  to  see  her,  to  write  texts  of  ScHp- 
tnre.  One  Sunday  evening  I  was  telling  hn 
the  subject  and  outlineof  asormonl  had  jnsC 
heard.  She  turned  to  her  book,  and  hj 
feeling  with  her  lips  found  a  text  on  tfie 
same  subject  that  had  been  written  by  one 
of  her  friends." 

Her  knowledge  of  people  who  may  visit  her 
is  hardly  less  remarkable.     She  is  not  only 
ablf  to  tell  the  ages  and  even  the  dispositions 
of  her  visitors  with  wonderful  correctness 
simply  by  feeling  their  hands,  but  can  detect 
in  strangers  any  close  relationship  that  they 
may  bear  to  her  friends.     Her  own  explana- 
tion is,   "  When  a  person  comes  to  see  me 
that  I  know,  the  feeling  of  their  step  is  con-  | 
veyed  in  some  mystic  way  up  jny  spine ;  and,  I 
strange  to  say,  no  two  people  tread  alike,  or  I 
have  the  same  touch  with  their  hand.    AH 
have  a  different  quiver ;    and  being  ve? 
sharp  all  this  is  retained.    This  is  bo«  I 
know  people  I  have  not  met  for  years;  3d   I 
the  same  with  mother  and  child,  sister  anl   ' 
brother,  thongh  they  be  strangers  not  kOo- 
duced  to  me.    Other  things  I  know  bj  the 
currents  of  air  wafted  to  me  when  any  one 
stops,  sits,  or  stands."  I 

Nor  is  Mrs.  Croad  denied  the  solace  of 
mnsic.    By  taking  her  hands  and  fonning  a 
ciide  as  round   an  electric   machine,  h^ 
friends  can  sing  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
delight  her  greatly.     She  readily  apprfcates   | 
the  harmony,  and  astonishes   at  times  her 
Tisit<»s  by  whistling  a  second  treble.    If  ^hc 
wi^es  to  learn  a  new  tune  she  puts  die  hand 
ofthesingertohercheek,andinanlncredib!j   I 
short  time  has  mastered  it.     "  Singing  is  felt,"   | 
she  says,  "  by  eadi  note  striking  a  different 
nerve  of  the  &ce;     I  can  distinguish  the  tune 
best  by  laying  my  cheek  on  the  person's  hand 
or  breast.    The  sounds  strike  the  cheek  with-   , 
out  the  notes  being  felt,  unless  thus  reclining.    | 

We  will  notice  but  one  other  faculty  which 
she  possesses,  and  to  some  this  may  be  ll"^ 
most  wonderiul  of  ail — viz.  her  apprecuHo" 
of  pictures,  photographs,  and  colours    Her    . 
biographer  quotes  several  instances  in  proo'    I 
of  her  quickngs^  ip,  (^is^nsp)^,ii«  the  photo- 
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graphs  of  friends,  "  My  wife  and  a  lady  fiiend 
went  to  see  her,"  he  writes ;  "  this  friend  had 
recently  had  the  likeness  of  her  children  taken 
'  m  a  gioap,  and  also  in  separate  portraits  ;  the 
children  and  mine  were  well  known  to  her. 
She  was  first  given  the  group.  She  passed  it 
aver  her  face,  and  then  pointing  to  one,  said, 
rlut  iJ  A ;  to  another,  that  is  £ ;  to  another, 
H;  and  of  another,  whose  name  she  could 
not  remember  as  she  had  not  seen  him  so 
Hquenily,  wrote  'boy.'  In  every  instance 
she  was  correct  The  friend  was  then  going 
lo  hand  her  the  separate  portraits,  but  before 
she  did  so,  my  wiie  slipped  a  portrait  of  one 
of  our  children  among  them.  She  felt  the 
Olds  as  before,  in  each  case  giving  the  correct 
lune,  until  she  came  to  ours,  and  then  she 
Hfted  her  hand  and  shook  it  in  a  scolding 
and  menacing  manner  at  my  wife,  which  we 
pcrfecdy  understood  to  mean, '  No  tricks  on 
me,  if  you  please ;  you  thought  I  should  not 
hww,  but  I  do.' "  She  was  also  able  to 
describe  most  minutely  a  photograph  of  an 
illmninated  text  sent  her  by  a  gentleman. 
On  repeated  occasions  she  has  described  the 
colours  of  the  ribbons  and  of  the  pocket- 
handkerchiefs  of  her  visitors,  whUe  even  the 
colours  burnt  under  the  enamel  or  glaze  of 
diina  and  &ncy  glass  have  not  defied  her 
pover  of  discrimination.  We  offer  no  theory 
in  explanation,  but  simply  give  her  owa 
Tords.  "  Colours  arc  known  by  their  degree 
of  beat,  smoothness  or  roughness — white 
heing  cold ;  black,  hot  or  raised ;  red,  very 
hot  and  smooth;  blue,  hot  and  grating,  edging 
my  teeth  ;  brown,  very  grating,"  and  so  on. 

Wonderful  and  deeply  interesting  as  these 
facts  are,  they  would  not  be  given  here  did 
they  stand  alone.  It  is  because  they  serve 
to  bring  out  with  greater  distinctness  both 
the  tender  mercy  which  God  shows  to  His 
^cted  servants,  and  the  fact  that  His  tried 
ones  may  find  even  in  their  tribulations 
occasion  for  cheerfulness,  patience,  and  even 
usefulness,  tbat  we  draw  attention  to  this 
smgular  history  of  a  devout  souh 

To  these  remarkable  powers  this  poor 
deaf,  dumb,  and  blind  and  paralyzed  woman 
adds  the  no  less  remarkable  wonders  of 
grace.  Her  faith  in  Christ  has  been  to  her 
a  never -failing  source  of  consolation  and  joy, 
removing  the  natural  fret  of  a  hfe  spent 
in  suffering,  and  helping  her  to  bear  her  pains 
with  patience  and  even  cheerfulness.  Writ- 
ing to  Dr.  Kennedy,  of  Stepney,  she  said,: 
"  It  is  the  name  of  Jesus  soothes  our  every 
ache  and  pain.  It  is  His  name  alone  can 
pve  us  peace,  eternal  gain.  Though  often- 
Hnas  weary  and  worn  with  pain,  I  would 


not  exchange  with  the  richest  monarch  on 
the  throne;  for  though  dark  and  sad  the 
way,  yet  the  presence  and  light  of  the  Lord 
is  continually  with  me."  But  though  suffer- 
ing has  been  and  is  mainly  her  worship,  hers 
has  been  essentially  a  life  of  usefulness.  Not 
to  speak  of  the  mute  eloquence  of  pain, 
borne  unmunnuringly  and  with  Christian 
fortitude,  which  must  have  spoken  more  effec- 
tively to  the  hearts  of  her  friends  and  visitors 
than  any  sermons  they  have  heard,  her 
pen  has  always  been  busy  with  words  of 
helpfulness  and  cheer  to  all  who  needed  them. 
With  decided  though  of  necessity  undeve- 
loped poetic  talents,  she  has  composed  many 
verses,  which  in  addition  to  the  solace  they 
have  brought  herself  have  greatly  helped  her 
friends.  "To  friends  in  Swindon  and  else- 
where she  has  written  short  essays,  or  papers 
on  Biblical  subjects,  for  their  use  in  the 
Bible  classes  of  which  they  have  been 
leaders ;  and  these  papers  have  been  much 
appreciated  and  good  has  resulted."  As 
might  have  been  expected,  her  private  letters 
have  been  special  sources  of  blessing  and 
comfort.  Even  in  an  indirect  manner  they 
have  been  of  service,  as  the  following  extract 
from  a  letter  sent  by  a  lady  residing  in 
Florence  will  show — "  I  asked  the  minister 
of  one  of  the  churches  here  if  I  could  do 
anything  for  him ;  if  so,  I  shoulddo  it  for  Christ. 
He  gave  me  three  names;  one  was  that  of  a 
young  American  lady,  who  had  been  for 
two  years  suffering  the  most  severe  affliction, 
whose  joints  were  so  stiff  that  it  gave  her 
great  pain  to  be  moved  or  touched.  I  felt 
my  great  need  of  being  taught  of  God  to 
meet  this  case ;  for  she  did  not  see  what 
good  end  the  Lord  could  have  in  this  afflic- 
tion. But  I  told  her,  in  all  this  suffering  she 
could  prove  that  God  is  love  and  in  very 
faithfulness  had  afflicted  her.  A^er  mudi 
conversation  I  prayed  with  her,  and  read  to 
her  some  of  your  letters  to  me,  and  told  her 
you  could  now  say,  'My  cup  runneth  over 
with  blessings.'  This  quite  broke  her  down, 
and  with  tears  she  said, '  Oh,  my  affliction  is 
nothing  compared  with  your  friend's.' " 

We  take  leave  of  Mrs.  Croad  in  the  words 
of  one  of  her  friends. 

"  Blmd  danghLrr  a 


Thy  ipml,  tba 
'  Blmt  blind,  *b 
Blest  deaf,  vh> 


Klnj, 'tis  Hi]  voii 
E  heir  it  witti  Ihla 
itaoSiuiofKigt 


■boict  life  dpth  Hij  grai  eracc  atteJl* 

□  wlidiii  Hit  itrengtl  it  perfected,  how  blnf  I 

lad,  Iben  ettt  Chriit  to  Tisw  : 

^f,  then  beu  lbs  agn  through  j 

O  dughlec  a[  ■  KIde  I ' 


k,  tbj  bond. 


•■^.OO' 
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GONE,  and  quite  forgotten. 
Is  the  winter's  snow ; 
Gone,  her  frost-bound  fountains, 

Full  released  they  flow; 

Gone,  her  silent  hedgerows ; 

Gone,  her  ghastly  dearth ; 

Gone,  her  brown,  bare  forest, 

And  the  sleep  of  earth. 

From  the  face  of  nature 
Steals  the  grey  of  death. 

Dawns  again  her  colour 
And  returns  her  breath ; 


Now  her  heart  is  beating. 
Liquid  life-blood  pours ; 

Every  vein  is  swelling. 
Burets  her  prison  doors. 

Bom  again,  she  walketh 

Over  land  and  sea. 
Shedding  smiles  and  blessings, 

Healthfulness  and  glee ; 
All  the  world  rejoicing. 

As  she  passelh  by. 
Joining  loudest  praises — 

Eaith,  and  sea,  and  sky. 


:y^.v)0 


i^le 


^^s^'j^p^ji;;. '•'  j^ 


Wind's  JEoii^n  pipings 

Blend  with  woodland's  lay, 
Rivers  swell  the  volume 

And  the  cascades  play. 
Larks  their  drifting  music 

Shower  from  on  high. 
Thunder-chorus  btoweth 

Clarions  of  the  sky. 

Rainbows  decked  in  splendour, 
Fields  in  wreaths  of  flowers, 

Birds  in  brightest  plumage, 
Hills  with  bannered  towers — 


Every  heart  is  beating ; 

Joy  has  banished  care. 
All  the  world  is  singing ; 

Rapture  everywhere. 

So  by  faith  we  see  Thee, 

Christ,  our  spirit's  Sun, 
When  the  work  Thou  doest 

Is  completely  done ; 
Then  shall  all  creation 

Sing  Thee  and  adore, 
Death  for  ever  vanquished. 

Life  for  e 


'^tv-,{-.vc:« 
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SEEKING  THE  FACE  OF  GOD. 

By  ALEXANDER  MACLAREN,  D.D. 


"  Wlien  then  Baitt,  Sttk  ye  my  lace,  ar  icat  t: 

T^HERE  appears  to  be  a  good  deal  of 
J-  autobiography  in  this  psalm.  The 
writer,  whom  we  take  to  be  David,  traveli 
back  in  thought  to  the  past  of  his  life,  anc 
his  backward  glance  fixes  on  two  distinct 
objects.  At  one  time  he  thinks  of  the  past 
as  God's  past,  all  illumined  by  the  radiance 
of  His  fevour,  and  helped  by  the  might  of  His 
imparted  strength ;  and  at  another,  he  thinks 
of  it  as  his  own  past,  wherein  he  strove  to 
love  and  serve  his  keeper  God;  and  from 
both  of  these  aspects  of  the  days  that  are 
gone  he  draws  encouragement  to  hope  that 
God  will  be  the  same,  and  humble  resolve 
that  he,  for  his  part,  will  continue  the  habit 
of  trust  and  obedience.  For  instances  of 
the  remembrance  of  God's  past,  we  may  take 
the  words  which  follow  this  text,  "  Thou 
hast  been  my  help;  leave  me  not,  neither 
forsake  me,  ,0  God  of  my  salvation,"  and  the 
other  reference  to  the  signal  deliverance  of 
his  early  years,  which  is  often  unnoticed  by 
ordinary  readers,  "  When  the  wicked,  even 
mine  enemies  and  my  foes,  came  upon  me  to 
eat  up  my  flesh,  they  stumbled  and  fell" 
(v.  a).  The  expressions  recall  the  braggart 
boast  of  Goliath,  "  I  will  give  thy  flesh  unto 
the  fowls  of  the  air,  and  to  the  beasts  of  the 
field,"  and  the  vivid  picture  of  the  end  of  the 
fight,  when  the  stone  went  crashing  into  the 
thick  skull  of  the  bully,  "  and  he /i^  upon  his 
face  to  the  earth."  As  instance  of  his 
retrospect  of  the  past  as  kis,  take  such  words 
as  these,  "  One  thing  have  I  desired  of  the 
Lord,  that  will  I  seek  after,"  or,  "  I  had 
fainted,  unless  I  had  believed  to  see  the 
goodness  of  the  Lord  in  the  land  of  the 
living."  Here  in  these  words  of  our  text, 
these  two  ways  of  looking  at  the  past  are 
woven  into  one  strong  cord,  that  the  Psalmist 
may  hang  his  confidence  and  his  prayers 
thereon.  What  God  has  been  saying  to  him 
in  days  that  are  no  more,  and  what  he  has 
been  saying  to  God,  are  planted,  like  the  two 
piers  of  an  arch,  that  from  them  may  rise 
heavenwards  the  prayer  and  the  hope,  "  Hide 
not  thy  face  far  from  me  ; "  "  Leave  me  not, 
neither  forsake  me,  O  God  of  my  salvation," 
Happy  they  who  can  look  back  on  years  | 
made  fair  by  God's  recognised  gifts  and  their  j 
own  loving  obedience,  and  who  can  feel  that 
what  God  has  been  to  them,  and  what  they 


ta  tbea,  Tby  f>««.  Laid,  iriU  I  hA.    Hide  not  lb]' bee  br  fron 

have  been  to  God,  has  stamped  their  lives  with 
an  impress  to  which  all  the  future  will  be  true ! 
Happy  they  if  their  forward  look  is  a  prayer 
oEfered  in  lowliness,  and  not  a  boast  made  in 
presumption  I  We  have  here  then  God's 
voice  to  the  heart,  the  heart's  echo  to  that 
voice,  and  the  heart's  cry  to  God,  founded  od 
both  the  Divine  voice  and  the  human  echo. 

There  is  here,  first,  Go^s  voice  to  ike  heart. 

There  may  be  some  difficulties  about  the 
rendering  of  our  text,  which,  however,  need 
not  concern  us  now.  Our  English  version  is 
sufficient  for  out  present  purpose,  and, 
according  to  it,  we  have  here,  as  it  were, 
summed  up  in  a  kind  of  dialogue  of  two 
phrases,  the  whole  speech  of  God  to  us  men, 
and  the  inmost  meaning  of  all  that  devout 
souls  say  to  God.  "  Seek  ye  my  face  "—such 
is  the  essential  meaning  of  all  God's  words 
and  works.  "  Thy  face,  Lord,  will  I  seek" 
— such  is  the  essential  meaning  of  all  prayer, 
worship,  and  obedience. 

But  let  us  obsen-e  a  little  more  closely 
what  the  Psalmist  means  by  that  phrase, 
"  Seeking  God's  face."  It  needs  to  be  trans- 
lated into  a  more  modem  dialect,  in  order  to 
convey  much  meaning  to  some  of  us.  '^« 
may  begin  then  by  asking  the  significance  of 
that  expression,  "  the  face  of  God." 

It  is  one  of  those  strong  Scripture  phrases 
which  escape  any  danger  of  misconstruction 
by  the  very  boldness  of  their  corporeal 
metaphors.  The  highest  and  most  spiritual 
conception  of  God  is  reached,  not  by  a 
pedantic  scrupulosity  in  avoiding  nuteriiJ 
representations,  but  by  an,  unhesitating  us^ 
of  these,  and  the  remembrance  that  they  ar^ 
representations.  The  unsubstantial  abstrac- 
tion of  the  metaphysical  God,  described  oniy 
in  terms  as  far  removed  as  may  be  from 
human  analogies,  for  fear  of  being  guilt)'  of 
"anthropomorphism,"  never  helped  or  gl^'i- 
dened  any  human  soul.  It  is  but  a  bit  of 
mist  through  which  you  can  see  the  stif= 
shining.  But  the  God  whom  men  neec 
and  can  know  and  love,  the  God  who  is  a 
Spirit,  comes  near  to  us  in  descriptions  cast 
in  the  mould  of  humanity,  and  loses  none  o. 
His  purely  Spiritual  essence,  nor  any  of  Hi's 
Infinitude,  because  we  have  learned  to  speak 
of  the  eye,  and  arm,  and  the  hand,  and  the 
heart,  and  the  face  of  the  Lord.    The  mote 
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unmistakably  "gross"  and  "camal"  the 
representations,  the  more  do  they  proclaim 
their  true  character,  and  the  less  danger  of 
their  being  misunderstood.  The  eye  of  the 
Lord  is  His  alt-seeing  knowledge;  the  arm  and 
the  hand  of  the  Lord  are  substantially  the 
same,  though  with  certain  shades  of  difference 
in  the  ideas  which  they  suggest,  and  may  be 
said  to  express  the  active  energy  of  the  Divine 
nature.  The  {ace  of  the  Lord,  we  may  say, 
is  that  aspect  or  side  of  the  Divine  nature 
which  is  turned  to  man,  and  is  perceptible  by 
turn.  It  is,  roughly  speaking,  almost  equiva- 
lent to  "  the  name  of  the  Lord."  That 
expression  has  a  much  profounder  meaning 
than  is  ordinarily  felt  to  belong  to  it.  It 
means  the  manifested  character  of  God,  the 
net  result  of  all  His  self-revelation  byword 
and  work.  And  so  these  two  phrases — /At 
fate  of  the  Lord,  and  the  name  of  the  Lt^d, 
come  to  n  early  the  same  thing.  Both  of  them 
areworth  noting  for  one  reason  besides  others 
—namely,  that  they  bring  out  into  clear 
prominence  the  twin  facts,  that  there  is  that 
in  God  which  may  be  known,  and  also  that 
which  cannot  be.  Whilst  once  or  twice  in 
the  Old  Testament  "the  face  of  God"  is 
used  to  express  the  daEzling  brightness  of  His 
essential  being,  which  no  man  can  look  on,  it 
more  usually  means  the  knowable  part  of 
the  Divine  nature,  and,  like  the  other  phrase 
which  we  have  compared  with  it,  draws  a 
broad  distinction  between  that  and  the 
unknowable  depths — the  unspeakable  in  God. 
We  see  the  radiant  brightness  of  the  full 
moon,  but  no  eye  has  ever  beheld  the  other 
side  of  that  pure  silver  shield.  So  the  simple 
expression  of  our  text  keeps  us  &om  the 
twin  errors  of  supposing  that  we  can  know 
nothing  of  God,  and  of  forgetting  that  we 
can  know  but  an  aspect  and  a  side  of  His 
nature. 

It  may  be  further  noticed  that  another 
idea  is  usually  connected  with  the  expres- 
sion— namely,  that  of  light.  The  face  of 
God  is  thought  of  as '  the  sun,  and  so  we 
read,  "  Lift  thou  up  the  light  of  thy  counte- 
nance upon  us,"  and  other  similar  passages, 
in  which  the  two  ideas  of  the  rising  of  the 
sun  on  an  else  dark  world  and  the  rising  of 
the  Divine  countenance  on  else  dark  and 
wintry  hearts  arc  paralleled.  All  thoughts, 
then,  of  brightness,  of  clear  illumination,  of 
gladness  and  knowledge,  of  favour  and 
warmth,  cluster  round  the  emblem  ;  and  of 
the  Jehovah  of  the  Old  Testament,  as  of  the 
glorified  Christ  of  the  New,  it  may  be  said, 
"  His  countenance  was  as  the  sun  shineth  in 
His  strength." 


If  these  things  be  trae,  then  we  may  leOra 
what  it  is  to  "  seek  His  face."  We  do  not 
need  long  and  painful  search  as  for  some- 
thing lost  in  dim  darkness  in  order  to  find 
the  suiL  We  do  not  need  to  seek  the  sun 
with  lanterns;  nor  to  grope  after  God  if 
haply  we  may  find  him.  A  man  need  onl^ 
come  out  of  his  dark  hiding-place  to  find  it. 
If  he  will  but  turn  his  face  to  the  light,  the 
glory  will  brighten  his  features  and  make  glad 
his  eyes.  And  in  like  manner,  to  seek  God's 
face  is  no  long,  dubious  search,  nor  is  He 
hard  to  be  found.  We  have  only  to  desire 
to  possess — and  to  act  in  harmony  with  tiie 
desire — and  we  shall  walk  all  the  day  i&  the- 
light  of  His  countenance ;  count  ■  the  know- 
ledge of  God  and  the  experience  of  Hia 
sunny  favour  as  more  than  all  other  troa-, 
sures  of  wisdom  or  delights  of  love  or  lower 
things.  "There  be  many  that  say,  Who  will 
show  us  any  good?"  and  the  seaidi  is  vain,- 
even  because  it  has  no  clear  knowledge  of 
what  is  good,  and  seeks  to  make  up  for  the 
limitations  of  its  possessions  by  their  multi- 
tude. "  Lord,  lift  thou  up  the  light  of'  thy 
countenance  upon  us."  That  is  the  one 
pearl  of  great  price,  for  which  all  the  frag- 
mentary and  partial  preciousnesses  of  many 
goodly  pearls  are  wisdy  exchanged.  !^- 
deavour  to  keep  vivid  tiie  consdousness  of 
that  face  as  loi&ing  always  in  on  you,  like 
the  solemn  frescoes  of  the  Christ  vtitich  An- 
gelico  painted  on  the  walls  of  his  convent 
cells,  that  each  poor  brother  might  feel  His 
Master  ever  with  him.  Make  Him  your 
companion,  and  then,  though  you  may  feel 
the  awe  of  tiie  thojght,  "  Thon  hast  set  our 
secret  sins  in  the  hght  of  thy  countenance," 
you  will  find  a  joy  deeper  than  the  awe,  and 
learn  the  blessedness  <k  those,  sinfiil  though 
they  may  be,  who  walk  in  the  Ml  brightness 
of  that  face.  Let  Him  be  the  object  of  your 
thoughts,  and  more  and  more  of  your  whole 
nature.  Let  feeling  and  desire,  affection  and 
will,  mind  and  work,  all  turn  to  Him,  taking 
Him  for  motive  and  end,  for  strength  and 
means,  and  turning  all  your  being  towards 
Him  as  the  sunflower  turns  to  follow  the 
sun.  Scrupulously  avoid  whatever  might 
dim  the  vision  of  His  face.  An  invisil>le 
vapour  may  hide  a  star,  and  we  only  know 
that  the  film  is  in  the  nightly  sky  because 
Jupiter,  which  was  blazing  a  moment  ago, 
has  become  dim  or  has  disappeajed.  So  fogs 
and  vapours  from  the  nndrained'swamps  of 
our  own  selfish,  worldly  hearts  may  rob  the 
thought  of  God  of  all  its  genial  lustm,  and 
make  it  an  angry  ball  of  fire,  or  may 'hide 
Him  altogether  from  us  j  and  we  caiiwt.  t* 
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seeking  Him  and  earthly  things  any  more 
than  we  can  serve  God  and  Mammon. 

If  this  be  the  meaning  of  seeking  God's 
£ice,  then  note  that  this  invitation  is  God's 
merciful  voice  to  ns  all.  Whether  the 
Psalmist  is  thinking  about  any  special  time 
or  way  in  which  God  so  spoke  to  him  does 
not  appear.  Rather,  we  may  suppose  that 
he  is  summing  up  the  meaning  of  the  whole 
of  God's  dealings  with  him  in  the  past 
However  that  may  be,  it  is  true  that  God 
thus  speaks  to  each  of  us,  and  that  we  may 
even  say  He  speaks  thus  only  to  us.  By  the 
revelation  to  us  of  His  own  beauty  and  won- 
derful fimess  to  satisfy  the  hunger  of  om 
souls,  He  is  wooing  tis  to  seek  His  face. 
So  infinitely  fair  and  good  is  He,  that  to 
make  Himself  visible  is  to  draw  us  to  Him- 
self. To  know  Him  is  to  lore  Him,  and  the 
heart  of  alt  His  self-revelation  by  speech  and 
deed  is  the  gracious  call  to  come  to  His 
brightness  and  be  at  rest.  By  the  very  make 
of  our  spirits,  which  bear  on  them  alike  in 
tbeii  W«ikness  and  their  strength  the  sign 
that  they  are  His,  and  can  only  be  at  rest  in 
Him,  He  says,  "  Seek  ye  my  face."  By  all 
His  providences  of  joy  or  sorrow,  by  dis- 
appomtments  and  fulfilments,  by  hopes  and 
firuidons,  by  losses  and  gains,  by  all  the 
alternations  which  "toss  us  to  His  breast,"  He 
says, "  Seek  ye  my  fece."  In  all  that  befalls 
us  our  putged  ears  may  hear  "the  gteat 
voice  sayii^.  Come  up  hither."  And  most 
of  all  in  Jesus  Christ,  the  true  "  angel  of 
His  face,"  in  whom  all  the  lustre  of  His  radi- 
ance is  gathered,  docs  he  beckon  us  to  Him- 
self. The  highest,  most  loving,  most  be- 
seeching form  of  that  wonderful  invitation, 
"  Seek  ye  my  &ce,"  is  the  call  of  Him  in 
whose  face  we  see  the  gloiy  of  God  as  we 
see  it  nowhere  besides  :  "  Come  unto  me,  all 
ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden."  So  He 
speaks  to  the  whole  world.  So  He  speaks 
to  each  of  us.  So  He  speaks  to  mc  by 
Christ,  who  is  the  dearest  utterance  of 
His  love  and  the  express  image  of  His 
petson. 

a.  Wc  have  here  the  hearfs  uhe  to  the  vokt 
of  God.  "  My  heart  said  tmto  thee,  Thy  face. 
Lord,  will  I  seek."  Swift  and  immediate,  as 
the  thunder  to  the  lightning,  the  answer  fol- 
lows the  invitation.  If  the  resolve  to  seek 
God's  face  be  not  made  by  us  at  the  very 
moment  when  we  become  aware  of  His  loving 
call,  it  is  very  unlikely  to  be  made  at  all. 
The  first  notes  of  that  low  voice  fall  on  the 
heart  with  more  persuasive  power  than  they 
retam  alter  it  has  become  familiar  with  them, 
even  as  the  first-heard  song  of  the  thrush 


in  spring-time,  that  breaks  the  long  winiiy 
silence,  has  a  sweetness  all  its  own.  The 
echo  answers  as  soon  as  the  mother  voice 
ceases.  But  bow  many  of  us  hesitate  and 
delay,  and  content  ourselves  with  intendoos 
to  answer,  and  so  by  lapse  of  time  lose  oui 
very  consciousness  that  God  is  speaking  to 
us  at  all.  Some  of  us  are  as  dead  to  the  per- 
ception of  His  gracious  call,  just  because  il 
has  been  sounding  on  uninterruptedly,  as  m 
the  dwellers  by  the  waterfall  to  its  unremilliii| 
voice.  And  it  is  always  dangoous  to  delaj 
for  one  moment  the  uprising  oif  the  heart  in 
any  resolution  which  we  know  to  be  ligbL 
Any  unnecessary  interval  interposed  between 
the  perception  of  duty  and  the  doing  of  duty 
weakens  the  perception  and  the  resolution 
as  well,  and  lowers  the  whole  tone  at  a  man. 
So  do  not  let  us  tolerate  any  lingering  hesita- 
tion in  ourselves  in  yielding  to  the  Divine 
summons.  The  only  safety,  the  only  peace, 
lies  in  prompt  obedience  and  in  an  immediate 
answer. 

There  is  ako  brought  out  here  very  plainly 
the  complete  wrrespondma  between  the  Divine 
command  and  the  devout  man's  resolv;. 
Word  for  word  the  invitation  is  repeated  in 
the  answer.  This  man's  obedience  U  no 
partial  obedience.  He  does  not  take  part  Df 
God's  call  and  yield  to  that,  leaving  the  rest 
to  be  dispersed  in  empty  air,  but  di  the 
breadth  and  depth  of  the  message  that  cones 
to  him  firom  God  Is  contained  in  his  ^Jnnou□c^ 
ment  of  his  purpose.  like  the  sailor  V.  th: 
tiller,  he  answers  his  captain's  directions  by 
repeating  them.  "  Port,"  says  the  officer. 
"Port  it  is,"  says  the  steersman.  "Seety: 
my  face."  "Thy  face  will  I  seek."  The  cone- 
spondence  in  words  means  the  correspondenc: 
in  action  and  the  thorough -going  obedience. 
How  unlike  the  half-and-half  seeking,  '^' 
languid  search,  as  of  people  listlessly  \odiin" 
for  something  which  Uiey  do  not  much  exfta 
to  find,  and  do  not  much  care  whether  ibcy 
find  or  no,  which  characterizes  so  manysO' 
called  Christians  !  They  are  seekers  aftsr 
God,  are  they?  Yes,  with  less  eagerness iIub 
they  would  seek  for  a  sovereign  if  it  rolieo 
from  their  fingers  into  the  mud.  And  » 
need  we  wonder  that  so  many  of  us  have 
but  little  consciousness  of  a  found  God  to 
brighten  our  lives  ?  "  Seek  and  ye  shall  find 
is  ever  true,  thank  God,  but  it  must  be  a 
whole-hearted  seeking,  and  not  the  i^m, 
flickering  desire  and  the  listless  action  which 
mark  so  many  of  us. 

Note,  too,  the  Jirm  and  df^isivc  resolu- 
tion shining  through  the  very  brevity  o' 
the  words.     The  original  gives  that  breviiy 
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even  more  strongly.  Three  words  suffice 
to  hold  the  law  which  the  man  has  made 
for  the  pole-star  of  bis  life.  Fixed  re- 
solves need  sboit  professions.  A  Spartan 
brerit]',  as  of  a  man  with  his  lips  tightly 
locked  tc^etber,  is  fitting  for  such  purposes. 
It  is  the  waveiers,  who  have  more  than 
one  end  in  view,  or  the  feeble-willed,  who 
try  to  brace  themselves  up  by  talking,  mkking 
a  fence  of  words  round  them,  who  ore  profuse 
in  their  vows.  The  sober  tcmpeiament,  that 
UKasures  difficulties  and  knows  the  tenacity 
IS  well  as  the  gravity  of  its  detennination, 
keeps  its  breath  for  the  struggle,  and  does 
not  waste  it  on  blowing  the  trumpet  before- 
hwd.  If  we  are  quite  resolved  that  our  life's 
business  is  to  be  seeking  God's  face,  we  shall 
for  the  most  part  say  htde  about  it. 

What  a  contrast  that  clear,  self-conscioui, 
fins  resolution  is  to  the  hesitations  and  in- 
decisions so  commgn  among  us  1  How  few 
of  us  could  honestly  crystallize  the  aims  that 
guide  our  life  into  any  single  sentence  !  How 
much  fewer  there  aie  who  could  do  it  in  /Aat 
sentence  I  We  try  the  impossible  feat  of 
tiding  on  two  horses  at  once.  We  resolve 
and  retract,  and  hesitate  and  compromise. 
The  ship  holds  now  one  way  and  now  another, 
and  that  not  because  we  are  wisely  taddng — 
that  is  to  say,  seeking  to  reach  one  point  by 
widely  varying  courses — but  because  our  hand 
issoweakon  the  helm  that  we  drift  wherever 
the  wash  of  the  waves  and  the  buffets  of  the 
wind  carry  as. 

Further,  we  have  in  this  heart's  echo  to 
tlie  voice  of  God  the  conversum  of  a  general 
inviiaiuin  into  apersoruU  resolution. 

The  call  is,  "  Seek  ye."  The  answer  is,  / 
will  seek.  That  is  what  we  have  all  to  do 
with  God's  words.  He  sows  His  invitations 
broadcast ;  we  have  to  make  them  our  own. 
He  sends  out  His  mercy  for  a  worlds  we 
have  to  claim  each  ottf  portion.  He  issues 
His  commands  to  all ;  I  have  to  make  them 
^  law  for  my  life.  The  stream  flows  deep 
and  broad  from  the  throne  of  God,  and  parts 
into  four  heads,  the  number  expressive  of 
universal  diffusion  thioughout  the  world;  but 
I  have  to  bring  it  into  my  own  garden  by  my 
own  trendi,  and  to  carry  it  to  my  own  lip  in 
my  own  cup.  The  gospel  tells  us  that  Christ 
wed  for  the  world ;  I  have  to  "  appropriate  " 
mat,  as  our  fathers  used  to  name  it,  by  saying 
He  gave  Himself  for  «w.  So  when  that  merci- 
ful voice  comes  to  us  there  must  be,  each  for 
himself  a  personal  response  to  it.  "  Seek  ye 
my  Ewe."  Let  us  each  reply,  "Thy  fece, 
iMwiU/seek." 

Nodiing  in  all  the  world  is  so  blessed  as 


to  hear  that  wonderful  beseeching  call  sound- 
ing in  every  providence,  travelliag  to  us  fix>m 
every  comer  of  the  universe,  speaking  to  us 
in  the  light  of  setting  suns  and  in  the  hush 
of  midnight  skies,  sounding  in  the  break  of 
waves  on  the  beadi  and  in  the  rustle  of  leaves 
in  the  forest  depths,  whispering  to  us  in  the 
depths  of  our  own  hearts  and  wooing  us  by 
all  things  to  our  rest.  Everything  assumes  a 
new  meaning  and  is  appareled  in  celestial 
light  when  we  are  aware  that  everything  is  a 
messei^er  from  God  to  guide  us  to  Himsel£ 
And  nothing  is  so  joyous  as  to  yield  to  that 
most  tender  summons,  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  its  non-acceptance  breeds  and  brings 
discord  and  unrest  into  onr  whole  being.  To 
stifle  it  wholly  ii  impossible,  conscience  will 
ever  and  again  stir.  When  we  feel  most 
secure,  and  have  deadened  our  ears  most 
effectually,  as  we  think,  some  word  01  look, 
a  chance  line  in  a  book,  a  sunset,  a  phrase  in 
a  sermon,  the  meeting  of  a  funeial,  some 
fleeting  gladness,  sets  the  chords  vibrating 
again.  So  there  is  constant  inward  strife,  or, 
if  not,  so  much  the  worse ;  for  the  man  who 
has  lost  the  capacity  of  discerning  God's  voice 
has  lost  the  most  of  what  eimobles  his  nature. 
But  that  is  heaven  on  earth,  nobleness,  peace, 
and  power,  to  stand  as  at  the  point  of  some 
great  ellipse,  to  which  converge  from  all  sides 
the  music  of  God's  manifold  invitations,  and 
listening  to  them  to  say,  I  hear,  and  I  obey. 
Thou  dost  call,  and  I  answer,  Lo !  here 
am  I. 

3.  The  third  bend  in  the  stream  of  thought 
here  is  the  heart's  cry  to  God  founded  on  both 
the  Divine  voice  and  the  human  echo. 

"  Hide  not  thy  face  far  from  me  "  is  clearly 
a  prayer  built  upon  both  these  elements  in 
the  past.  God's  invitation,  and  my  acceptance 
of  i^  both  give  me  the  right  to  pray  thus,  and 
are  pledges  of  the  answer. 

As  to  the  former,  "  Thou  ssudst.  Seek  yt 
my  face  " — "  hide  not  thy  face  from  me  "  is 
but  the  vivid  way  of  putting  the  thought  that 
God  cannot  contradict  Himself.  His  com- 
mandments are  promises.  "Thou  shalt"  is 
but  the  hard,  rough  shell  which  covers  a  sweet 
"  I  will"  from  His  lips.  If  He  bids  us  seek 
His  face,  He  thereby  pledges  Himself  to  show 
us  his  face.  He  binds  Himself  to  us  by  His 
commandments;  and  in  that  sense  too,  as 
well  as  in  others.  His  law  is  a  covenant, 
placing  Him  under  obligations,  even  as  it 
does  us.  He  recognises  tne  force  of  the  plea 
upon  our  lips,  and  owna  that  we  prevail  when 
we  urge  it  He  can  point  with  majestic  self- 
vindication  to  all  the  records  of  the  past,  and 
assert,  "I  have  never  said  to  the  so«d-^C 
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Jacob,  Seek  ye  my  face  in  vain."  So  we  may 
build  an  unshaken  confidence  on  His  un- 
changeable fidelity  to  the  obhgadon  under 
which  He  comes  by  sending  foith  such  a 
summons.  Be  suie  that  God  nerec  calls  us 
to  a  feast  and  sets  before  us  an  empty  table, 
when  we  take  Him  at  His  word  and  come. 
His  past  is  the  guarantee  and  pattern  for  His 
future.  Has  He  bid  me  seek  His  face? 
Then  He  cannot  hide  his  face  from  me,  nor 
say  me  nay  when  I  beseech  Him  to  lift  up 
its  light  upon  me. 

As  to  the  second  ground  of  this  prayer,  it 
rests  on  my  past  as  well  as  on  God's.  "  Thy 
face  will  I  seek — hide  not  thy  face  from  me," 
That  is  the  confidence  that  because  wc 
seek  we  shall  find.  My  feeblest  desire  brings 
answers  correspondent  to  its  strength  and 
purity.  It  cannot  be  that  any  man  ever 
truly  longed  to  know  God  and  was  balked  of 
his  wish.  You  may  have  estactly  as  much  of 
God  as  you  want ;  as  much,  that  is,  as  you  can 
hold,  as  much  as  the  ordering  of  your  lives 
makes  it  possible  that  we  should  possess. 
There  is  no  limit  to  our  consciousness  of 
God's  loving  presence  and  help,  except  that 
drawn  by  ourselves.  He  fills  the  vessels  we 
bring,  be  they  large  or  small.  And  there  is 
no  possibility  of  any  longing  after  Him 
remaining  unsatisfied.  No  hunger  of  heart, 
no  aching  emptiness,  no  eyes  failing  with 


looking  for  the  visitor  who  never  comes,  no 
pining  away  in  sick  disappointment^  have  any 
place  in  the  relation  of  the  soul  to  God.  So 
sufficient  is  He,  so  near,  so  infinitely  desirous 
to  impart  Himself,  that  He  needs  but  tbe 
narrowest  opening  to  pour  His  fiilness  into 
the  heart.  Blessed  are  they  who  hunger  and 
thirst  after  God,  for  ihey  shall  be  fiUei  He 
does  not  holdout  a  gift  with  one  hand  and 
then  twitch  it  away  with  the  other  when  we 
try  to  grasp,  as  chiklren  do  with  tight  reflecled 
from  a  looking-glass  on  a  wall.  That  iair 
face  does  not  elude  us  when  we  try  to  look 
on  i[,'but  to  seek  is  to  find,  to  wish  for  God 
is  to  have  God. 

"Seek  His  face  evermore,'  and  your  life 
will  be  bright  because  you  will  indk  in  tbe 
light  of  His  countenance  always.  That  hsx 
will  brighten  the  darkness  of  death,  and 
"  make  a  sunshine  in  that  shady  place."  As 
you  pass  through  the  daik  valley  it  will  shioe 
in  upon  you,  as  the  sun  looks  through  the 
savage  gorge  in  the  Himalayas,  above  whidi 
towers  tiiat  strange  mountain  which  is  pierced 
right  through  with  a  circular  apetturc;  and 
when  you  reach  the  land  beyond  you  will 
enter  it  with  the  wonderfiil  hope  on  your 
lips,  "  As  for  me,  I  shall  behold  thy  face  in 
righteousoess,"  and  heaven's  heaven  will  be 
that  "  His  servants  serve  Him  and  see  Wii 
face." 


AN  OLD  SONG. 


IT  was  an  old  and  once-familiar  strain, 
A  distant  echo  firom  the  years  gone  by 
And  now  we  heard  its  melody  again 
Beneath  a  foreign  sky. 


God  baA  duHca  tli»  weak  thingi  of  Uio  world."  ', 

To  that  far  distant  land  beyond  die  sea, 
Which  we  had  left  on  foreign  shores  to 
roam, 
The  music  bore  us  on  its  pinions  fi-ee 
Back  to  our  home ; 


A  company  of  strangers,  met  to  part. 

Spending  an  evening  in  tbo  same  hotel, 
And  soft  as  dew  upon  each  weary  heart 
The  sweet  notes  fell 

She  was  a  f^r  and  gentle  maid  who  sang. 

Who  summers  seventeen  had  scarcely  told, 
And  deftly  from  her  practised   hand   and 
tongue 
'Die  music  rolled. 

We  hushed  our  busy  talk  to  hear  her  sing,  ■ 

The  earnest  student  laid  his  book  aside. 

While  memoiy  bore  us  on  her  noiseless,  wing 

O'er  ocean  wide,  -    .- 


Back  to  the  land  which  we   had  left  ^' 
hind, 
The  land  of  love,  and  hope,  and  iaith,  «» 


And  one  there  was  whoieard  that  soothing 

song,  .  .    J 

Whose  heart  was  heavy  with  iis  weight  « 

Embittered  by  a  sense  of  eniel  vjong, 
(io  biead  m^t  share.  ^ 
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Silently,  pioudly,  had  he  borne  his  paio, 
Cnisheid  from  his  wounded    heait  each 
softening  thought ; 
But  the  sweet  tones  of  that  forgotten  strain 
New  feehngs  brought. 

Strange  longings  rose  once  more  to  see  the 
place 
Which  in  his  boyhood  he  had  held  so  dear, 
To  see  once  more  his  aged  father's  face, 
His  voice  to  hear ; 

To  meet  again  his  gentle  sister's  smile — 
(Twas  she  who  used  to  sing  this  self-saihe 
song). 
Would  not  her  love  his  thoughts  from  soitow 
wile, 
AJid  soothe  his  wrong  ? 

How  would  their  faithful  hearts  rejoice  to  greet 
Their  prodigal's  relum  from  distant  shore, 
And  bind  his  heart  by  many  a  welcome  sweet 
To  roam  no  more  I 

Thus  he  resolved  that,  when  the  morning 

He  would  arise  and  homeward  wend  his 
way. 
And,  heedless  of  the  harsh  world's  praise  or 
blame, 
No  more  would  stray. 


Little  the  singer  guessed  the  power  that  lay 
Beneath  the  accents  of  her  simple  song  ; 
Its  soothing  words  should  haunt  him  day  by 
day, 
And  make  him  strong. 

The  lengthening  twilight  stole  into  the  room 
And  wmpped  us  in  its  mantle  cold  and 

grey; 

But  from  the  listener's  heart  the  deeper  gloom 
Had  passed  away. 

Tlie  song  was  ended,  and  the  singer  rose. 
And  lights  were  brought,  and  books  and 
work  resumed ; 
His  spirit  tasted  long-denied  repose 
By  hope  illura'd ; 

And  when  the  morning  dawned  he  homeward 
turned, 
Back  to  his  father's  house  beyond  the  sea, 
The  dear  old  homestead  where  his  spirit 
yearned 

Once  more  to  be. 

0  happy  maid !   Go  singing  thus  through  life. 
Bidding  the  lost  return,  tiie  weak  be  strong ; 
Thine  is  a  gift  with  heavenly  comfort  rife, 
The  gift  of  song. 

LVDIA   HOPE. 


PROTESTANT  ADVANCE  IN  SPAIN  AND  PORTUGAL. 


By  pastor  FUEDNER,   of  M.vdsid. 


ON  my  journey  &om  Madrid  to  England, 
when  I  passed  so  many  tunnels 
and  so  many  gigantic  bridges,  I  thought, 
"Who  has  done  all  this?"  No  emperor 
would  have  been  powerful  enough,  and  no 
Rothsdiild  rich  enough,  to  do  it ;  but  union 
has  completed  it.  People  of  the  most  dif- 
ferent stations  in  life  have  united  with  the 
Me  object  of  making  money.  With  it  they 
have  subjected  the  earth.  Shall  we  not  Icam 
from  the  children  of  this  world  ?  What  is 
more  necessary  in  the  stru^lc  with  Rome's 
suporstition  and  unbehef  than  union  amoi^ 
the  combatants.  Let  us  unite  for  the  one 
^preme  object,  not  to  make  sects,  but  to 
■in  souls  for  the  Saviour.  As  we  do  this 
the  kmgdom  is  ours. 

Our  services  have  become  more  quiet  and 
Mcorons.  With  what  delight  do  our  young 
■-DiiBtiani  sing  "  Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus," 


"  Salvo  en  los  tiernos  brazos  de  mi  Jesus 
ser^;"  or  "How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus 
sounds,"  "  Cuan  dulce  el  nombre  de  Jesus !" 
And  fcuDw  does  a  Protestant  heart  rejoice 
when  it  can  sing  in  the  sonorous  language  of 
the  Hidalgos  the  grandest  of  all  German 
chorales, 

"  DnpcTtad  la.  vol  luti  Uunt," 

"  Awalp,  ainilc,  the  night  i>  fljFing." 

or  even  challenge  the  ancient  enemy  of  our 
Reformation  in  his  own  bloody  fortress  with 
Lather's  song  of  triumph, 


It  IS  like  a  prophetic  shout  in  the  land  of  scaf- 
folds and  torture-chambers,  the  grave  of  thou- 
sands of  noble  martyrs,  "Awake  and  sing,  ye 
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that  dweltin  dust;  for  thy  dew  is  as  the  dew  of 
herbs,  and  the  earth  shall  cast  out  the  dead." 
The  Frotestaat  hymn  has  become  a  power  in 
Spain  f  we  have  heard  it  amongst  the  rocks  of 
Montserrat,  even  within  the  cloistered  walls, 
where  Ignatius  of  Loyola  devoted  himself  as 
kn^ht  to  the  Vii^  Mary,  in  order  to  b^in 
his  dark  stni^le  against  the  bright  gospel 
of  God.  Jesus  remains  stronger  than  the 
Jesuits. 

And  the  principal  thing  is,  that  the  hunger 
and  thirst  for  the  Word  of  God  is  not  abated. 
How  I  should  hke  to  take  you  into  some  of 
our  little  congregations,  where  the  love  of  the 
Bible  puts  us  old  evangelical  Christians  to 
shame.  One  has  sometimes  to  preach  under 
difficulties  indeed,  as  on  one  occasion,  in 
Escomaz,  where  I  feared  my  auditors  might 
fall  on  my  head.  The  little  hall  was  soon 
filled,  and  more  came  crowding  in,  when  it 
occurred  to  one  young  fellow  to  climb  up 
into  the  beams.  One  after  anothei  followed 
his  example,  and  soon  they  sat  in  rows  like 
sparrows  on  a  house-top.  It  is  true  that  I 
looked  up  sometimes,  when  any  movement 
was  made,  thinking,  "  Are  they  combg  down 
or  not?"  But,  thank  God,  there  was  no 
Eutychus  amongst  them ;  and  it  is  a  great 
joy  to  preach  the  Saviour  to  such  congrega- 
tions. 

Last  summer  I  visited  Morgadanes,  in  Ga- 
licia,  where  a  few  days  before  two  evangelists 
had  been  wounded,  and  only  made  theii 
escape  from  being  stoned  to  death  by  a  pre- 
cipifate  Sight.  With  some  trepidation  I 
pushed  my  way  into  the  mountains  up  a 
tocky  path  ;  but  I  only  wish  all  my  readers 
could  have  seen  the  delight  with  which,  like 
their  forefathers,  the  ancient  Galalians,  these 
simple  villagers  received  me — as  if  I  had  been 
an  angel  of  God ;  and  then,  like  the  fisher- 
men of  the  sea  of  Galilee,  gave  me  of  the 
best  they  had,  coarse  maize  bread  and  a  few 
little  fishes.  At  another  place  an  old  man  of 
seventy  came  twenty-four  miles  on  foot  to  buy 
a  Bible.    I  could  mention  many  such  cases. 

We  are  gradually  coming  into  closer  con- 
tact with  the  educated  classes.  We  regard 
this  as  a  sacred  duty,  which,  unfortunately, 
has  been  too  much  neglected  in  consequence 
of  the  press  of  work.  The  door  is  opened 
before  us  here  too,  and  the  entrance  pre- 
pared. It  is  doubtless  an  important  step  in 
advance  that  we  are  not  only  received  as 
members  of  the  Athenaeum  of  Madrid,  which 
we  before  mentioned,  but  can  bear  witness 
there,  in  the  hearing  of  the  ^eatest  authorities 
in  the  parliamentary  and  mtellectual  life  of 
Spain,  that  it  is  to  the  unadulterated  Word 


of  God  that  Protestant  countries  owe  their  ! 
greatness,  and  that  the  apostasy  from  it  and  I 
opposition  against  it  are  the  principal  causes  j 
of  the  terrible  decline  of  Spain.   At  the  suae  '■ 
time  the  idea  of  a  Christian  Church  whidi 
does  not  seek  to  be  a  kingdom  of  this  world, 
and  which  only  by  spiritual  influence  aims  at 
the  r^eneration  of  society,  is  so  new  to  the 
inhabitants  of  Romish  cotmtries,  who  have 
been  accustomed  from  their  youth  to  regaid 
Rome  and  Christianity  as  identical,  that  many 
of  the  educated  listen  with  astoni^ment  and 
delight ;  for  amongst  them,  too,  there  is  manj 
a  Nathanael.     But  we  must  bring  our  fortes 
far  more  to  bear  upon  this  point;  for  in  n- 
gard  to  the  educated  too,  the  words  hold 
true,  "  How  shall  they  believe  if  they  have 
not  heard?"     Real,  living,  evangelical  Chris- 
tianity has  never  yet  been  preached  to  them, 

We  can  see  that  the  inner  life  of  the  con- 
gregations is.  increasing  from  the  fact  that  ID 
many  places,  such  as  Oporto  and  Lisbon,  and 
also  in  Spain,  the  members  of  the  congrega- 
tions take  an  interest  in  helping  on  the  work. 
The  Sunday-schools,  which  we  particulirly 
desire  to  cherish,  not  only  on  account  of  the 
scholars,  but  for  the  sake  of  the  teachers  too, 
are  becoming  by  their  ever-increasing  num- 
bers constantly  of  more  importance.  It  at 
be  easily  understood  that  there  is  great  diffi- 
culty in  our  young  congregations  in  fini^nf 
suitable  helpers  for  such  work. 

Our  day-schools,  also,  not  only  increase  in 
number,  but,  which  is  of  far  more  importaoM, 
they  begin  to  contribute  towards  their  o*i> 
support.  The  attempt  was  difficult,  and  had 
to  struggle  with  mudi  opposition  in  the  b^ 
ginning,  but  its  success  has  spurred  on  olhfls 
to  imitation  in  different  parts  of  the  Peninsuli; 
and  the  fact  that  the  number  of  children  is 
on  the  increase  in  the  schools,  where  thef 
were  first  mstructed  gratis  but  must  nov  j^f  . 
something,  proves  that  thorough  Protestant  , 
education  is  beginning  to  be  valued. 

la  the  same  way  it  has  been  our  aim  i"* 
only  to  distribute  evangelical  hteratore,  but 
at  ^e  same  time  to  make  it  of  value.  No- 
thing is  won  for  the  gospel  by  its  being  give" 
away,  and,  as  was  very  often  the  case  in  the 
beginning,  its  being  thrown  away.  We  sim 
give  away  leaflets  and  tracts  by  hundreds  of 
thousands ;  but,  besides  them,  our  books  of 
different  sizes  are  sold  by  colporteursi  or 
through  the  book-shops.  It  was  no  easy 
task  to  accustom  die  Spaniards  to  bny  Pf>- 
testant  books,  for,  as  they  had  been  acois- 
tomed  to  get  them  almost  without  exception 
for  nothing  in  the  first  years,  they  looked  up™ 
■'  as  a  mean  ,innoyatioei^bH,t,«,^!wre  con- 
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rinced  that  our  principle  was  right,  and  were 
able  to  put  this  principle  into  practice  as  soon 
as  we  took  the  dep6t  of  religious  tracts  into  our 
book-shop.  The  result  proved  that  we  were 
in  Che  right.  We  sold,  indeed,  books  aod 
tracts  only  to  the  amount  of  about  £.^  in 
the  first  six  months ;  but  even  that  little  sum 
was  more  than  had  been  cashed  in  the  four 
preceding  years.  In  the  second  year  the 
sale  amounted  to  almost  ^20,  in  the  third 
to  £fi\,  in  the  fourth  to  £,iai,  in  the 
last  to  ;^i8o.  This  is  not  a  bad  measure 
foi  the  success  of  the  work  in  general,  for 
it  proves  that  the  Spaniards  have  already 
begun  to  love  and  value  our  Protestant 
literature.  But  what  a  task  is  it  to  create 
a  new  Protestant  literature  for  Spain  and 
half  of  America  I  It  requires  more  than 
the  whole  power  of  one  roan,  and  yet  we  can 
only  devote  ourselves  to  it  at  times  and  by 
<lelaying  other  tasks.  How  we  do  long  for 
more  means,  and  for  more  and  more  faithful 
helpers  in  this  part  of  our  work  1 

School-books  are  still  a  pressing  necessity, 
although  we  have  already  published  a  few. 
Ooe  can  scarcely  imagine  how  in  this  sphere 
of  labour  everything  must  be  begun  o^  evo. 
Even  primers  and  reading-books  must  be 
printed.  But  you  will  ask  in  astonishment, 
"Were  there  none  in  Spain  before?"  No 
doubt  there  were,  but  there  was  not  one 
ABC  book  in  which  there  was  not  a  prayer  to 
a  SMut  or  an  Ave  Maria,  and  therefore  we 
could  not  make  use  of  them  in  our  Protestant 
schools.  There  was  not  a  book  of  history 
which  did  not  represent  as  glorious  the  time 
of  Phihp  II.,  the  time  of  persecutions  and 
scaffolds ;  there  was  no  geography -bo  ok  in 
which  the  greatest  absurdities  were  not  taught 
in  reference  to  the  heretical  countries  of 
England,  America,  and  Prussia.  Thank  God, 
we  have  made  some  little  progress  since  that 
beginning,  and  with  God's  help  began  last 
year  to  publish  a  Christian  periodical  for 
the  educated,  the  Reviita  Cristtana,  which, 
along  with  the  Cristiano,  a  religious  weekly 
paper  for  the  members  of  our  congregations, 
ud  the  Amiga  de  la  Infaneia,  our  Sunday- 
school  pa^  for  children,  is  destined  to  sup- 
ply the  spiritual  wants  of  the  higher  classes. 
For  we  must  go  through  the  whole  scale,  from 
the  school-books  up  to  scientific  treatises. 
We  must  create  a  literature  for  children, 
which  in  Spain  is  very  much  neglected,  and 
we  must  write  historical  books,  among  which 
we  can  already  mention  the  biography  of 
John  Howard  and  the  life  of  Luther  as  pub- 
lished.   What  we  have  been  able  to  do  till 


generous  help  of  English  friends,  who  have 
fortunately  as  many  pounds  in  their  pockets 
as  we  have  pennies.  But  how  much  remains 
yet  to  be  done ! 

Although  we  have  never  been  rolling 
in  wealth,  yet  we  have  never  wanted.  Our 
cruse  of  oil  may  not  always  have  been 
full  to  the  brim,  and  we  may  have  had 
little  food  in  the  house.  Notwithstand- 
ing, we  can  confess  with  praise  that  the 
meal  in  the  barrel  did  not  waste,  neither 
did  the  cruse  of  oil  fail  in  our  work. 
And  where,  perhaps,  formerly  too  much  was 
extravagantly  expended,  the  work  has  only 
been  improved  and  furthered  by  the  fact  that 
the  outer  means  were  limited.  Neither  are 
we  afraid  for  the  future.  Is  the  work  not  the 
work  of  our  Lord?  And  are  not  silver  and 
gold  also  his?  He  that  clothes  the  HUes 
of  the  field  with  more  glory  than  that  of 
Solomon  has  all  that  we  want,  and  in  great 
abundance,  not  only  silver  and  gold,  but 
jewels  too,  for  the  building  of  His  temple. 
Do  not  sparkle  more  than  the  most  costly 
precious  stones  the  farthings  of  that  poor 
shoemaker's  wife  in  Miihlhausen,  who  Idd 
by  five  centimes  from  the  sale  of  each  pair 
of  hoots  for  the  I-ord's  work  in  Spain ;  or 
the  plain  watch  of  yonder  man  on  the  Rhine, 
which  he,  enthusiastic  for  his  Saviour's  cause, 
tore  from  its  iron  chain  and  laid  upon  the 
plate;  or  the  cents  of  those  children  in 
America  who  gather  and  sell  old  iron  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Spanish  orphans  ;  the  rings  of 
the  octogenarian  pastor  in  Wiirtcmberg  who, 
in  the  certainty  of  soon  meeting  the  wife  who 
had  gone  before  him,  before  the  throne  of  the 
I^mb,  requires  now  no  outward  remem- 
brance of  her,  and,  therefore,  brings  his  own 
and  her  marriage  rings  to  the  Lord  ;  or  the 
little  garnet  cross  which  was  sent  with  the 
words,  "  There  is  no  restraint  to  the  Lord  to 
help  by  many  or  by  few"?  Here  we  can 
glance  into  the  secret  treasure-chambers  of 
the  household  of  our  glorious  God ;  here  we 
receive  refreshment  and  joyfulness  for  our 
work,  because  we  see  what  fellow-labourers 
God  has  placed  at  our  side.  That  our  work 
increases,  and  we  require,  therefore,  each  year 
mote  money,  does  not  make  us  anxious ;  we 
thank  God  for  daily  growth,  and  do  not  fear 
for  our  daily  wants ;  for  the  Lord  our  God 
has  not  exhausted  His  treasures. 

As  was  seen  in  our  survey  of  the  stations, 
we  can  preach  throughout  the  whole  Penin- 
sula. Let  us  now  cast  a  glance  at  the 
work  itself.  Two,  or  rather  three,  Bible  so- 
cieties are  actively  at  work,'  selling,  with 
the  help  of  thirty  colporteurs  and  a  Bible- . 
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carriage,  thousands  of  Tes- 
taments and  Gospels.  The 
British  and  Foreign  Bible 
Society  takes,  of  course,  the 
first  rank.  The  Rehgious 
Tract  Society  of  London  is 
quite  as  indefatigable,  not 
only  distributing  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  tracts,  but, 
what  is  of  still  more  import- 
ance, selling  thousands  of 
pamphletsand  books.  There 
are  now  about  sixty  laiger  or 
smaller  congregations,  or 
rather  mission  stations;  per- 
haps (he  same  number  of 
schools,  with  from  five  to 
six  thousand  children;  about 
ten  thousand  members,  and, 
perhaps,  twenty  thousand 
who  at  least  hear  the  preach- 
ing of  the  gospel ;  fifty  Sun- 
day-schools with  more  than 
three  thousand  children; 
fourteen  properties,  which 
have  been  altered  so  as  to 
serve  for  churches  and 
schools,  in  Oporto,  Lisbon, 
San  Fernando,  Seville, 
Jerez,  Granada,  Cunuflai, 
and  Madrid ;  an  orphanage 
and  a  hospital,  besides  oar 
book-shop  and  Frotestait 
weekly  papers  for  children 
and  adults,  all  proving  that 
God  has  richly  blessed  ibe 
short  work  of  the  last  ten 
years. 

But  when  we  with  thank- 
fulness count  up  our  native 
ministry  at  JereE,  Reus, 
Madrid,  Santander,  Ian- 
goza,  and  Barcelona,  and 
our  thirty  or  forty  foreign 
stations,  another  question 
mayariseof  more  importance 
and  gravity  concerning  our 
work,  the  question  of  the 
disciples — "What  are  these 
among  so  many?"  "Do 
you  really  believe  that  your 
little  congregations,  consist- 
ing of  a  few  thousand  of 
poor,  and  for  the  raost 
part  uneducated  Protestant 
Christians,  which  are  like  a 
drop  in  a  bucket  compared 
to  the  many  millions  speak- 
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in  [he  old  and  new  world,  will  make  a 
lasting  impressioa  7  Is  their  number  not 
too  small?  are  they  not  too  weak  even  to 
act  as  leaven  for  these  great  superstitious 
and  incredulous  masses?"  We  find  the 
answer  in  Spain  itself.  There  stands  amongst 
the  splendid  rows  of  columns  of  the  ancient 
mosque  in  C6rdoba,  hidden  away  behind 
many  hundred  pillan,  one  of  particukr 
importance.  A  cross  with  the  picture  of  the 
Saviour  is  engraved  upon  it  with  rough,  but 
lecoguisable  Ijnes.  Whilst  the  false  prophet 
Mohammed  made  the  West  tremble  with  his 
fknatic  hordes  of  wanioia,  whilst  the  domi- 
nion of  the  Arabs  extended  throughout  Spain, 
and  the  splendour  of  their  mosques  sur- 
rounded the  region  of  Islam  with  fairy-like 
glory,  stood  a  poor  Christiaa  slave  duuned 
to  that  column,  destined  by  his  presence  to 
add  to  the  noisy  glory  of  the  festivities  of 
Islam,  but  who  could  not  forget  the  despised 
and  crucified  One,  whose  love  filled  his  heart. 
With  persevering  and  toilsome  labour   he 


scratched  with  a  nail  His  cross  and  image  on 
the  marble  pillar.  And  now  ?  Mohammed's 
gJoiy  has  passed  away;  the  sceptre  of  Islam, 
which  subdued  Spain,  has  been  broken ;  even 
the  ancient  mosque  changed  into  a  Christian 
church,  and  the  simple  crucifix  has  lasted 
longer  than  the  power  and  glory  of  a  civilisa- 
tion which  once  filled  half  the  world.  Let, 
then,  superstitioa  keep  her  noisy,  popular 
feasts,  her  celibate  priests  and  fair  architec- 
ture ;  let  the  falsely  praised  wisdom  and  phi- 
losophy of  infidelity  boast  of  the  proud  piJlars 
of  her  splendid  temple  as  eternal  in  her  vain 
self-conceit ;  we  will  engrave  the  image  of 
our  crucified  Saviour  in  the  Latin  races  with 
quiet,  unseen,  and  despised  labour,  in  the 
joyfid  confidence  that  His  image  carries  the 
seal  of  eternity  with  iL  Small,  modest,  and 
laborious  is  our  work,  but,  thank  Cod,  it  has 
till  now  not  been  in  vain,  and  will  not  be  so 
for  the  future  of  the  Spaniuds  and  Portuguese, 
for  it  carries  the  stamp  of  our  crucified 
Saviour. 
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FOURTH  PAPER. — REVISED   TRAMSLATION.* 

I  NOW  come  to  the  second  part  of  our 
theme.  I  have  already  noted  the  large 
accumulation  of  materials — MSS.,  Fathers' 
Versions — and  have  illustrated  the  resuUs 
(^  this  examination  of  these  materials  by 
giving  the  various  readings  of  two  £|»£des, 
ud  by  a  collection  of  important  passages  in 
nhidi  changes  have  been  made.  Thesecond 
question  is — Why  are  changes  of  translation 
necessary,  and  to  what  extent  must  these 
changes  go? 

And  here  it  will  be  found  convenient  to 
slter  the  method  of  inquiry.  Instead  of 
enumerating  passages  in  difiierent  books,  it 
)^ill  be  better  to  classify  the  changes  them- 
selves by  defining  the  principles  on  which 
'W  are  made.  These  principles  are  chiefly 
'nree.  Changes  are  required  because  words 
of  the  Authorised  Version  are  now  obsolete 
or  ambiguous.  Changes  are  required  to  pre- 
serve "  the  identity  of  phrasing,"  the  transla- 
tion of  important  Greek  words  by  the  same 
Mgbsh  words,  which  the  original  translators 
wmaUy  repudiated;  and  changes  are  required 

"«    Md  lU  a  ttini  puugc,  Mall.  V.  37,  reid  ^o  "i.  oE 


to  express  with  greater  accuracy  the  meaning 
of  the  original  Greek.  To  these  changes  the 
three  following  papers  will  be  devoted. 

The  age  of  the  Authorised  Venion  (1604 
— 161 1)  was,  in  some  respects,  the  golden  age 
of  our  language.  It  was  the  age  of  Spenser 
and  Shakspere,  of  Raleigh  and  Bacon.  It 
was  an  age,  moreover,  to  which  the  matchless 
English  of  Tyndale's  translation,  made  eighty 
years  earlier,  was  still  intelligible  and  popular. 
But  two  hundred  and  seventy  years  have 
passed  since  then;  and  two  hundred  and 
seventy  years  make  great  changes  in  a  spoken 
tongue.  Spenser  and  Shakspere  and  Bacon 
all  need  glossaries  to  make  their  meaning 
plain,  and  Scripture  is  subject  to  the  same 
law.  There  are,  in  fact,  some  two  hundred 
and  fifty  words  and  phrases  that  are  obsolete, 
or  what  is  more  mischievous,  are  misleading. 
If  obsolete,  they  give  no  sense  ;  if  still  used 
in  new  senses  they  mislead ;  and  so  the  mean- 
ing is  either  lost  or  perverted.  Sometimes 
the  words  are  of  Saxon  origin,  as  "  by-and- 
by,"  which  always  means  at  once,  or  imme- 
diately ;  and  "  take  thought,"  which  always 
means  "to  take  to  heart,  to  be  distracted  or 
anxious,"  though  this  last  is  feeble,  Tc> 
"bestow"  meant  of  old  to  put  iI)Jq^p^cqc 
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(stow) ;  now  it  means  to  put  into  the  hands 
of  any  one,  and  so  to  give.  "  By  "  (against), 
"  heady  "  (headstrong),  "  high-minded,"  and 
many  more,  are  equally  ambiguous.  Oftener 
the  words  are  of  Latin  origin,  and  represent  an 
early  and  accurate  meaning  of  the  Latin  form 
— a  meaning  which  has  entirely  or  largely 
passed  away. 

The  word  "conversation"  is  a  familiar 
instance.  It  occurs  eighteen  times  in  the  Neiv 
Testament  and  a  few  times  in  the  Old.  "  To 
him  that  ordereth  his  conversation  aright  will 
1  show  the  salvation  of  God."  Lot  was 
"vexed  with  the  filthy  convenation  of  the 
wicked."  And  godly  women  are  exhorted  to 
try  and  win  their  husbands  to  the  Gospel  "  by 
their  chaste  convenation."  Other  passages 
are  equally  important.  In  every  one  it 
makes  a  sense,  and  sometimes  a  good  sense. 
But  the  word  never  has  in  Scripture  its  modem 
meaning.  It  means  always  manner  or  habit 
of  life,  behaviour  (the  vita  quam  vivitnus — 
not^u^),  and  is  so  translated  in  three  pas- 
sages; "willing  to  live  honestly"  (Heb.  xiii. 
i8 ;  3  Pet.  ii.  i8) ;  "  that  thou  mayest  know 
how  to  bihave  thyself  in  the  house  of  God  " 
(i  Tim.  iii.  15).  A  form  of  the  same  word 
is  used  in  its  old  sense  in  Josh.  viii.  35 — 
"  the  strangers  that  were  conversant  (that  is, 
that  lived)  among  them" — where,  perhaps, 
.  there  is  no  ambiguity,  though  to  plain  readers 
the  meaning  is  not  clear.  And  we  still  speak 
of  being  conversant  with  (or  formerly  in)  that 
business.  In  nearly  all  the  passages  the 
truth  taught  is  important,  and  in  none  of 
them  is  it  plain.  In  the  Epistle  to  the  Fhi- 
lippians  the  Greek  word  used  is  peculiar. 
Philippi,  too,  was  "no  mean  city,"  and  was  a 
Roman  colony,  entitled  to  the  privileges  of 
Roman  citizenship.  Its  inhabitants  were  "citi- 
zens J "  and  in  addressing  the  Church  there, 
the  apostle,  with  his  usual  courtesy  and  tact, 
always  speaks  of  their  manner  of  life  under 
this  nobler  designation.  "Let  your  conver- 
sation be  as  it  becometh  the  Gospel "  (Phil.  i. 
27),  is  rather,  Let  your  life,  your  citizenship, 
be  worthy  of  the  Gospel  j  as  later  (iii.  20)  he 
bids  them  to  be  holy,  because  "  their  conver- 
sation "  (i.e.  their  citizenship)  "  is  in  heaven." 
In  this  instance  we  have  not  only  a  clearer 
statement  of  truth,  but  a  new  meaning  at 
once  beautiful  and  instructive — a  lesson  in 
evidences  and  in  courtesy. 

Occasionally  the  erroneous  impression  pro- 
duced by  semi-obsolete  words  is  made  worse  j 
by  the  context.  In  Heb.  xiii.  ;,  for  example, 
the  Christians  are  bidden  "  to  consider  the 
end  of  the  conversation "  of  their  leaders, 
and  to  copy  their  faith.    In  some  editions, 


the  following  verse — "  Jesus  Christ,  ihe  same 
yesterday,"  &c.,  is  separated  only  by  a  semi- 
colon :  and  then  "  the  end  of  their  conveisa- ' 
tion  "  is  the  name  and  cause  of  their  Master. 
What  is  really  meant  is,  that  we  are  to  con- 1 
siderthe  blessed  end  their  life  had— how  Ihn ! 
left  the  world  in  faith  and  peace.  Similatly, ' 
the  rendering  damnation  may  seem  required  ■ 
in  some  passages  by  adjuncts — "  eternal  dan- 
nation"  (Matt  xxiii.  33),  "damuaiion  01 
hell"  (Mark  iii.  ag),  &c.j  but  cordemm-, 
tion  or  judgment  is  ail  that  is  found  in  ix  \ 
Greek.  The  phrase,  as  a  tehoU,  ma;  impi) ! 
alt  that  the  common  interpretadon  gi'i'K 
it ;  but  the  awful  meaning  is  not  io  :k 
word  "  condemnation,"  but  in  the  added 
words. 

Awful  words  are  the  words  damnatioti  and 
damned.  It  is  a  tvrong  rendering  in  some 
passages,  as  in  3  Fet.  ii.  i,  3,  where  the  wonl 
means  destructive  and  dcstnicdon.  It  isic 
obsolete  rendering  in  others :  Matt  uiii  M I 
xxiii,  33  ;  Mark  iii.  39;  xii.40;  Luke  n.  45; 
John  iii.  29  ;  Rom,  iii.  8  ;  xiii.  a  ;  i  Cor.  ni- 
29  ;  3  Thess.  ii.  ra  j  i  Tim.  v.  11 ;  in  all  oi 
which  it  means  simply  condemnation  acd 
condemned;  though  in  some  of  them  ite 
condemnation  seems,  from  the  accompaD}'iiiS 
words,  to  be  final  and  irremediable  (wHslt. 
xxiii,  33;  Mark  iii.  99).  On  the  other  hand, 
the  Greek  word  in  Matt.  xvL  r6 ;  Luke  i 
31,33;  I  Cor.  xi.  32,  is  a  strong  form,  saJ 
tiiough  translated  condemn,  would  bear  fc 
more  awful  rendering. 

In  two  passages  where  the  word  damn^ 
is  used  in  its  lighter  obsolete  sense,  ^ 
rendering  is  very  mischievous.  The  fini  is 
in  Romans  xiv.  33,  where  it  is  said  thal"''^ 
a  man  doubts  whether  he  may  eat,  "hei* 
damned,  if  he  eat ; "  and  the  second  is  in  liif 
words  of  the  institution  of  the  Lord's  Sappo,  j 
quoted  in  all  their  awfulness  in  the  Com- ' 
munion  Service  of  the  English  Churdi,  "i^ 
that  eateth  and  drinketh  unworthily,  ow* 
and  drinketh  damnation  to  himself."  '^^ 
scruples  have  been  created  by  these  woids— 
what  misgivings  and  fear  1  Nor  only  scnipte 
and  fear.  A  modem  preacher  has  sail, 
"  the  word  damnation  has  no  business  here  — 
a  most  just  decision;  and  he  has  added lli^ 
the  translators  were  so  desirous  of  relaiwt; 
the  word,  that  they  insert  it  where  it  shoal'- 
never  have  been — a  most  unjust  decisw>;- 
The  fact  is  that  damnation  is  in  old  English 
a  lighter  word  than  condnnnation,  a  remai' 
true  of  Other  compounds  of  iwi  and  a  simp^ 
verb.  At  the  very  time  when,  as  it  is  ^ 
gested,  the  translators  introduced  the  won) 
with  such  an  unworthy  purpose,  there  was  * 
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many  of  the  Churches  a  version  with  the 
rendering — "When  Judas  saw  that  Jesus 
was  damfned"  "  No  man  hath  dampned 
thee ;  neither  I  shall  dampne  thee."  Simi- 
larly in  an  edition  of  Luther's  Sermons,  pub- 
lished in  i6»6,  the  editor,  a  London  clergy- 
man, says  in  the  preface  :  "  Bishop  Latimer 
preached  twice  every  Sunday — to  the  gieat 
ihame  and  damnation  of  non-preaching 
Prdiles."  The  examples  are  innumerable. 
And  can  any  reader  doubt  that  such  am- 
biguities should  cease  P  The  mischief  they 
do  in  creating  misunderstanding  of  the  pas- 
sages in  which  they  are  found,  and  mis- 
giving as  to  other  passages  and  renderings, 
is  incalculable. 

The  whole  question  of  condemnation  is 
sufficiently  difficult,  without  any  needless 
adJitions  to  the  difficulty.  Katakrino,  for 
eiample,  which  means,  no  doubt,  to  condemn, 
and  nothing  but  condemn,  is  applied  to 
describe  condemnations  that  belong  to  this 
life  only.  "  Many  of  the  Jews  shall  condemn 
ihe  Son  of  man  to  death"  (Matt  xx.  18; 
Mark  xiv.  64,  &c.).  Judas  saw  "that  he 
»3s  condenaned  "  (Matt,  xxvii.  3).  And  our 
Lord  said  to  the  woman,  "  Hath  no  man 
condemned  thee  ?  neither  do  I  condemn 
ftee''Qohn  viii.  10,  11).  " He  that  eateth 
is  coudemned  if  he  eat"  (Rom.  xiv,  23). 
In  other  passages  it  has  a  much  deeper 
meaning  (Mark  xvi.  16}  Rom.  v,  16, 18,  &c. ; 
riii.  1).  On  the  other  hand  the  lighter 
words  {Krino,  Krima,  Krisis),  which  arc 
very  occasionally  used  for  judgment  simply, 
or  even  for  favourable  judgment  {2  Cor.  v. 
I+,  "We  thus  judge,"  "If  ye  have  judged 
me  faithful,  abide  with  me ")  is  generally 
xsed  in  the  sense  of  condemnation,  as  in 
Mark  xii.  40,  Luke  xidv.  ao,  "  He  delivered 
Him  to  be  judged  (or  condemned)  to  death;" 
Kom.iii.  8,  "Whose  condemnation"  (literally 
judgment)  "is  just;"  Rom.  xiii.  2,  "Shall 
receive  condemnation  "  {literally  judgment). 
Indeed  most  of  the  passages  that  speak  of 
future  condemnation  are  described  simply  by 
judgment.  "ThattheyaUmaybecondemned" 
(damned,  A.  V. ;  judged,  Gr,)  "who  believed 
not  the  truth,  but  had  pleasure  in  unrighteous- 
ness ; "  "  eternal  judgment ; "  "  the  judgment 
pf  hell,"  In  John  v,  39,  the  resurrection  of 
judgment  is  the  opposite  of  the  resurrection 
of  life,  as  io  judgt  the  world  is  the  antithesis 
of  saying  it  in  John  iii.  17,  iS.  The  Revised 
yersion  use  both  judgment  and  condemna- 
tion as  renderings  of  krim  and  its  allied 
forms.  The  context  serves  in  part  to  guide 
the  dedsion. 
The  semi-obsolete  meaning  of   another 


word  is  also  misleading — the  word  religion  it- 
self, or  religious.  It  occun  five  times  in  the 
New  Testament,  and  is  rightly  translated 
"  worship  "  or  "  worshipping  "  in  Co!,  ii.  18  ; 
everywhere  else  it  is  translated  religion  or 
religious.  And  yet  worship,  the  outward 
form  of  religion,  the  cuite  of  our  French 
neighbours,  "  Christian  ritual,"  is  its  true 
meaning.  How  is  God  to  be  worshipped  ? 
In  Gothic  buildings,  and  "dim  rdigious 
light,"  with  fine  music  and  dn  aesthetic 
service?  None  of  these  accessories  need  be 
condemned,  if  only  they  be  kept  subordinate. 
And  yet  the  Apostle  James's  answer  is  deeply 
significant  Pure  worship — true  ritual — and 
undefiled  before  God  our  Father  is — charity 
and  purity — to  visit  the  widows  and  the 
fatherless  in  their  affliction,  and  to  keep 
himself  unspotted  from  the  world,  i.  27. 
In  this  last  verse  the  Revisers  have  retained 
religion,  as  the  adjective  religious  is  found  in 
the  context,  and  could  hardly  have  been 
translated  by  any  form  of  worship ,-  but  the 
meaning  is  undoubted,  and  might  well  have 
been  suggested  by  a  marginal  note.  The-. 
difference  is  not  vital,  but  it  throws  light  on . 
what  our  American  friends  call  a  "live 
question.  One  of  Canon  Kingsle/s  "  Village  - 
Sermons,"  with  the  title  "  Religion  not  Godli- 
ness," illustrates  very  well  the  differences  . 
between  the  two  things  which  this  inadequate 
translation  is  apt  to  confound. 

Other  words  equally  ambiguous  but  less 
important  are  very  numerous.  Keeping  to 
the  New  Testament  alone,  it  is  easy  to  give 
a  hundred  and  fifty  which  are  either  am- 
biguous or  obsolete.  The  following  are 
specimens.  The  first  column  gives  the  . 
word  as  found  in  the  Authorised  Version; 
the  second  gives  the  true  meaning  in  the 
passage  quoted,  or  in  all  the  passages  where 
it  is  found.  Sometimes  the  same  word  is  . 
used  elsewhere  in  another  sense,  and  theO' 
the  difficulty  of  understanding  it  is  largely 
increased.  When  a  dagger  (t)  is  used  after 
a  word,  it  will  be  understood  that  the  Re- 
vised Version  has  made  no  change. 

To  students  of  our  literature  those  words 
are  familiar  enough,  and    their  history  is 
always  a  subject  of  interest.     But  in  a  Bible 
for  the  people,  a  first  requisite  is  clearness ; 
and  in  the  interest  of  clearness,  a  Revision, 
has  become  essential. 
Admiration  :  wooder,  K.ev.  xvii.  6. 
Affect :  to  Kck  for,  to  strive  after,  G»l.  iv.  17., 
AU;  any,  Heb,  vii.  7. 

Allege :  t  to  prove  iij  quotiiie.  Acts  xvii.  3. 
Allow ;  to  approve,  Luke  xi.  4S, 
Amazement  1    confusion  of  mind  from   aqy 

1  Petet  iii.  6. 
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Apprebend :  t  to  lay  bold  of,  Pfail.  iii.  t>. 
Approve :  f  10  prove.  Acts  ii.  n,  or  to  test,  Rom. 

Assay  :  t  to  try,  or  attempt,  Heb.  zl.  39. 

Attendance  :  attention,  heed,  I  Tim.  iv.  13. 

Audience .-  hearing  (the  act  of}. 

Audience,  |^ve  :  Acts  ziii.  16 1  zv.  la ;  ixii.  ix. 
Pew  will  deny  that  "  give  audience,"  is  a  mote 
rtiylhmical  expression  than  hearken,  er  that 
"  hearken  "  would  be  a  needless  change.  If  "  give 
auilieiice"  were  nnderstood-^and  yet  the  change  19 
surely  necessary. 

Base  ;  low,  humble,  1  Cor.  i.  28. 

Beasts  :  living  creatures  of  any  kind.  Rev.  iv.  5. 

Because :  in  order  that,  Matt.  11.  31. 

Blue  abroad :  spread  abroad,  Mark  i.  45. 

Break  up  :  break  open,  Mark  ii.  ^. 

Buifet ;  t  to  smile ;  ii  is  di£&eull  to  change  because 
of  the  figurative  nieaning,  3  Cor.  lii.  7. 

Canker  :  cancer,  or  gangrene,  3  Tim.  ii.  17.  Canker 
is  now  used  only  ia  the  figurative  sense. 

Careful :  fuU  of  care,  aniious,  PbU,  iv.  6.  In  the 
modem   sense  it  describes  a   virtue ;    in   the   old 

Cairiage :  any  thing  carried.  Acts  xsi.  15. 

Charger :  f  that  on  which  a  thing  is  cariied,  Matt 

liv.  S,     Cr.  a  dish. 
Charges  at:  money-burden  or  expense. 
Chanty :  the  grace  of  love,  i  Cor.  ziii. 
Closet :  an  inner  chamber,  MatL  vi.  6. 
Coast ;  a  country  side,  at  border.  Matt.  *iii.  34. 
Commend ;  to  commit  to  the  care  of.  Acts  liv.  33  ; 

ano  to  praise,  to  introduce  to  the  favourable  notice 

of — a  very  loose  word. 
Com&ioo :  f  polluted,  non-sacred ;   intended  for  or 

belonging  to  all. 
Compass:  a  circuit.  Acts  uvili.  13. 
Conclude :  shut  up,  Rom.  xi.  32. 
Consent :  t  stronger  than  assent,  to  take  pleasarc  in, 

AcUxii.  15;  Titusiii.8. 
Conttantly;  stroogl]',  confidently,  i.«.  strong  in  tone 

Contain ;  to  rettnin  one's  self,  i  Cor.  vii.  9. 

Convenient:  befitting,  Rom.  i.  zS. 

Conirince :  convict,  John  viii.  46. 

Com,  a :  a  grain,  tohn  xli.  24. 

Connt:  account,  Jas.  v.  II ;  ti.  call. 

Covet :  to  desire  eagerly  (in  a  wider  sense  than  the 

modem  meaning),  I  Cor.  lii.  31. 
Craft :  trade,  work.  Acts  ivlii.  3. 
Crave  :  to  a^  for,  Mark  iv.  3. 
Creature  ;  any  or  ci'ciylhing  created,  Rom.  viii.  19. 
Curious :    elaborate,  showing  great  care  or  labour, 

Ex.  XXXV.    33 ;  in    Acts  xii.    19,   it  may   mean 

magical. 
Deceivableoess :  deceitfulness  or  deceit,  2  Thesi.  ii. 

to. 
Declare;  literally   to  make  clear;    to  tell  plainly; 

used  in  A.V,  to  translate  eighteen  different  Greek 

Deliciously  :  luxnriously  or  wantonly,  Rev.  zvlii.  7,  9. 

Deliver:  properly  to  set  free,  but  used  to  translate 
some  nfteen  different  Greek  words :  often  am- 
biguous. 

Demand  :  simply  to  ask  Tor,  as  in  French,  Luke 
iit.14. 

Disallow  :  to  reject,  I  Peter  ii.  4,  7. 

Disannul  :f  an  intensive  form  of  annul,  to  bring  to 
nothing,  to  set  aside,  Gal.  iii.  15. 

Dispens-ition  :  stewardship,  economy — a  difficult  word 
to  translate,  I  Cor.  ii.  17. 

Disposition ;  appointment,  ordinance.  Acts  vii.  53. 

Doctrine:    teacbiog,   the   act,   the  manner,   or    the 


Easter:  The  Passover,  like  "  churches "  for  "t«in- 
ples"  in  Acts  lix.  37;  ao  specific  as  to  be  in 
modem  usage  inaccurate. 

Emulations ;  jealousies,  rivalries,  not  now  used  in  a 


Endeavouring:    uung  endeavonrs,  giving  diligence 

to,  Eph.  iv.  3. 
Ensue:  puisne,  1  Peter  111.  II. 
Enticing  :  persna^ve,  i  Cor.  ii.  4. 
Entreat  ;t  treat.  Matt.  xiii.  6. 
Envying:  tttong  iU-feeliog,  Rom.  ziii.  I3> 
Eschew :  to  turn  aside  from,  to  avoid. 
Fowl :  anything  that  flies. 
Frankly :  fieely. 
Gamer :  t  Penary,  Matt,  iiL  ri. 
Gender :  engender  or  bear  children.  Gal.  iv.  24. 
Glass  (through  a) :  a  mirror,  I  Cor.  xiii.  II. 
Glistering  :  glittering,  dazzling,  Luke  ix.  19. 
Go  about :  to  seek,  Rom.  x.  3. 
Go  beyond  :  overreach  or  transgress,  I  Ihets.  iv.  6. 
God  speed  :    good  speed,  a  greeting,   1  John  10, 

Good  man  of  the  house  :    master  of  the  house,  a 

hooseholder. 
Governor :  ateenman,  James  iii.  4. 
Guilty  (of  death)  :  worthy  of,  U^le  to. 

Haidly :  with  difficulty,  it  is  hard  for  him  to,  UM. 
six.  13. 

Hardness  :  hardship,  z^Tlm.  ii.  3. 

Heavy,  very :  sore  troubled.  Matt.  xxvL  37. 

Hereafter :  henceforth.     See  A.V.,  John  1,  51. 

Heir :  t  actual  inheritor,  possessor,  Heritor,  Mitt 
uvi.  64.    Like  Hieres. 

High>minded :  t  often  used  now  in  a  good  lenu, 
1  Tim.  iii.  4. 

His :  its,  I  Cor.  zv.  38. 

Hoise :  hoist. 

Honest :  honourable,  t  Peter  ii.  12. 

Honesty:  honourahleaess,  or  a  grave,  becoming  de- 
portment, I  Tim.  iL  2. 

Bluniinated  :  enlightened,  Heb.  x.  32. 

Implead :  to  accuse,  indict.  Acts  xii.  3S. 

Incontinent :    unrestrained  in  any  passion,  2  Toi. 


Instantly  :  urgeotly.  perseveringly,  Rom.  xii. 
Intend  :  f  sometimes  indicates  strong  purpose. 


Acts 


28 ;  sometimes  desire  simply,  Luke  liv.  lE, 
Janglitig,  vain :   talking  rather  jocose  than  aD£Ty> 

I  Tim.  i.  6. 
Latdiet :  the  lace  of  a  shoe. 
Let :  to  hinder. 
Lewd  :  common,  vulgar,  vile. 
Lewdness,  vileness  of  any  kino. 
Lively  (stones) :  living. 
Loft:  the  higher  story  of  any  honse,  not  as  iwwol 

an  outhouse.  Acts  u.  9. 
Look :  to  expect.  Acts  xiviii.  6. 
Lust :  t  stiong  desire,  a  passion  of  any  kind,  i  Tim. 

Malicionsness :  wickedness  generally. 

Marmer  vessels  :  mannerof  vessels.  Rev.  xviii.  12. 

Marred  :  spoilt,  destroyed,  Mark  iL  it. 

Meat :  food  of  any  kind. 

Men  of  war:  soldiers. 

Minister :  attendant,  servant.  Acts  xiii.  5.  , 

Moderation  \  considetatencss,  'sweet  reasonableness. 

Mortify  :t  lo  make  la  die.  Col.  iii.  j. 

Motions  :  passions,  Rom.  vii.  5. 

Naopbtiness :  wickedness  generally. 

Nephew:  grandson,  i  Tim.  v.  4. 

Observe:   to  treat  with  respect,  show 

Mark  vi.  20. 
Occupy :  to  trade,  Luke  xii.  13. 
Of:  by,  for,  zeal  for  God,  &c^,^,^, 
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Offend :  lo  eaaae  to  stumble  or  sin. 

Openingrt  explainiDg. 

Other  (1  pJunUl ;  otbeis ;  not  dunged  in  Luke  xxiii.  ' 

3*;  Phil.  ii.  3. 
Paicel  t  (of  ground)  :  a  piece. 
Firtknkrlj :  sereisUy,  one  by  one,  Heb-  u.  5. 
Pcmlixi :    for  his,  (or  one's)  own  posseuion,  Xilui 


Presently :  now,  it  tmce.  Mall.  zivi.  53. 
Prennt :  to  get  before,  Halt.  xrii.  35,  I  Thca.  iv.  15 ; 
then,  so  *s  to  help,  Fsalm  izi.  3 ;   now,  so  as 

Proper  gift :  his  own  gift,  i  Cor.  viL  7. 

Piopet  child  :  handsome,  fine,  Heb.  li.  32. 

Piande :  take  thougbt  for  (in  the  luodeTii  *ense). 

ProTokc :  to  call  forth,  and  so  to  incite. 

Publican  :  f  one  who  UnntdfiiWic  taxes. 

Purchase  :  f   to  obtain  or  acquire  by  effort. 

Puige :  to  purify  or  make  deui,  with  the  sense  in 

John  XT.  of  [vuning. 
Quick:  alire. 
Quit  yoaf   (like  men):    behave  and  so  fulfil  your 

Ready :+  eager,  Ron.  i.  15. 
Rempt  of:   place  of  (toll),  Tolbooth. 
lUdcan ;  lo  regard  or  account,  Rom.  viii.  tS. 
Reprove :  t  to  prove  the  opposite  of  a  statement,  to 

tctnte,  John  xvi,  8. 
Resemble  it :  liken  It,  Lake  xm.  18. 
Rerenge  :  to  revenge,  to  vindicate,  lo  leqaite  on  the 

right. 
Rcnvc:  to  live  agaia,  Rom.  lii.  7,  9. 
Room  (upper)  :  place,  seat. 
Savour:  T  taste,  odour,  £ph.  v.  2. 
SiTonrest:  mindest,  carest  for.  Matt.  ivi.  33. 
Scrip :  a  wallet.  Matt.  i.  10. 
Seated :  t  sconhed,  branded,  dried  up,   i  Tim.  iv. 

a. 
re  yon:  &ee  you  from  ci 
nelacedness :    shamfastnesi   (can 
ess),  firm  throagh  modesty,  i  Tim      .  ^. 
Shipping,  took  :  go  into  boats,  John  vi.  24. 
Sometime  :  aforetime,  Col.  i.  21. 
SomeliiDBS  :  once,  like  sometime. 
Soothsaying  :  divination,  Acts  ivi.  16- 
Spaee ;  interval  of  time.  Acts  v.  34. 
Suddenly :  hastily,  rashly,  i  Tim.  v.  22, 
Surely,  of  a  :  of  a  truth.  Acts  lii.  11. 
Temperance :  self-control  generally,  2  Peter  i.  6. 
Lhank :  t  thanks,  Luke  vi.  33. 
Tormented  :  evil  entreated,  Heb.  li.  37. 
Tormentor  :  t  jailor,  eiecntioner.  Matt.  xviiL  34. 
translate  :t  to  remove  from  one  place  to  another, 

Heb.  li.  ji ;    now  restricted    to   Enoch  and  one 

Usury  :  interest — what  is  paid  foe  the  tue  of  money. 

Veiy  :  true,  John  vii.  26,     Goes  ont  by  reading. 

Vexed :  made  to  suffer  disturbed. 

Vocation :  caHing,  Eph.  iv.  1, 

Volume:  roll,  Heb.  i.  7. 

which :  t  of  what  sort  ?  or  who  are  snch  as. 

Wist  I :  +  I  knew  (past  tense),  Mark  ii.  6. 

Wit :  to  do  to,  to  make  known,  2  Cor.  viii,  i . 

*Votl:  t  I  know  (present  tense),  Rom.  li,  i. 

'^e  fellow:  +  any  coc  engaged  in  the  same  work. 


whatever 
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No  word  in  this  list  has  ocated  greater 


discussion  than  viihich.  Some  regard  it  as 
the  artkvlus  slantis  aul  cadenlis  versionis. 
Others  repudiate  it  entirely,  and  would  not 
suffer  it  to  live.  Some  of  its  defenders  plead 
for  it,  though  not  wisely,  as  an  innocent 
archaism,  or  as  more  reverent  than  thai  or 
wAo.  The  English  Company  have  voted  in 
its  favour  by  decided  majorities ;  and  the 
American  Company  give  it  the  first  place 
among  the  archaisms  which  they  condemn  in 
the  face  of  the  world. 

It  should  be  remembered,  first  of  all,  that 
it  is  no  neuter  of  who,  though  often  used  as  a 
neuter  and  parsed  as  such.  It  is  really  a 
compound  {wha-lic),  and  generally  meant,  in 
middle  English,  as  an  interrogative,  "what 
sort  of?"  and  as  a  relative,  "  who  are  such 
as."  In  this  sense  it  answers  pretty  exactly 
to  the  relative  use  of  olnvK.  This  Greek 
relative  is  of  frequent  use  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment. Its  exact  meaning  may  be  seen  in  Acts 
xvii,  ri — "  The  Bereans  were  more  nohle  than 
those  of  Thessalonica,  in  thai  they  searched 
the  Scriptures,"  Jas.  iv.  14 — "  Go  to,  now : 
.  .  .  icA^ftwyeknownotwhatshallbeonthe 
morrow."  Heb.  x.  11 — "The  which  can 
never  take  away  sin,"  Rom.  vi.  a — "  We 
who  died  to  sin,  how  shall  we  ? " — where  it  is 
expressed  by  position  and  emphasis.  And 
this  is  exactly  the  meaning  of  vihich  in  older 
English.  "  He  is  the  heretic  thai  [dass  dis- 
tinction) makes  the  fire,  cot  she  which  (who 
has  this  quality — that  she)  bums  in  it." — 
Winter's  Tale.  She  who  would  indicate  a 
particular  person.  "He  shall  be  likened 
unto  a  wise  man  which  built" — likened  to 
him  in  this  respect  that  (Matt.  vii.  34).  "  Re- 
member them  that  had  the  rule  over  you 
(your  leaders),  which — them  that — spake  to 
you  the  word  of  God  "  (Heb.  xiil  7).  In  all 
these  cases,  who  or  that  changed  for  which 
would  alter  the  thought  or  make  the  expres- 
sion less  accurate  and  striking. 

All  this  is  true.  Which  is  a  relative  that 
calls  attention  at  once  to  a  person  and  a 
quality.  But,  in  fact,  it  is  often  used  as  a 
simple  relative ;  and  the  clearly  defined  mean- 
ing of  the  word  in  our  older  writers  is  either 
not  retained  or  is  not  apparent  to  the  general 
reader.  It  does  not  always  pass  for  what  it 
is.  It  is  even  confounded  with  coin  of  a 
different  value,  and  it  may  become  a  ques- 
tion whether  it  should  cease  to  circulate.  At 
present,  however,  it  has  a  distinct  meaning, 
and  does  important  work.  To  deprave  or 
reject  it  would  be  a  loss  to  the  wealdi  of  our 
English  tongue. 
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FACES  IN  THE  FIRE. 

SITTING  near  the  fender, 
Lookiog  through  the  wire, 
I  have  often  fancied 
Faces  in  the  fire. 

It  was  only  fanqr ; 

Yet  I  did  not  tire, 
Seeing  in  the  twilight 

Faces  in  the  fire.   . 

Was  it  always  fancy, 
Like  the  mermaids'  choir, 

Just  a  childish  vision, 
Faces  in  the  fire  i* 

Is  there  not  a  story 

Of  a  furnace  diie, 
And  of  some  one  coming. 

Walking  in  the  fire  ? 

And  such  fires  are  burning 

Still  in  all  their  ire. 
Are  the  martyrs  seeing 

Faces  in  the  fire? 

Do  the  wretdied  thousands, 

Trodden  in  the  mire. 
Find  out  in  their  furnace 

Faces  in  the  fire  ? 

Yes,  for  there  are  angels 
Working  without  hire, 

Helpers  in  afflictions, 
Faces  in  the  fire. 

And  instead  of  dreaming, 
Looking  through  the  wire. 

We  may  join  the  martyrs, 
Faces  \a  the  fire. 

R.    U.    SMITH. 


ON  THE  WINGS  OF  THE  MORNING. 

By  D.  ALCOCK,  Adtbok  or  "Thb  Spanish  Bkothers,"  "In  thb  Shadow  of  God, 

CHAPTKR   XX. — ^VENICE  AGAIN. 


Tell  methoHWdrdi  AfaJQ-" 

FEW  things  could  be  more  enjoyable  than 
a  journey  through  the  plains  of  beautiful 
Italia,  when  the  summer  heats  were  over, 
and   the   vineyards  laden   with    theii  rich 


clusters  of  purple  and  amber,  or  yielding  up 
theirlreasures  to  laughing  you thsandmaidens, 
whose  pleasant  labour  was  almost  a  holiday. 
Such  a  journey  was  that  of  Theodore  axid 
Giulio,  and  they  made  it  with  every  advan- 
tage that  money  could  procure.  They  slept 
at  the  best  inns,  where,  in  those  days  of  ^ 
tellectual    activity,    the  most  distinguished 


It  Ha  Icachet  ny  tool  miT  be 


'i^ftary  sodety  was  often  to  be  met;  aud 
i-.ey  could  command  the  services  of  an  ade- 
Tiaie  guard,  whenever  they  had  to  pass 
wrough  a  district  infested  with  banditti ;  al- 
wough,  being  both  of  them  active  and  coura- 
geous men,  they  usually  preferred  relying 
ipon  their  own  resources. 

They  spent  one  night  at  the  ancestral 
home  of  Campano,  and  Giulio  gave  the  sor- 
rowuig  parents  a  letter  with  which  Raymond 
"M  famished  him,  containing  their  son's  last 
message,  and  other  details  of  mournful  in- 
Ktest  These  brought  comfort ;  and  warm 
^«  the  gratitude  evmced  towards  the  Jewish 
P'lysician  whose  kindness  had  softened  the 
'«of  ill  the  captives  in  the  Castle  of  St. 
^gelo,  though  it  had  been  principally  in- 
'«ndedforRa%ond. 

"*  journey  ought  to  have  been  a  holiday 


pastime,  but  to  one  of  the  two  it  was  a  long 
agony.  Theodore  ever  afterwards  remem- 
bered those  smiling  fields  and  vineyards  as  a 
man  might  'remember  the  walls  of  a  torture 
chamber.  For  his  whole  life,  inward  and 
outward,  was  being  torn  up  by  the  roots — 
roots  which  were  strong  and  vigorous,  which 
had  struck  deep  and  stretched  far  and  wide. 
The  wrench  was  terrible.  The  only  woman  he 
ever  had  loved,  or  should  love,  was  lost  to 
him  irrevocably ;  and  this  in  itself  was  a  sor- 
row great  enough  to  fill  the  man's  great  heart 
with  anguish.  But  in  losing  Viola  he  lost 
also  his  prospect  ofa  settled  home,  a  domes- 
tic hearth.  All  those  softening,  ennobling, 
hallowing  influences  which  gather  round  the 
idea  of  Uie  family  were  for  him  (as  he  thought 
then),  never  more  to  exist ;  no  wife  was  to 
console  him  in  trouble  flrjfickncss  ^^  no-  ^. 
-  -    '•■  ^ 
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son    was    to    continue  his  name    amongst 
men. 

Even  work — that  silent,  modest,  unobtru- 
sive comforter,  who  professes  and  promises 
nothing,  and  yet  insensibly  wins  the  mourner 
from  his  tears,  the  sufferer  from  his  pain- 
seemed  about  to  fdl  him.  How  could  he  j^ 
.back  to  Montpellier  and  tell  the  band  of 
earnest,  intelligent  youths,  to  whom  he  had 
been  teaching  Atheistic  Materialism,  that  he 
had  wholly  mis-read  the  enigma  of  the  uni- 
verse ?  He  believed  now  in  Jehovah,  and  in 
the  first  senteqce  of  the  Hebrew  Scriptures, 
"In  the  beginning  God  created  the  Heavens 
and  the  Earth."  What  was  more,  he  be- 
lieved in  Jehovah  as  the  God  of  righteousness, 
and  in  the  supreme  obligation  laid  upon  him- 
self to  be  righteous  too. 

Well,  then,  had  he  not  acted  the  part  of  a 
righteous  man  ?  Had  he  not,  in  obedience 
to  the  imperative  "ought,"  saved  Raymond 
and  given  up  Viola?  He  dealt  out  a  stem 
approval  to  himself  as  if  he  had  been  another 
man,  but  he  did  not  take  any  pleasure  in 
the  contemplation  of  his  own  righteousness. 
He  thought  of  the  words  of.  Solomon,  "  A 
good  man  is  satisfied  from  himself,"  and  he 
tried  to  realise  their  trath.  But  he  found 
self-satisfaction  a  poor,  flavourless,  innutri- 
tive  kind  of  food,  somewhat  of  the  nature  of 
the  apples  of  Sodom. 

To  Giulio  he  was  impenetrable  and  un- 
approachable. That  tnle  friend  and  "  cama- 
rade"  saw  the  anguish  oftbis  soul,  and  longed 
to  comfort  him,  mdi  the  longing  of  one  who 
believed  that  he  possessed  an  infallible  pana- 
cea for  all  the  sorrows  of  humanity.  "  Dr. 
Theodore  is  a  good  man,"  thought  Giulio. 
"  He  is  true,  just,  and  brave ;  but  he  knows, 
as  yet,  only  the  law  of  Moses,  not  the  gospel 
of  Christ.  He  has  learned,  '•If  thine  enemy 
hunger,  feed  him ; '  but  he  has  not  yet 
learned,  'Love  your  enemies.'  He  cannot 
understand  the  law  of  love  until  his  eyes  are 
opened  to  the  love  of  God  that  passeth  know- 
ledge— that  means,  to  Christ.  But  he  does 
whatever  he  knows ;  and  therefore,  no  doubt, 
that  which  he  knows  not  yet  God  will  teach 

At  least  he  seemed  determined  to  have  no 
other  teacher.  When  he  talked  to  Giulio, 
and  he  did  so  often,  it  was  about  the  fea- 
tures of  the  country  tiirough  which  they  were 
journeying,  its  trees,  plants,  and  flowers  ;  or 
yet  oftener,  about  "  travel  in  far  lands."  In 
the  unsettling  of  all  his  ties  and  associations, 
the  passion  of  his  childhood  for  exploration 
and  discovery  seemed  to  be  returning.  Many 
a  long  hour's  ride  did  he  beguile  for  Giulio 


with  tales  of  the  Isles  of  Sl  Brandon,  and 
other  fair  and  fleeting  dreams  that  shadowed 
forth  truths  yet  unknown ;  orwith  mysterious 
passages  from  the  great  Arabian  philosophers 
— and  especially  from  Averroes — hinting  at 
undiscovered  worlds  beyond  the  Western 
Sea  ;  or  with  stories,  scarcely  less  romantic, 
of  the  Toy^es  of  Marco  Pdlo,  and  of  the 
great  Portuguese  adventurers.  He  told  also 
of  the  recent  voyages  of  Christopher  Colum- 
bus to  the  Azores  and  to  Iceland,  and  to 
these  Giulio  listened  with  especial  interest, 
as  he  himself  was  by  birth  a  G«Doese,  and 
therefore  a  townsman  of  Columbus,  though 
his  family  had  removed  to  Venice  in  his 
early  childhood. 

But  always,  when  they  halted  for  the  night, 
Theodore  borrowed  GiuSo's  MSS.,  and  de- 
voted every  spare  moment  to  their  perusal. 
His  long  residence  in  the  South  vf  France 
enabled  him  to  master  the  dialect  as  easily  as 
Giulio  did.  He  was  especially  fascinated  by 
the  Gospel  of  St  John ;  accounting  for  the 
fascination  to  himself  by  reflecting  that  it  was 
the  work  of  a  myitic,  probably  an  Aleiandrian 
Flatonist,  and  that  mysticism  was  the  natural 
recoil  from  tite  materialism  he  had  been 
forced  to  abandon  He  considered  Giulio  a 
mystic  also,  though  of  a.  peculiar  kind ;  and  he 
did  not  at  all  intend  to  become  one  himselil 

So  Venicewasr  reached  at  last.  Theodore 
brought  CKilio  to  his  father's  house,  and  in- 
Irodnced  him  tiiere  as  ao  honoured  guest,  to 
whom  he  was  under  many  obligations.  Sot, 
taking  him  aside  as  soon  as  the  first  social 
meal  was  over,  he  said, "  Do  me  one  more 
kindness,  friend  Giulio.  The  lady  Enninia 
Cbalcondyles  ojight  to  know  her  son's  safety 
at  once,  and  to  receive  his  letter.  But  I  have 
no  fiincy  for  a  s^cene,  and  a  lady's  tears  and 
thanks,  and  so  forth.  You  can  give  herev«y 
information  she  desires  just  as  well  as  !■ 
Go,  my  dear  fellow,  be  the  bearer  rf  good 
tidings,  and  my  substitute  in  a  task  from 
which  I  shrink." 

Giulio  acquiesced,  and  took  a  gondola  for 
the  island  of  Murano.  As  the  rowers  ^ot 
across  the  Lagoon,  he  sat  in  the  little  cabm 
buried  in  profoundest  thought.  But  when 
they  neaied  the  quay  he  drew  aside  the  cur- 
tain and  gazed,  as  one  who  sought  to  diink 
in  every  feature  of  the  scene,  now  bathed 
in  the  fair  and  mellow  light  of  an  autumn 
afternoon.  "The  place  thereof  knoweth  il 
no  more,"  he  murmured.  "Ay,  'the  grass 
withereth,  the  flower  fadcth,  but  the  word  rf 
___  God  shall  stand  for  ever.'  Daysofyoulii. 
how  long  ago  they  seem ! — Sciar,  gondolier, 
sciarl"  ,,,,  ,  ,      ^,v,v,-, .. 
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Now  they  were  touching  the  steps  of  the 
dwelling  with  which  the  descriptions  of  Ray- 
mond had  made  hira  so  familiar.  He  sprang 
up  them  with  a  vigour  which  seemed  to 
show  the  days  of  youth,  not  so  very  far  re- 
moved, and  entered,  unchallenged,  by  the 
open  door.  Still  he  met  no  one;  and,  after 
standing  a.  moment  undecided,  he  saw  an 
inner  door  ajar,  and  pushed  it  open  also. 

It  admitted  him  into  the  studio  of  an 
artist.  This,  happily,  was  not  unoccupied. 
Tbe  owner  stood  with  his  back  to  the  door 
and  his  face  to  the  window,  carefully  ex- 
amining a  small  painting  upon  glass  which 
lie  held  in  his  hand.  Hearing,  however,  the 
steps  of  an  intruder,  Giacomo  turned,  and 
with  a  dreamy  look  and  absent  manner — for 
that  momentous  question  whether  the  colour- 
ing of  those  grapes  was  quite  natural  still 
occupied  his  mind — inquired  the  stranger's 
business. 

"Scusi,  signor.  Does  the  Lady  Erminia 
Chalcondyles  live  here  ?  " 

"Yes,  signor ;  but  she  has  gone  forth,  with 
her  servant,  to  hear  a  sermon  in  the  church 
yonder."  Then,  thinking  himself  scarcely 
courteous,  and  attracted  besides  by  an  un- 
defined something  in  the  stranger's  look  and 
manner,  he  added,  "  They  will  return  in  an 
hoar  or  so.  You  are  welcome  to  wait  for 
ihem  here  if  you  please,  signor." 

Giacomo  courteously  offered  a  seat,  but 
Ginlio  did  not  take  it.  The  two  men  stood 
ti^ether,  looking  each  in  the  other's  face. 
Both  were  advanced  in  years,  though  Giulio, 
really  the  younger  by  nearly  ten  years,  looked 
fully  as  old  as  tiie  painter,  for  the  life  of  the 
imagination  keeps  men  looking  and  feeling 
young.  Still,  both  were  grey-haired  and 
tiavail-wom,  as  though  the  storms  of  the  world 
^  beaten  upon  them.  But  the  expression 
of  Giacomo  was  gentle,  dreamy,  sorrowful, 
oasatisfied ;  that  of  Giulio  strong,  firm,  as- 
sured, courageous.  Yet  with  all  this  differ- 
ence there  was  a  certain  likeness,  indescribable 
but  real,  such  as  a  third  person,  looking  on 
the  two,  would  have  noticed  immediately. 
Gia.coiao  was  the  first  to  speak, 
Signor,  favour  me,  I  pray  you,  with  your 
name.  For  surely  I  remember  your  face.  It 
3*akens  old  associations,— -No,  I  cannot  be 
inislaken.  1  have  known  you,  have  I  not, 
'"  ?'"«!■  days  ? "  The  words  were  spoken  fal- 
ennglj-_  interspersed  with  breaks  and  pauses. 
Are  you  Giacomo  Salvi — or  Morgagna?  " 
pulto  asked  in  his  torn,  for  Giacomo  was  &r 
jess  changed  in  every  way  than  himself. 
'  so,  1  am  your  brother—Giovanni  Giulio 
■^'Ofgagna." 


"  Brotheri'—Giani'— Thank  God,  He  has 
heard  my  prayer  at  last ! " 
The  brothers  threw  themselves  into  each 

other's  arms, and  exchanged  aloving  brotherly 
embrace  and  salutation ;  a  manifestation  of 
feeling  sanctioned  by  the  customs  of  their 
times  and  their  coun^. 

Giulio's  life  had  been  a  series  of  adventures, 
whilst  Giacomo's  had  glided  tranquilly  on- 
wards in  the  same  city,  and  his  (acuities  found 
their  natural  and  hatmonious  development 
in  the  direction  promised  by  his  childhood. 
Giulio  ttaereforehad  the  most  to  tell,  Giacomo 
the  most  to  hear.  Before  the  strange  story 
of  the  wandering  sectary  was  half  ended,  the 
reluming  footsteps  of  the  Lady  Erminia  and 
of  Manuel  were  heard  in  the  passage. 

Giacomo  led  them  at  once  into  the  studio, 
found  a  seat  for  the  lady,  and  respectfully 
presented  his  brother,  "  Gian  Giuho  Morga- 
gna, who  had  come  to  her  Excellency  with 
tidings  of  the  young  Count." 

The  sad  stillness  of  a  woman's  hfe,  keeping 
for  long  years  the  same  narrow  unchanging 
groove,  is  often  amongst  its  greatest  trials. 
Through  how  manyvicissitudes  had  Raymond 
passed — how  much  had  he  learned,  felt,  suf- 
fered, and  enjoyed — whilst  the  current  of  his 
mother's  lite,  naturally  as  intense  and  strong 
as  that  of  his  own,  flowed  on  noiselessly 
through  a  desolate  land,  without  an  event 
to  mark  its  progress.  To  agonize  for  him, 
to  weep  for  him,  to  pray  for  him,  had  been 
all  the  work  her  hand  found  to  do.  Had 
she  been  a  little  richer  she  might  have  helped 
other  exiles  from  her  native  land ;  had  she 
been  a  little  poorer,  the  very  struggle  for 
subsistence  would  itself  have  given  her  occu- 
pation and  interest.  As  it  was,  the  years 
came  and  went,  finding  and  leaving  her  with 
folded  hands,  "  eating  her  own  heart."  No 
wonder  her  cheek  was  blanched,  and  the 
ashes  which  the  slaughter  of  her  kindred  had 
sprinkled  on  her  head  changing  quickly  into 
snow.  Yet  it  may  be  that  the  pain  of  those' 
sad  years  was  worth  the  cost — if  indeed  they 
had  taught  her  to  pray. 

Giulio  told  her  of  Raymond's  sickness  and 
recovery,  and  of  Dr.  Theodore's  care  of  him ; 
adding  that  by  his  advice  he  was  now  goiiig 
to  Montpellier,  where  there  was  a  professor- 
ship vacant,  which  would  afford  him  for  the 
present  an  honourable  occupation  and  a  com- 
fortable asylum.  For  further  particulars  he 
referred  her  Excellency  to  the  Count's  own 
letter,  which  he  had  the  honour  of  placing 
in  her  hand.  He  kept  silence  upon  the 
subject  of  his  marriage,  not  knowing  how 
she  might  be  affected  by  it ;  and  upon  that  of  . 
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his  rivalry  with  Theodore,  since,  much  as  he 
longed  to  do  justice  tb  the  magnanitni^  of 
his  patron,  it  seemed  to  him  that  Raymond 
alone  had  the  light  to  tell  that  story. 

Still,  he  told  enough  to  transport  Manuel 
to  the  seventh  heaven  of  grateful  delight,  and 
to  make  him  bless  Br,  Theodore,  and  GiuJio 
also,  by  all  the  Saints  in  the  Greek  Calendar. 
It  certainly  jarred  a  little  upon  his  idea  of  the 
pretensions  of  Count  Raymond  Cbaicondyles 
to  imagine  him  earning  his  daily  bread  by 
teaching  the  tongue  of  his  forefathers  to  a 
crowd  of  noisy  lads  in  a  lecture  hall ;  still  he 
knew  that  other  Greek  exiles,  as  well-bom  as 
Raymond,  had  been  thankful  to  do  the  same, 
and  moreover  he  had  not  dwelt  so  long 
beneath  the  roof  of  Pomponius  Laetus, 
without  acquiring  some  respect  for  the 
hieropbants  of  literature.  And,  af^er  all, 
what  mattered  aught  else  if  his  young  master 
himself  were  safe  and  well  ? 

The  LadyErminia  thanked  Giulio  in  fewer 
words,  but  with  yet  deeper  feeling.  "  Tell 
Dr.  Theodore  Benedetto,"  she  added,  "  that 
the  blessing  of  a  widow  never  yet  harmed  any 
man,  nor  was  it  ever  earned  more  nobly,  or 
bestowed  more  heartily,  than  mineis  this  day. 
But,  if  he  permit  me,  I  shall  Cell  him  so  myself 
to-morrow." 

Having  said  this,  she  withdrew  to  her  own 
apartment,  and  to  the  undisturbed  enjoy- 
ment of  Raymond's  letter,  which  had  been 
written  after  Theodore's  departure  from  the 
osteria,  though  of  course  before  that  of 
Giulio. 

He  wrote  hopefully  about  the  future ;  and 
frankly  about  his  own  prospects  with  regard 
to  Viola,  and  his  relations  with  Theodore. 
It  was  somewhat  startling  to  Erminia  to  learn 
that  her  son,  whom  she  had  last  seen  a  boy 
of  fifteen,  had  actually  given  her  a  daughter; 
but  she  repressed  a  rising  sigh,  and  told 
herself  that  hers  was  the  common  lot  of 
mothers.  And  her  heart  was  softened  by  the 
earnest  pleading  that  followed,  that  she  would 
come  to  Montpellier  and  take  up  her  abode 
with  them.  She  could  make  the  journey  with 
ease,  Raymond  said,  under  the  escort  of 
Manuel.  Messer  Benedetto  would  secure 
her  a  passage  in  a  comfortable  ship,  and 
Giulio  also  would  probably  be  soon  returning 
10  what  he  now  accounted  his  home.  "  Come 
10  me,  dearest  mother,"  he  concluded.  "  My 
heart  yearns  to  see  thy  face  again  ;  and  to 
repay  thee,  if  I  may,  for  the  lonely  years 
thou  hast  spent  for  me."  The  Lady  Erminia's 
eyes  were  wet  with  happy  tears  when  she 
folded  up  the  letter. 

Meanwhile  the  stream  of  t  Jk  was  flowing 


rapidly  between  the  long-separated  brotben, 
Giacomo,  the  painter,  and  Giulio,  Gian,  or 
Zun,  as  he  was  familiarly  called  in  the  Vene- 
tian idiom.  Each  at  once  took  the  other  to 
his  heart.  Their  very  ditferences  made  them 
dovetail  the  better  (so  to  speak)  into  the 
needs  of  each  other's  lives.  The  younger 
supplied  the  masculine  clement--daring, 
enterprise,  boldness — while  the  nature  of  the 
elder,  although  gentler  and  more  dependent, 
had  a  quiet  strength  of  its  own,  touched  into 
beauty  by  the  rare  peculiar  grace  of  artistic 

It  was  a  terrible  shock  to  the  painter  to 
find  that  his  brother  no  longer  owned  alle- 
giance to  the  Church ;  the  only  Church  (in 
Western  Christendom)  Giacomo  had  ever 
heard  or  dreamed  of,  whose  shrines  and  altars 
he  spent  his  days  in  trying  to  decorate,  and 
whose  observances  were  linked  with  eveij 
action  of  his  life  and  every  aspiration  of  his 
soul. 

But  Giulio  reassured  his  brother  and  vin- 
dicated himself  by  a  confession  of  faith  that 
came  from  depths  "below  the  tide  of  war" 
— those  regions  of  the  mind  that  controversy 
agitates— and  was  "  based  on  the  crystalline 
sea  "  of  all  that  is  most  real  in  the  soul  of 
man.  To  him,  he  said,  Christ  was  all  ia  all. 
He  was  the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life. 
By  Him  alone  we  come  to  the  Father. 
Everything  that  man  has  put  between  his 
soul  and  Christ  must  therefore  be  sitepi 
aside;  ay,  though  it  were  dear  and  beautiful 
as  the  face  of  the  Madonna,  or  venerable  and 
awe-inspiring  as  the  chanted  Psalm  or  the 
lifted  Host  "  The  Church  has  been  mating 
one  great  and  terrible  mistake,  which  bas 
involved  a  thousand  more,"  he  added.  "She 
has  forgotten  the  tenderness  of  Christ.  She 
has  ignored  His  trae  humanity.  She  h» 
set  before  the  eyes  of  mankind  the  tcirots 
of  the  law,  the  powers  of  the  world  to  come, 
the  awliilness  of  the  great  Judge  of  quickand 
dead,  until,  in  the  Judge,  the  whole  world 
has  forgotten  the  Saviour.  She  has  taken  any 
the  ladder  He  set  up  between  Heaven  and 
Earth— the  ladder  which  is  Himself,  the  Son 
of  Man — and  she  has  built  another  of  her 
own  contrivance,  of  which  the  steps  are 
sacraments,  and  penances,  and  siunts,  and 
angels,  with  the  blessed  Madonna  standing 
at  the  top.  Ah,  Giacomo,  if  men  but  knew 
Him  as  He  is — but  saw  His  Face  I " 

"  Ah,  Zun,  my  brother,  if  /  could  see 
that  facel"  sighed  GiacomO;  with  the  un- 
satisfied longing  of  years  at  his  heart.  Tnnif 
rising  from  his  place,  he  drew  back  the  cloUi 
that  covered  hi;?  unfipjslj^d^  picture  W" 
o 
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showed  it  to  Giulio.  It  was  still  as  far  from 
completion  as  on  the  day  when  Raymond 
had  seen  it  last. 

CHAPTER   XXI. — ONE   YEAR  AFTERWARDS. 

It  was,  speaking  accuialely,  a  year  and  a 
half  since  Raymond,  Theodore,  and  Giulio 
parted  in  the  little  osteria  on  the  Campa^na; 
then  the  earth  was  thrilling  under  the  last 
heats  of  the  summer  sun ;  now  the  lair 
Provencal  hills  and  valleys  are  budding 
once  more  into  life  beneath  the  first  kisses 
of  the  spring.  But  to  Raymond  the  interval 
seemed  brief,  partly  because  it  was  filled 
with  earnest  work,  still  more  because  he  was 
happy. 

The  University  of  Montpellier  bad  now 
gready  declined  from  the  high  position  it 
occupied  during  the  earlier  Middle  Ages, 
principally  ss  a.  school  of  medicine.  But 
Theodore's  great  abilities  as  a  teacher,  both 
of  medicine  and  philosophy,  perhaps  also 
his  bold  speculations,  which  were  flavoured 
vith  that  slight  suspicion  of  heresy  daring 
S[Hrits  find  rather  attractive  than  otherwise, 
had  given  it  a  strong  though  temporary  im- 
pulse. Those  who  profited  largely  by  this 
impulse,  both  in  purse  and  reputation,  were 
eager  to  welcome  the  brilliant  young  Greek, 
who  might  do  for  the  Humanities  what  his 
friend  was  doing  for  the  sciences,  "  Now," 
wd  the  heads  of  the  university,  "  we  too 
shall  have  our  Greek  from  Constantinople, 
as  good  as  Chrysolaunis,  oi  Argyropoulos, 
or  Lascaris,  or  any  other  distinguished  orna- 
ment of  learning."  Nor  was  Raymond's 
value,  as  an  attraction  to  the  lecture  halls  of 
Montpellier,  lessened  by  his  noble  birth,  or 
by  the  persecutions  he  had  endured  on 
account  of  his  attachment  to  literature,  while 
it  was  greatly  increased  by  his  ability  to 
reproduce  the  teaching  of  Pomponius,  and 
to  lecture  upon  the  Latin  classics  with  as 
much  facility  as  upon  those  of  his  fore- 
fathers. Moreover,  he  was  young,  handsome, 
genial,  unassuming.  Altogether  the  uni- 
venity  had  secured  a.  prize,  and  was  happily 
conscious  of  the  fact ;  while  as  yet  there  was 
not  lime  for  the  smouldering  envy  of  jealous 
colleagues  to  break  out. 

Meanwhile  youth  and  love  and  hope  were 
transformmg  a  gloomy  but  substantial  dwell- 
ing-house in  the  quaint  old  city  into  a  genuine 
home,  where  all  sweet  domestic  ties  and 
affections  might  take  root  and  grow.  Viola 
*as  its  presiding  spirit ;  the  sunshine  of 
prosperity  had  ripened  her  into  as  near 
approach  as  could  readily  be  found  to 
poet's  ideal  of  the— 


•'  Perfed  mrnaD,  doUt  pliuned. 
To  ffuidfi,  to  coumel.  to  command.'' 

At  least  there  was  one,  besides  Raymond, 
who  considered  her  perfect.  That  was 
Raymond's  mother.  Could  more  be  said  for 
the  young  wife  ? 

Lately  a  new  inmate  had  come  to  that 
home—"  out  of  the  everywhere  into  the 
here,"  a  precious  gift  of  God,  and  at  once  an 
object  of  deepest  love  and  a  source  of  pride 
to  the  whole  household  j  but  the  last  espe- 
cially to  the  aged  Manuel,  who  thought  the 
birth  of  a  Dauphin  of  France  an  event  of 
trifling  importance  compared  with  that  of  an 
heir  of  Chalcondyles. 

The  young  professor  was  now  almost  as 
light-hearted  as  the  schoolboy  who  went 
singing  from  the  academy  of  Venice  to  his 
home  in  Murano,  and  he  was  far  more  truly 
happy.  Yet,  strange  to  say,  the  one  sorrow 
that  lay  in  the  depths  of  the  man's  heart — 
veiled,  indeed,  with  many  a  Hower,  but  still 
there — was  the  very  same  that  in  those  old 
days  spoiled  the  artless  pleasures  of  the 
boy.  "  Mother,"  he  said,  when  the  name 
of  his  firstborn  came  to  be  discussed,  "let 
me  have  my  will  this  time.  My  father's 
shade  will  forgive  me.  I  must  needs  call  my 
boy  Theodore." 

He  had  his  will,  all  the  more  easily  be- 
cause Theodore  chanced  to  be  a  good  and 
much-used  Gredc  name,  which  had  been 
borne  by  some  of  his  mother's  kindred. 

It  seemed  as  though  the  christening  of  the 
child  was  destined  to  bring  a  joy  long  wished 
for  in  vain.  A  few  days  after  the  important 
event  the  little  family  were  seated  together  at 
their  evening  meal,  when  Manuel  opened  the 
door  and  announced,  in  a  tone  almost  as 
quiet  and  ordinary  as  though  it  bad  been 
merely  one  of  their  very  frequent  student 
visitors,  "  Dr.  Theodore  Benedetto." 

The  grave,  middle-aged  physician,  for  such 
he  looked  now,  was  greeted  by  all  affec- 
tionately, by  Raymond  with  emotion  he  could 
scarcely  conceal.  Theodore  had  long  since 
by  letter  resigned  his  post  at  the  university,  so 
that  his  appearance  was  the  more  unexpected 
and  surprising.  His  manner  was  kind,  and 
his  look  and  voice  unusually  gentle ;  but 
now,  as  ever,  he  shrank  from  manifestations 
of  feeling. 

In  answer  to  many  an  eager  question,  he 
gave,  very  quietly  and  naturally,  an  account 
of  himself  since  their  parting.  *'  I  found  my 
father  out  of  health  and  depressed  by  many 
cares,"  he  said.  "  Both  as  son  and  as  phy- 
sician I  could  be  of  use  to  him.  My  brother 
Gaetano  bad  not  been  fortunate  or  prudent. 
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and  his  afTairs  caused  him  much  anxiety. 
But  now  at  last  all  is  happily  settled.  I 
brought  Gaetano  with  me  to  Marseilles  and 
established  him  there  in  a  good  business. 
As  for  myself,  the  roving  instinct  had  come 
over  me  again ;  and  Giulio  also  wished  to  re- 
visit Languedoc." 

"  Then  he  is  with  you  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  left  hira  at  the  Inn." 

"  Can  you  suppose  for  a  moment  that  you, 
or  he,  arc  going  to  stay  there  ?  Manuel  shall 
fetch  him  at  once,  and  shall  give  directions 
to  have  your  luggage  brought  also," 

Theodore  began  to  make  some  opposition, 
but  apparently  recollecting  himself,  yielded. 
As  Viola  was  about  to  leave  the  room  "  on 
hospitable  cares  intent,"  he  detained  her, 
and  inquired  for  the  child  of  his  friend. 

"  I  will  bring  hira,"  said  Viola. 

While  she  did  so,  Raymond  asked  for 
Giacomo.  "  He  seems  to  have  grown  young 
again  since  he  found  a  brother  tn  Giulio," 
Theodore  answered.  "  The  two  are  the 
closest  of  friends.  He  has  just  completed  a 
picture  which  is  much  and  deservedly  praised 
m  Venice.  The  best  juc^es  sayitis  equal  to 
anything  produced  by  either  of  the  Gentili 
brothers.  The  subject  is  Christ  healing  a 
blind  man." 

Then  the  wonder  and  treasure  of  the 
bouse  was  exhibited,  and  Theodore  performed 
the  homage  expected  from  him  sufBcicntly, 
and  even  gracefully.  "  Of  course  he  is 
another  Raymond  }  " 

"No,"  Raymond  answered,  "We  have 
named  him  after  the  dearest  friend  we  have 
ever  bad,  or  shall  have,  Theodore." 

Greatly  moved,  Theodore  turned  aside, 
and  tio  more  was  said  until  the  child  was 
borne  away  by  Viola,  the  Lady  Erminia  fol- 
lowing.    Even  then,  the  words  were  few. 

"  Theodore,  you  have  pardoned  ?  " 

"  What  there  was  to  pardon,"  Theodore 
answered  with  a  hand-clip  that  said  more 
than  wor3s.  "  You,  too,  had  something  to 
forgive." 

"  Nothing,  except  benefits." 

— "Thrown  to  you  as  bones  to  a  dog.  Ray- 
mond, if  yours  had  not  been  the  sweetest  of 
natures,  you  would  have  hated  me  bitterly. 
I  was  proud  then,  for  I  had  not  learned  my 
own  need  of  pardon.  I  am  wiser  now,  I 
hope.  At  least  I  know  now  how  far  from 
wise  I  was,  and  am." 

"  Dear  Theodore,  why  not  return  here, 
where  you  are  so  loved  and  longed  for? 
Your  splendid  successes  as  a  teacher  are  in 
every  one's  mouth ;  and  evtiy  one  marvels  at 
your  abandoning  prospects  such  as  yours." 


"  Raymond,  I  could  no  longer  expoond 
Averroes.  I  ain  changed  in  many  tbiog; 
— What  of  your  buried  treasure,  my  ftiend?' 

"  Circumstances  have  made  me  a  la^ud 
in  the  very  matter  you  would  have  expeeld 
me  to  pursue  most  eagerly.  First,  I  had  it 
establish  myself  here,  to  give  a  home  to  nv 
wife  and  mother,  and  so  forth.  Then,  I  had 
to  ascertain  particulars  about  tbe  iocaliij-, 
and  to  arrange  my  plans.  Just  as  all  ihjt 
was  finished,  a  new  student  arrived  bere, 
a  gay  and  gallant  Frovengal,  who  attracin} 
me  at  once,  and  who  proved  on  inquiry  id 
be  no  other  than  the  present  Lord  of  Viu- 
delon," 

"Why  should  that  hinder  you?" 

"  The  boy  has  attached  himself  to  me;  be 
follows  me  everywhere  like  my  shadow,  in 
short,  he  renders  me  the  same  kind  of  homage 
we  used  to  render  in  old  times  to  Fompoaius 
Laetus,     The  incense  is  sweet,  Theodore.' 

"  1  too  have  found  it  so." 

— "  But  embarrassing,  in  this  inslanct. 
How,  on  the  one  hand,  can  I  say  to  him, '  Mj 
dear  boy,  your  broad  acres  belonged  lo  mf 
forefathers,  from  whom  yours  have  takta 
them  by  robbery  and  violence'?  Hoir,  on 
the  other,  can  I  creep  like  a  thief  into  Hs 
domains,  and  dig  up  his  garden  witboat 
asking  his  leave?" 

"We  shaU  see  that,"  said  Theodw 
changed  indeed  in  many  things,  as  be  sw, 
but  prompt  and  resolute  as  ever. 

A  few  days  afterwards  Theodore,  Raynwn''. 
and  Giulio  were  spurring  gaily  over  the  plaioj 
of  Laoguedoc,  on  their  way  to  the  fiiUs  a 
St  Peray,  where  was  the  castle  of  Vaudtto 
The  young  lord  of  Vaudelon,  who  was  feHj 
aware  of  their  errand  and  much  interesled  m 
its  results,  hadwannjyrecommendedlbeinw 
the  hospitality  of  his  mother  and  sisieis- 

Thus  it  happened  that  Raymond  aiW 
entered  the  rose  garden  under  the  gui^ 
of  a  fair  lady,  as  in  the  dream  of  bis  (*^- 
hood ;  only  he  always  believed  that  the  B*J 
of  his  dream  wore  the  features  of  Viola.  }^ 
lady  was  the  widowed  ch&telaine,  a  digni^M 
personage,  who,  attended  by  a  bower-maw^ 
of  gentle  blood,  sat  in  the  arbour,  ana 
watched  the  proceedmgs  of  Raymond  m 
his  friends.  ■«, 

The  fragment  of  parchment  in  ^^f^^" 
reliquary  had  been  carefuUy  studied  KW'^ 
hand,  and  the  measurements  ''.P""^ 
were  now  accurately  marked  off.  Tb*°,  ^^ 
the  anxious  moment.  Raymond  toot 
spade  first,  then  Giulio  relieved  hi:^        ^ 

"  There  is  nothing,  I  am  sure,"  ^^t 
said  at  length  with  a  half  sigh.  Afw"'*^ 
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heap  of  clay  had  been  thrown  up  without  any 
result. 

"Do  not  despair  yet,"  interposed  Theo- 
dore, who  was  standing  by,  leaning  on  his 
cane.  "Take  care,  Giulio;  you  will  break 
that  spade." 

"I  have  struck  it  against  a  stone,"  said 
Giulio,  "  No,  Wait — I  verily  believe  we 
hive  found  it  I " 

What  seemed  like  a  heap  of  rotten  leaves 
ras  soon  brought  to  light  and  laid  upon  the 
grass.  Within  the  leaves  were  many  wrap- 
pings of  skin,  half  decayed ;  and  when  these 
vere  torn  off  and  cut  away,  a  box  appeared, 
made  of  some  dark-coloured  wood  and 
damped  with  iron.  It  was  about  two  feet 
tquare  and  of  considerable  weight,  although, 
K^ymond  thought,  scarcely  heavy  enough  to 
contain  gold. 

Iliere  was  no  lock,  only  a  kind  of  rude 
clasp,  which  Raymond  wiib  much  difficulty 
succeeded  in  unfastening,  while  Theodore, 
Giulio,  and  the  two  ladies  watched  him  in 
silence.  At  last  he  dxew  out  a  great  MS. 
rolume  and  laid  it  on  the  grass,  "  J^at  is 
lUl"  he  said,  rising  from  his  knees  and  turn- 
ing to  Theodore  with  a  long  sigh  of  disap- 
pointment. 

He  was  a  brave  man,  but  he  could  not 
resign  the  vague,  yet  cherished,  hope  of  years 
without  a  pang.  Better  to  have  left  his  trea- 
sure still  in  the  border  land  between  dream 
and  expectati«n  [  "  No  doubt  books  were 
very  precious  in  those  benighted  days,"  he 
said  rather  bitterly.  "  Still,  I  marvel  at  the 
words  of  my  ancestor,  that  lands  and  castle 
were  well  lost  for  this,  and  little  worth  without 


volume,  reverently  pressing  it  to  his  heart. 
"  Since  God  has  sent  it  to  me  in  so  strange  a 
way,"  he  said,  "  He  must  have  somewhat  to 
teacii  me  through  its  pages.  Pray  for  me, 
good  and  true  friends,  that  what  He  teaches 
my  soul  may  be  ever  open  to  leam." 


CHAPTER  XXII. — MANY   VZARS    AFTERWARDS. 
"  So  tUs  and  BB  TllT  woik,; 
yfiti  itnla  c 


ti'mu'be  is  T^JIiifdf" 
:ec[  [hs  cup  3>  pIuDcd : 
i  joiibt  and  death  compjeto  tha  i 


Giulio  meanwhile  threw  himself  on  the 
glass  and  began  carefully  to  examine  the 
book.  Presently  he  cried  out  in  a  kind  of 
lapture,  "  It  is  the  Bible,  the  whole  Bible  ] 
God's  own  Word,  firom  Genesis  to  Revelation  1 
—God  be  praised ! " 

He  was  right.  The  Old  Testament  was  in 
I^tin,  in  lact  it  was  only  a  copy  of  the 
Vulgate ;  but  the  New  had  been  translated 
into  the  Provencal  of  the  twelfth  century,  the 
Langue  d'Oc,  the  tongue  of  the  Trouba- 
dours. Both  were  complete,  and  enriched 
with  many  notes.  "  Signor  Count,"  he  said 
to  Raymond,  "  you  may  be  proud  of  your 
ancestors.  They  were  amongst  God's  hidden 
suSeting  people.  The  law  of  His  mouth  was 
dearer  unto  them  than  thousands  of  gold  and 
silver.  For  their  sakes,  no  doubt,  He  hath  a 
tivour  unto  you." 

It  was  to  Raymond's  honour  that,  after  a 
ihoughtful  pause,  he  stooped  and  took  up  the 


That  segment  of  a  human  life  which  can 
be  severed  from  its  antecedents  and  its  results, 
and  laid  bare  for  inspection  by  the  hand  of  a 
chronicler,  must  needs  be  only  a  part,  perhaps 
it  is  a  very  subordinate  part,  of  the  whole. 
Life  is  not  over  when  the  vicissitudes  of  a 
stormy  youth  have  passed,  and  the  man  that 
these  have  trained  and  disciplined  sets  his 
lace  steadily,  though  it  may  be  silently,  to 
the  toils  and  cares  of  a  busy  manhood.  If 
the  banquet  be  of  God's  spreading,  assuredly 
the  best  wine  will  be  kept  for  the  last;  the 
'  _s  of  the  sultry  noon  will  abound 
above  the  morning's  glow  and  gloiy,  and 
when  in  its  appointed  season  noon  ^ves 
place  to  evening,  and  evening  again  to  night, 
still  His  law  of  progress  will  hold  good,  and 
night  itself  prove  the  morning  of  a  brighter 
and  better  day. 

Never  yet  was  home  or  heart  which  twenty 
years  passed  over  and  left  no  trace  behind. 
Long  before  such  an  intenal  as  this  had 
glided  by,  Raymond's  dwelling-place  had 
ceased  to  be  in  sunny  Languedoc,  the  land  of 
his  boyish  dreams.  We  may  visit  him  once 
again  in  the  home  he  has  chosen,  a  German 
home,  amongst  'men  and  women  who  speak 
a  German  tongue,  and  look  at  him  with  kind, 
frank,  German  eyes,  blue  as  their  own  sky. 
It  is  on  the  Bohemian  side  of  the  romantic 
mountain  range  which  separates  that  country 
from  Saxony.  There,  in  a  secluded  village, 
a  colony  of  "  United  Brethren  "  have  found 
shelter  and  refuge  from  persecution  amidst 
"  the  strength  of  the  hills."  Raymond  is  their 
pastor,  but  he  is  much  more  besides :  he  is 
the  preceptor,  guide,  and  counsellor  of  a 
chosen  band  of  young  men,  who  have  come 
to  him  from  all  parts  of  the  land  to  be  edu- 
cated for  the  ministry  of  the  Church  of  "  Re- 
formers before  the  Reformation." 

Is  it  one  such  who  stands  before  him  now, 
— a  fine  athletic,  dark-eyed  young  man,  who 
looks  reverently  and  inquiringly  into  the 
pastor's  thoughtful  face  ?  Not  so  ;  that  is  Ray- 
mood's  eldest  son,  Theodore  Chalcondyles,  . 
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and  Theodore  will  be  no  pastor,  the  famitlar 
beaten  paths  of  home  not  always  proving 
the  most  attractive  to  young  eager  feet. 
Moreover,  another  influence  has  been  at  work 
upon  him;  but  it  is  an  influence  not  an- 
tagonistic to  his  father's,  and  his  father  is 
content 

"There  is  no  reason  why  you  should  not 
talce  out  your  degree  at  Montpellier,"  Ray- 
mond is  saying  to  his  son.  "  Whatever  you  do 
afterwards  will  be  done  the  better  by  you  as 
a  duly  licensed  physician." 

"Father,"  said  the  young  man,  "you 
taught  Greek  at  Montpellier  for  several  years ; 
they  remember  you  there,  and  with  honour. 
Why  did  you  leave  it  ?  " 

Raymond  smiled,  took  a  large  and  heavy 
volume  of  MS.  from  one  of  his  bookshelves 
and  laid  it  on  the  table.  "  That  did  it,"  he 
said. 

"  You  have  often  told  us  how  you  found 
it,  and  how  precious  it  is  to  you,  my  father. 
But  why  should  it  so  change  all  the  circum- 
stances of  your  life  ?  " 

"  The  New  Testament  in  the  old  Proven- 
cal language  sent  me  back  to  the  study  of 
the  original  Greek  j  and  to  that  study  I  owe 
the  opening  out  before  me  of  new  worlds  of 
thought  and  knowledge.  I  had  already  a 
dim  but  real  love  for  the  Word  of  God,  and 
for  Him  of  whom  it  testifies,  thanks  to  one 
whose  name  I  have  ever  taught  you  to 
honour." 

"  Giulio  Morgagna.  Do  you  know,  &thcr, 
where  he  is  now  ?  " 

"  I  last  heard  of  him  as  the  instructor  of  a 
company  of  glass-makers  in  the  mountains 
of  Foix,  He  is  likely  to  teach  them  much 
more  than  the  mysteries  of  their  craft.*  If 
indeed  he  escape 

"  I  taught  many  things  out  of  that  book  to 
the  students  at  Montpellier.  I  sought  to 
make  them  '  Grecians,'  not  so  much  after  the 
manner  of  Plato  as  after  that  of  Apollos,  or 
rather  of  those  who  expounded  unto  Apollos 
the  way  of  the  Lord  more  perfectly.  But  as 
I  learned  more  and  more  of  that  way  myself, 
many  things  perplexed  and  disquieted  me. 
My  position  was  becoming  every  day  more 
dlMcult  and  painful,  when  God  sent  me  the 
guidance  I  was  longing  for,  A  deputation 
from  the  Evangelical  Church  of  the  United 
Brethren  was  passing  noiselessly  up  and 
down  through  the  great  evil  world  of 
Christendom ;  searching  everywhere,  if  per- 

•  Ths  tlu>-niakcn  of  Foim,  i  wry  intsmtinE  coBiinDBllT, 
were  eanoblcd  b>  Cbaiiei  VI.  'fhe*  euly  fava  in  their 
adhuiDn  to  the  priocipla  of  the  Kefonnation,  to  wbich  thEj 
coBtiiised  UcBdJuClT  uudwd,  in  •pits  of  tbe  moil  criul  pei- 
Kcotiou,  antil  Ihft  imt  of  lbs  FmuA  RnoIutioD. 


chance  any  might  be  found  who  had  under- 
standing and  sought  after  God,  and  nbosg 
souls,  touched  by  Divine  truth,  revoltej 
against  a  religion  of  empty  forms  and  cetM 
monies,*  To  me  their  scriptural  creed,  iboc 
simple  worship,  their  apostolic  life  offered 
just  what  my  soul  desired,  and  therefore  I 
accompanied  them  when  they  returned  heie. 
To  my  mother  the  change  was  made  eafj: 
by  the  connection  between  the  Bobcmiu 
Oiurches  and  those  of  the  East,  whence tliei:^ 
Christianity  was  originally  derived.  To  nj' 
aged  friend  and  servant  Manuel,  already  near 
his  departure,  it  seemed,  as  he  said,  likegolnj: 
home  to  die  amongst  his  own  people.  For  be 
chose  to  consider  die  Calixtines  tme  orthodoi 
believers,  and  great  was  his  joy  wheo,  fiist 
with  them  and  afterwards  with  us,  he  diaok 
of  the  cup  to  which  they  have  so  braitl; 
vindicated  the  right  of  all  the  Eiithliil.  To 
my  children  too  this  has  been  a  hap;? 
home ;  although  the  elder  are  now  plumiij 
their  wings  for  flight,  you  towards  the  Wtsl 
and  my  young  artist  Raymond — since  1ie 
must  needs  be  a  sculptor  —  towards  iha! 
sweet  southern  clime  where  my  own  tiof- 
hood  was  spent.  Still,  wherever  you  loam, 
the  faith  learned  here  will  be  treiaiwi 
in  your  hearts.  We  are  a  small,  despised. 
persecuted  remnant;  yet,  Theodore,  we ae 
sons  of  the  morning.  I  think  the  future  "^ 
the  world  is  with  us,  or  with  such  as  we  in' 
"  And,"  said  Theodore, "  with  die  men « 
science,  who  explore  nature," 

"  I  deny  it  not.  '  In  the  beginning  m 
the  Word — all  things  were  made  by  Hio, 
and  without  Him  was  not  anythiog  miiie 
that  was  made.'  Therefore,  all  created  tbings 
are  God's  utterance,  the  expression  of  His 
thought.  Go  then,  my  son,  read  what  He 
has  said  in  that  great  book  of  which  the  leiits 
are  earth  and  ocean,  and  the  letters  sbb 
and  plants  and  living  things  without  Dumber. 
I  keep  to  this"  (helaidhishandontheSble) 
"  as  my  work  and  my  joy,  and  my  mediaw 
day  and  night.  I  believe  that  in  boib  ihcie 
are  wondrous  things  —  treasures  yet  "i- 
dreamed  of — which  He  is  keeping  lorewn. 
the  earnest  seeker," 

So  says  Dr,  Theodore,  About  dai 
world  beyond  the  Western  wave,  he  is  n»rc 
and  more  assured  every  day,  he  and  biS 
friend,  the  great  navigator  Chnstopbw 
Columbus." 

•  A  feci.  TTiii  wai  ths  iKond  dfpBbilm  "f  ^  HS 
>uipoiB  by  tho  Umtcd  Bretfanu.  But  "thM,,™?^ 
Dti^wtStbo  ucoption  of.  (mail  lil>mbl!rirfW>ld^ 
.oly  IL  trim  iiolatcd  belie»en.  tenml  of  .rfioo  Ii«™*.'VS 
limM  bddre  theii  ewa.    Tbr,  Hrethren  ti™  ""^h, 

rhurch  ud  Hi*  p«pl«,* 
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"  Theodore,  I  tnist  utterly  the  man  after 
whom  I  named  you;  and  whom,  from  my 
boyhood  upwards,  I  have  loved  as  a  brother. 
Of  the  affection  he  has  shown  you  and  the 
benefits  you  have  received  from  him  we  need 
not  speak,  both  of  us  know  them  well.  And 
since,  long  years  ago,  I  learned  from  his  own 
lips  that  his  heart  acknowledged  Jesus  of 
Nazareth  as  his  Messiah  and  his  Saviour, 
mine  has  been  at  rest  about  him.  I  have 
always  wished  you  to  regard  him  in  the  light 
of  a  second  father.  Therefore,  if  it  be  his 
desire  that  you  should  go  with  him  to  the 
ends  of  the  earth,  and  if  it  be  the  desire  of 
yaur  own  soul  also,  God  forbid  that  I  should 
say  you  nay." 
Theodore's  eyes  sparkled.     "Itwhis  de- 


sire," he  said,  "  and  mine.  He  is  now  aid- 
ing Columbus  by  every  means  in  his  power 
to  bring  his  projects  of  discovery  before  some 
prince  or  commonwealth  kbie  to  translate 
dreams  into  deeds.  For,  as  I  have  said,  he 
believes,  with  Columbus,  that  there  is  a  great 
undiscovered  land  beyond  the  Western  Sea 
(connected  no  doubt  with  India),  and  his 
determination  is  fixed  to  go  and  see  it  before 
he  dies.  Father,  it  is  to  that  land  he  would 
have  me  go  with  him." 

"Then  go,  and  God  prosper  thee  and 
him.  Go,  far  as  you  will,  on  the  wings  of  the 
moming ;  and  whithersoever  you  go,  may 
His  hand  lead  you,  His  right  hand  hold 
you." 


Pannit  of  aa  opii 
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T  F  public  attention  were  always  secured  by 
■*■  questions  of  social  welfare  in  proportion 
to  the  numbers  affected  by  them,  perhaps  it 
would  be  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  the 
^de  in  opium  would  attract  more  discussion 
than  any  other  subject  of  the  kind.  Let  us 
wigh  these  facts.  The  population  of  the 
world  is  estimated,  with  some  reasonable 
approach  to  accuracy,  at  i,aoo,ooo,ooo. 
Hindustan,  including  the  native  states,  has  a 
population  of  about  250,000,000.  The 
CWncse  empire  has  been  generally  believed 


to  count  400,000,000  of  inhabitants.  That 
is  to  say,  more  than  half  the  population  of 
the  world  is  found  in  India  and  China. 
Even  if  the  number  of  Chinese  has  been 
greatly  exaggerated,  that  would  not  very 
much  affect  the  proportion,  for  in  estimating 
the  population  of  the  world,  China  has 
always  been  put  down  as  above.  Unless 
then  there  should  be  a  far  greater  inaccuracy 
in  these  statistics  than  appears  at  all  likely 
or  even  possible,  it  must  remain  true  that 
half  the    human    family  or  thereabouts  is 
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affected  directly  oi  indirectly  by  the  opium 

traffic. 

It  is  of  course  admitted  that  only  a  small 
proportion  of  these  vast  numbers  are  actually 
concerned  in  the  production  or  the  consump- 
tion of  opium.  But  the  history  of  British 
India  and  of  British  policy  in  the  far  East 
has  been  written  in  vain  for  those  who  do 
not  recognise  that  this  is  only  a  small  part  of 
the  question.  To  say  nothing  of  the  extent  of 
the  best  land  devoted  in  India  to  the  cultiva- 
tion of  opium  while  the  population  presses 
upon  means  of  sustenance— nothing  of  the 
wivesandchildrenof  opium-smokers — nothing 
of  the  fact  that  the  districts  in  China  most 
directly  affected  by  the  vice  are  tliose  most 
open  to  British  commerce  and  Emxipean 
influences — there  are  one  or  two  considera- 
tions of  undeniable  and  far-reaching  import 
which  are  quite  sufficient  to  justify  what  we 
have  said.  Amid  all  the  disputes  that  have 
been  held  about  Indian  finance  it  is  acknow- 
ledged on  all  hands  that  the  large  proportion 
borne  by  the  item  of  opium  to  the  whole 
revenue  is  a  cause  of  great  anxiety  and  un- 
certainty. It  amounts  now  to  upwards  of 
eight  millions  out  of  a  gross  total  of  some 
fifty  millions.  Now  it  must  be  conceded 
that  the  certainty  and  confidence  neces- 
sary to  sound  finance  can  hardly  be  pos- 
sible under  such  a  condition  of  things. 
But  there  is  another  side  to  the  ques- 
tion. Insecure  as  this  item  of  revenue  is, 
it  is  nevertheless  so  famihar  that  Indian 
officials  always  look  on  it  as  a  matter  of 
course.  It  helps  to  keep  up  a  delusion 
about  the  wealth  of  India  ;  it  encourages  an 
adventurous  policy  which  has  been  the  curse 
of  our  relations  to  that  great  dependency  ;  it 
assists  to  maintain  a  system  of  extravagance 
handed  down  from  the  old  Company,  and 
according  to  which  every  one  in  India  must 
be  paid  at  twice  the  rate  obtained  in  other 
fore^  dependencies  of  the  empire,  India 
was  of  old  regarded  as  a  sort  of  Tom 
Tiddler's  ground,  to  which  the  younger  sons 
of  impecunious  aristocracy  might  be  sent  to 
pick  up  gold  and  silver.  And  though  it 
would  be  ungenerous  to  deny  that  there  has 
been  a  considerable  improvement  in  the 
relations  of  our  imperial  power  to  the  popula- 
tion of  India,  yet  it  is  undeniable  that  the 
opportunity  of  money-making  for  Englishmen 
is  still  one  of  the  main  arguments,  if  indeed 
it  is  not  the  chief  reason  openly  given,  for 
maintaining  our  Eastern  empire. 

But  our  relations  to  India  can  never  be 
put  upon  a  thoroughly  sound  footing  until 
we  recognise  that  out  poutionisnot  so  much 


one  of  splendid  privilege  as  of  solemn 
responsibility.  Without  our  choice  a  burden 
is  laid  upon  us  which  we  are  bound  to  bear, 
because  to  shake  it  off  would  be  to  sub- 
stitute internecine  strife,  confusion,  and 
chaos,  for  the  comparative  order  and 
security  at  present  maintained  amongst 
250,000,000  people.  Our  duty  obviously  is 
to  train  these  people  for  a  possible  future  of 
self-government,  however  distant  that  future 
may  be.  We  are  bound  to  take  care  that 
the  interests  of  these  people,  whether  in  the 
shape  of  physical  comfort  and  prosperity  or 
spiritual  enlightenment  and  moral  progress, 
are  always  first  considered  in  every  movement 
of  policy  and  in  every  change  of  their 
institutions.  But  so  long  as  the  Indian 
revenue  involves  this  enormous  item,  illegi- 
timate in  its  sources,  wasteful  in  Its  action, 
and  requiring  for  its  protection  anned 
resistance  to  the  demands  of  China,  the 
most  populous  empire  in  the  world,  it  is 
inconceivable  that  this  Christian  and  rational 
view  of  our  relations  to  India  should  be 
practlcallyadopted. 

Again,  if  we  look  at  China,  it  is  obvious  al 
once  that  the  influence  of  the  opium  traffic 
extends  indefinitely  far  beyond  the  actual 
consumers  of  opium.  Throughout  the  whole 
of  this  century  all  negotiations  and  hostilities 
with  China  have  been  almost  exclusively  occu- 
pied with,  or  have,  In  one  way  or  another, 
arisen  out  of,  the  opium  trade.  Down  10 
1857  that  trade  was  simply  a  gigantic  system 
of  smuggling,  prohibited  by  Chinese  law,  but 
protected  by  the  resistless  might  of  Greal 
Britain.  This  smuggling  trade  was  of  course 
associated  with  the  deeds  of  violence,  with 
the  demoralisation  of  character,  witli  llie 
cheating  and  lying  and  fraud  that  always 
characterize  illegal  traffic.  One  of  the  in- 
veterate curses  of  China  is  the  uniyeisJ 
prevalence  of  official  corruption.  This,/" 
course,  is  not  to  be  charged  upon  contact  wiili 
the  Western  world.  But,  certainly,  amonp' 
the  most  formidable  difficulties  with  which 
Chinese  reformers  have  had  to  contend  m 
the  populous  south-eastern  districts,  this 
illegal  traffic  in  opium  has  had  the  foremost 
rank.  Self-respect  has  its  place  in  the  moial 
healdi  of  nations  as  well  as  of  individuals- 
An  empire  compelled  habitually  to  truckle  to 
foreign  powers,  while  in  all  its  language  to  its 
own  subjects  it  assumes  airs  of  unassailah'e 
supremacy,  must  necessarily  be  lacking  i" 
some  of  the  chief  moral  forces  needed  for  in- 
ternal reform.  Japan  has  in  this  respect  h:^ 
a  better  chance  than  China ;  for  although  IW 
country  of  the  Tycoon,  like  all  other  AsatK 
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lands,  has  experienced  the  imperious  manners 
of  Western  empires,  yet  she  has  at  least  been 
spared  the  humiliating  intrusion  of  European 
orders  in  the  management  of  her  internal 
affairs.  It  is  pcriiaps  owing  to  this  com- 
parative freedom  iu  her  intercourse  with 
Western  civilisation  that  Japan  has  been  so 
much  more  favourably  impressed  with  its  ad- 
i-antages.  The  case  of  China  has  been  very 
different.  For  three-quarters  of  a  century  she 
nas  not  allowed  even  to  put  down  smuggling. 
She  then  received  from  a  victorious  fleet  and 
aimy  a  polite  invitation  to  legalise  the  de- 
tested trade.  And,  last  of,all,  the  convention 
agreed  upon  at  Chefoo,  in  1876,  has  never 
beea  yet  ratified,  simply  because  Great 
Britain  refuses  to  allow  to  China  unlimited 
liberty  of  determining  internal  dues  on  her 
own  commerce.  For  a  hundred  years  and 
mote  we  have  denied  to  the  most  ancient  and 
populous  empire  in  the  world  that  right  of 
determining  her  own  commercial  policy, 
which  is  surely  one  of  the  most  essential 
attributes  of  sovereignty- 
It  may  be  said,  indeed,  that  no  country 
possessmg  a  lai^e  share  of  the  resources  of 
human  welfare  has  any  right  to  isolate  itself 
from  the  commerce  of  the  world,  and  that,  if 
such  an  attempt  is  made,  foreign  nations  have 
1  claim,  in  the  interests  of  the  rest  of  man- 
liind,  to  insist  upon  a  reasonable  measure  of 
intercourse.  All  this  may  be  fully  admitted 
without  in  the  least  degree  affecting  the  issue 
between  Great  Britain  and  China.  Her 
Intimate  commerce  in  the  materials  or  pro- 
duce of  healthful  industry  is  not  in  question. 
.According  to  the  Chefoo  convention,  China 
agrees  to  enlarge  her  ordinary  commerce 
with  this  country,  and  opens  additional  ports 
for  the  purpose  j  but  so  little  interest  have  we 
|n  legitimate  commerce,  that  our  ambassador 
insists  upon  surrendering  these  advantages 
rather  than  submit  to  the  claim  of  China  to  im- 
pose internal  dues  at  her  own  discretion  upon 
theimportcd  opium.  Years  ago  the  Chinese 
High  Commissioner  Lin  used  words  on  this 
subject  which  are  noteworthy.  Our  poUcy  had 
evidently  convinced  this  eminent  Pagan  that  a 
Christian  nation  was  much  more  likely  to  be 
moved  by  arguments  addressed  to  the  pocket 
Jhw  by  any  considerations  of  conscience. 
'Suppo^ng  thai  you  give  up  your  traffic  in 
tne  single  article  of  opium,"  he  said,  "  then 
the  other  business  that  you  do  will  be  much 
"icreased  You  will  therein  reap  your  three- 
fold profit  comfortably,  and  you  may,  as  pre- 
viously, go  on  acquiring  wealth  in  abundance, 
""'s  neither  violating  the  laws  nor  laying  up 
Store  for  after  misery.    What  happiness,  what 


delight  will  be  yours  !  But  if,  on  the  other 
hand,  you  will  persist  in  carrying  on  the 
opium  trade,  then  such  a  course  of  conduct 
must  infallibly  lead  to  the  cutting  off  of  your 
general  trade."  It  is  a  significant  fact  that 
our  general  trade  with  China  shows  very 
little  expansiveness  when  compared  with  far 
less  promising  fields  of  commerce.  The 
population  of  China  represents,  as  we  have 
seen,  about  one-third  of  the  human  family, 
and  the  vast  majority  of  them  require  cotton 
clothing,  indeed  use  scarcely  any  other.  It 
might  be  expected  that  such  a  country  would 
hold  a  foremost  place  amongst  the  foreign 
customers  of  our  manufacturing  districts. 
This,  however,  is  very  far  from  being  the 
case.  In  1873  China  ranked  only  thirteenth 
amongst  the  states  importing  the  produce 
of  Great  Britain.  In  1872,  the  total  value  of 
British  exports  being  ;^2s6,ooo,ooo,  only  six 
and  a  half  millions  went  to  China ;  and  since 
that  time  there  is  no  proof  of  any  consider- 
able alteration  in  these  proportions.  These 
&ct5  are  in  themselves  enough  to  suggest 
that,  iu  insisting  so  obstinately  upon  the 
maintenance  of  the  opium  traffic,  we  are 
sacrificing  more  profitable  as  well  as  more 
innocent  branches  of  commerce  to  the  sup- 
posed interests  of  the  Indian  Government. 

Such  considerations  are  enforced  still 
further  by  the  tone  of  feeling  engendered 
amongst  the  Chinese,  and  especially  amongst 
the  most  influential  part  of  the  population. 
It  has  been  the  custom  of  the  defenders  of 
the  opiimi  traffic  to  assert  that  Chinese 
objections  are  not  based  on  moral  or  philan- 
thropic feeling,  but  only  on  a  desire  to  keep 
the  monopoly  of  its  profit  in  the  hands  of 
their  own  Government.  Even  if  this  were 
true,  it  is  no  defence  of  our  position.  For 
if  a  revenue  is  to  be  made  out  of  the  de- 
moralization of  Chinamen,  it  may  well  be 
argued  that  such  a  revenue  belongs  to  their 
own  Government  rather  than  to  ouis.  But 
the  assertion  itself  is  contravened  by  very 
strong  evidence.  No  doubt  there  are  dif- 
ferences of  opinion  in  China  on  the  subject 
of  opium,  just  as  there  are  in  Great  Britain 
on  the  subject  of  gin.  But  it  is  a  fact  that 
societies  exist  in  China,  supported  by  liberal 
subscriptions,  for  the  purpose  of  checking 
the  opium  vice.  One  of  these  draws  its 
members  mainly,  if  not  exclusively,  from  the 
ranks  of  Heathen  opponents  to  Christianity ; 
and  it  is  not  too  much  to  suppose  that  their 
objections  to  the  gospel  arq  very  much 
intensified  by  the  iact  that  the  missionaries 
:hie9y  come  from  that  Englisb^peaking  race 
which  insists  upon  firee  trade  in  poispii, ,  ^ ,  ^ 
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One  of  themeans  adopted  by  these  Chinese 
societies  is  the  di?semination  of  pictures  by 
some  native  Hogarth,  who  has  portrayed 
various  stages  on  the  road  to  ruin.  Some  of 
these  pictures  are  hung  up  on  the  internal  walls 
of  houses,  in  the  hope  that  they  may  prove 
a  warning  to  the  young  people.  Others  have 
been  published  in  the  forna  of  illustrated 
tracts  for  distribution.  Some  of  the  latter 
illustrations  have  been  reproduced  in  Eng- 
land, and  lie  before  us  as  we  write.  The 
first  shows  the  incipient  opium-smoker  re- 
clining on  a  couch  in  his  mansion,  with  his 
pipe  inserted  in  the  flame  of  the  lamp.  The 
picture,  though  like  most  Eastern  art  entirely 
innocent  of  perspective,  is  very  suggestive  of 
the  insidious  nature  of  the  vice.  Sunlight, 
ease,  indolence,  and  dreams — such  is  the 
combination  of  tempting  luxuries  portrayed. 
The  next  picture  shows  an  alarmed  family — 
the  wife  on  her  bended  knees  praying  her 
husband  to  desist ;  a  child  presuming  on  the 
freedom  of  a  petted  favourite  to  run  off  with 
his  father's  pipe  ;  the  grandmother,  tottering 
on  a  staff,  to  add  her  entreaties,  apparently  in 
vain.  The  third  picture  shows  suggestions 
of  other  vices  which  gather  around  one 
indulged  sin.  Singing  men  and  singing 
women  now  help  to  swell  the  extravagance 
of  dissipation.  Afterwards  we  see  the  wife 
compelled  to'labour  that  if  possible  she  may 
stave  off  ruin.  So,  step  by  step,  degradation 
.continues,  until  in  a  final  picture  the  miser- 


able victim  of  opium  is  portrayed  naked 
amidst  winter  snows,  with  the  beggar's  empty 
basket  hanging  round  his  shoulders,  seeking 
for  some  lock  shelter  in  which  to  lie  down 
and  die. 

At  a  recent  public  meeting  one  of  the 
speakers,  who  had  spent  some  years  as  a 
missionary  in  China,  produced  a  painful 
impression  by  his  description  of  the  humiliat- 
ing difficulties  in  which  English  maintenance 
of  the  opium  trade  had  involved  him.  After 
he  had  been  discoursing  in  the  outer  court  of 
a  temple  about  the  glad  tidings  of  salvation, 
some  shrewd  and  respectable  member  of  his 
audience  would  request  permission  to  ask  a 
question  or  two.  "I  believe  you  are  an 
Englishman  ?"  "  Yes."  "  Do  not  English- 
men insist  on  bringing  opium  into  tbis 
country?"  "I  am  sorry  to  know  that  they 
do ;  but  it  is  against  the  xidshes  of  a  large 
proportion  of  my  countrymen."  "  Very  well.* 
Then,  turning  to  his  friends,  the  questioner 
would  say :  "  This  gentleman  tells  us, 
amongst  other  rules  of  his  religion,  that  it 
teaches  men  to  do  to  others  as  they  would 
that  others  should  do  to  them.  Now  English 
people  do  not  obey  this  rule  themselves,  for 
they  send  opium  here  to  the  ruin  of  onr  I 
sons,  and  they  would  not  like  to  be  treated  ' 
so  themselves.  What  is  the  use  of  a.  religion 
that  allows  those  who  profess  it  to  act  so  in- 
consistently with  their  pretences  ?  "  Alas!ibe 
answer  is  diflicult  under  such  ctrcumstacca. 


"Penelope,"  arc.  mc 
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laughter  from  Loiis  and  Alice  generally  fo'' 
lowed  one  of  these  concussions ;  and  throitgh 
the  house  the  sweet  voices  of  the  sisters,  as 
they  sang  rounds  or  ballads,  echoed  pleasantly' 
They  had  all  true  and  rich  voices,  but  Lois 
especially  sang  like  a  bird,  trilling  and  oroi- 
menting  the  songs  she  had  learnt  by  ear  in  a 
quite  her  own,  and  which  was  charm- 


CHAPTER   I. 

^'T'HERE  was  much  bustle  in  Oakhurst 
-L  Farm  one  May  morning,  bustle  with- 
out and  bustle  within,  for  visitors  were  ex- 
pected that  day.  Without,  Joe,  the  third  son 
of  good  Peter  Lockwood,  the  owner  of  the 
farm,  was  digging,  raking,  hoeing,  sweeping, 
and  weeding  with  great  energy,  in  order  to 
make  the  somewhat  wild  but  gay  garden 
tidy;  while  within,  carpets  were  being  taken 
up,  floors  scrubbed,  linen  ironed,  and  cur- 
.  tains  hung.  In  fact,  the  interior  of  the  house 
was  like  a  bee-hive ;  and  busy  Mrs.  Lock- 
wood,  her  maid  Barbara,  and  her  three 
daughters,  Esther,  Lois,  and  Alice,  knocked 
<up  against  one  another  in  the  passages  and 
jostled  on  the  stairs. 

Sut  it  was  meiry  business,  for  gay  peals  of 


ing  in  her~ 

"  GuW  a'cT  the  mooBtuB  Me, 

Ft]  de  I^  de  la,"— 

hammer,  hammer,  hammer  as  a  refrain,  for 
Lois  was  nailing  up  a  clean  valance  over 
the  windows  of  a  bedroom,  while  Esther  held 
the  steps. 

The  window  was  latticed,  and  now  was 
flung  wide  open.  Just  below  was  an  apple- 
tree  in  full  blossom,  among  the  branches  of 
which  a  thrush  sang  his  dear,  slow  song. 
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Just  beyond  was  a  meadow  put  up  for  hay, 
over  which  the  rustliog  breezes  of  moming 
swept  and  made  to  nod  the  heavy  pink 
clover  and  the  lasselled  sorrel.  Sweet  smells 
came  Up  from  the  gillyflowers  and  honey- 
suckles below,  and  bees  buzzed  in  and  out 
of  the  window  on  their  way  to  their  work 
amongst  them.  The  air  that  made  the  young 
leaves  dance,  and  that  fanned  the  fresh  cheeks 
of  the  (air  girls  as  they  worked,  had  the  in- 
expressible sweetness  of  the  young  and  holy 
eiily  hours  of  day,  which  come  as  with  a 
message  from  heaven  of  renewed  joy  and  hope. 
"  How  nice  it  must  be,"  said  Lois  from 
the  top  of  the  steps,  "  always  to  have  pretty 
things  about  you !  I  should  like  to  have  a 
rosy  paper  in  my  room  and  dimitj'  curtains 
lo  my  bed,  whereas  we  must  have  white- 
washed walls  and  bare  Qoors  and  truckle 
beds.  Why,  the  other  day  mother  scolded 
me  because  I  hung  some  pictures  up  with 
pins  in  my  room,  and  told  me  I  was  silly  and 
ns  wasting  my  time." 

"  Don't  set  light  of  mother's  words,  Lois," 
said  Esther,  who  had  a  graver  face  than  Lois, 
but  not  a  whit  the  less  beautiftjl  for  that ;  "  I 
never  go  against  mother  in  the  least  thing 
without  finding  out  afterwards  that  I  have 
been  in  the  wrong." 

"  You  know  you  never  do  go  against 
mother,"  sdd  Lois  with  a  pleasant  laugh ; 
"so  you  can't  really  have  tried.  But  I  am 
only  jesting.  I  know  right  well  that  there  is 
00  one  in  the  wide  world  like  mother,  and  it's 
my  belief  that  she's  so  good  that  God  tells 
her  what  to  do  and  what  not  to  do,  and 
tiiat's  the  reason  that  in  the  long  run  she's 
ilwiys  right." 
Hammer,  hammer,  hammer. 

"ToUrBrienUwe'llnnftlv  glide, 
Fal  de  111  ie  la." 

"That's  the  way  to  work,  girls,"  said  the 
tindly-faced,  portly  mother.  "  Singing  makes 
the  wheels  spin  fast.  I  like  to  hear  maids 
sing  over  their  work.  It  shows  they  love  it, 
aiid  are  not  like  the  man  in  the  parable,  who 
grudged  his  work  and  wrapped  his  talent 
a«ay  rather  than  serve  the  Good  Master." 

Eh,  mother,  I'm  never  so  happy  as  when 
'be  work  tumbles  head  over  heels  into  the 
<'»y  and  one  has  to  run  to  catch  it.  We've 
n^^ly  done  here.  Mother,  let  us  finish 
uefote  breakfast,  please,"  and  Lois  jumped 
™m  the  top  of  the  steps  with  a  light  bound 
»nd  fell,  laughing,  into  the  depth  of  a  big  old- 
^nioned  arm-chair,  in  which  she  was  half- 
buned. 

"Come,  come,"  said  Esther,  "don't  idle. 
j    "^'P  me  to  make  this  bed  quickly  ! " 


"  Oh  yes,  I  like  making  beds,"  said  Lois,  | 

springing  up  and   shaking   violently  at  the  | 

comers  of  the  big  feather  bed  till  her  already  j 

rosy  cheeks  were  redder  than  a  rose,  and  she 
panted  for  breath.  I 

Then,  as  she  helped  to  spread  the  snowy  I 

sheets,  she  said  in  a  half  whisper,  "  I  know,  ' 

Esther,  why  Joe  is  going  away  to-day.     Do 
you  ?  "  I 

"  He  promised  to  go  to  stay  with  Uncle 
Joe  a  long  time  ago." 

"  Oh,  that's  all  very  fine,  but  I  know 
better.  And  just  sec  how  hard  he's  working 
in  the  garden.  I  say  ifs  a  sin  and  a 
shame ! " 

"  Be  quiet,  Lois,"  said  Esther  decidedly, 
but  yet  gently,  "you  never  can  tame  your 
tongue.  Some  things  are  better  never  said." 

"  He's  such  a  dear  fellow,"  continued 
Lois.  "So  clever  and  so  good-looking. 
Didn't  the  master  at  the  grammar  school  say 
if  he  could  have  been  kept  at  his  books  he 
might  have  done  anything?  He  told  Uncle 
Joe  he  was  the  cleverest  boy  he  had  ever 
had  in  his  school.  And  now  isn't  he  read- 
ing all  hours  of  the  night  all  sorts  of  strange, 
hard  books,  and  covering  all  the  bits  of  paper 
he  can  get  hold  of  with  figures  and  calcula- 
tions? And  then  as  to  goodoess,  he's 
mother's  own  child,  bless  him !  All  thafs 
true  and  noble  and  unselfish  1  Why,  there's 
no  one  too  good  for  Joe,  But  the  world  is 
so  crooked  t " 

"We  shouldn't  make  it  go  straighter  if  we 
followed  our  own  notions  instead  of  the  laws 
God  has  made  for  us,  Lois  dear." 

"  Laws  !  Yes,  God's  laws,  of  course ; 
but  it  puzzles  me  sometimes  how  it  is.  Oh, 
Joe  !  how  you  frightened  me,"  she  cried  out 
as  Joe  put  his  head  in  at  the  window.  He 
stood  on  the  topmost  rung  of  the  ladder  on 
which  he  was  training  the  jessamine  whicli 
clambered  about  it,  and  in  his  hand  he  held 
a  basket  filled  with  violets  and  lilies  ot  the 
valley. 

"  Oh,  Joe,  how  beautiful ! "  said  both  the 
girls.  "  Where  did  you  get  them  from  ?  We 
were  just  wanting  some  flowers  for  the 
rooms." 

"  I  begged  them  from  Mr.  Harcourf  s  gar- 
dener," said  Joe,  smiling.  "  You  know  I  • 
helped  his  boy  at  school  sometimes,  and  he 
makes  much  more  of  the  little  I  did  than  it 
deserves ;  and  he  tells  me  to  ask  for  flowers 
whenever  I  like." 

Lois  was  quite  right;  her  brother's  was  a 
handsome  face,  or  rather  it  was  a  face  full  of 
interest.  He  shared  the  family  beauty  of 
feature  and  clearness  of  skin  ;  but  there  was 
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also  so  much  of  earnestness  aod  truth  and 
intelligence  expressed  in  it  that  it  seemed  to 
be  lighted  up  from  within  by  some  hidden 
flame.  Even  his  rough  farm  clothes  and 
'  weatherbeaten  skin  could  not  take  from  his 
good  looks,  which  were  independent  of  all 
external  aids. 

"  I  say,  Joe,  don't  go  away,"  said  Ixjis, 
leaning  out  of  the  window  and  bending  almost 
into  the  big  apple-tree  below.  But  Joe  turned 
away  as  if  he  had  not  heard,  and  Esther 
twitched  her  sister's  sleeve  and  said — 

"  Come,  Lois,  mother's  calling  us  to  break- 
fast    Come,  Joe." 

"  Come  to  breakfast,"  repeated  Alice,  the 
third  sister,  putting  her  head  in  at  the  door. 

Alice  was  just  fifteen,  and  differed  in  ap- 
pearance from  Lois's  apple-blossom  beauty 
and  Esther's  gentle  stateliness,  as  does  the 
snowdrop  from  the  rose  and  the  tail  queen 
lily.  She  was  fair  and  slight  and  pale,  and 
her  small  head  drooped  as  the  snowdrop  bell 
from  its  $tem.  There  was  an  indolence  about 
her  movements  and  a  nonchalance  in  her 
manner  unlike  the  brisk  eagerness  of  Lois  or 
the  quiet  energy  and  determination  of  Esther, 
for  Alice  was  the  pet  of  the  family,  and  she 
was  not  the  better  for  it 


"  Don't  sing  such  rubbish,  Lois,"  said  Joe, 
as  he  and  his  sister  entered  by  different 
doors  the  big  stone-floored  haU  or  front 
kitchen  where  their  breakfast  was  spread. 
"  When  will  you  get  some  sense  into  your 
head,  child  ?  Why,  you're  seventeen,  aren't 
you?"  he  added,  smiling  and  putting  bis 
hand  on  her  head. 

"Yes,  and  Esther's  nineteen,  and  Joe's 
twenty-one,  and  Miss  Greville's  eighteen," 
added  Lois  saucily. 

"  Come,  Lois,  eat  your  breakfast  and  be 
quiet,"  said  Mrs.Lockwood  with  a  reproving 
glance,  which  silenced  her  for  a  time. 

"  Where's  father  ?  "  asked  Esther  as  she 
put  his  chair. 

"  Oh,  he's  had  his  breakfast  two  hours  ago. 
He's  in  the  five-acre  hoeing  turnips." 

"  That's  too  hard  work  for  father,"  said 
Joe. 

"  I  know  it  is,  but  what  are  we  to  do?  we 
can't  afford  labour.  It  becomes  harder  and 
harder  to  live;  the  land  scarcely  keeps  us 
as  it  is.  It  might,  of  course,  if  we  could 
spend  more  on  it,  but  money  only  comes 
into  our  hands  to  be  paid  straight  out  for  the 
necessities  of  life.    I  don't  mean  to  grumble. 


but  I  want  you  all  to  feel  why  it  is  we  can- 
not do  more  for  you  and  better  for  you," 
and  tears  glistened  in  Mrs.  Lockwood's  eyes 
as  she  spoke. 

"  Oh,  mother! "  said  they  all  in  one  breiih, 
"we  know  you  do  more  than  any  one  else 
would." 

"And  deny  yourselves  only  too  much," 
added  Esther. 

"  What  seems  so  hard  to  me  is  that  people 
who  have  no  scruples,  but  who  run  into  debt, 
seem  to  get  on  better  than  the  upright  and 
honest  folk  like  you  and  father,"  said  Lo'i^. 

"  Only  seem,"  said  the  mother ;  "  besides. 
we  have  nothing  to  do  with  other  folks' 
actions,  all  we  have  to  do  is  to  rule  our  own 
lives  aright  and  put  our  trust  in  God.  How- 
ever, I  have  given  poor  Barbara  notice  to  go 
at  the  month;  it  seems  to  me  the  only  thing 
we  can  save  in.  We  must  live,  and  we  do 
live  as  plainly  as  we  can." 

It  was  quite  true.  The  farm  was  vay 
small,  and  hardly  returned  enough  to  keep 
the  family.  Old  Mr.  Lockwood  had  tried 
hard  to  rent  a  few  more  fields,  but  the  aged 
for  the  property  in  which  bis  stood,  a  kind 
of  Naboth's  vineyard,  would  not  give  then 
him.  Mr.  Harcourt  coveted  the  bit  of  bud 
that  had  been  an  heirloom  in  the  respectable 
yeoman  family  of  the  Lockwoods  for  two 
hundred  years,  and  it  was  the  agent's  poliq 
to  starve  the  present  owners  out,  and  oblig* 
tbem  to  sell. 

In  former  days  about  sixty  acres  bid 
always  been  rented  and  farmed  by  the  Lock- 
woods  in  addition  to  their  own,  and  on  ttu^ 
they  had  lived  in  comfort.  But  now  ii 
seemed  to  be  a  trial  of  endurance,  which 
even  the  brave  spirits  who  were  undergoing 
it  could  scarcely  stand. 

Every  year  they  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
letting  part  of  their  house  for  a  few  month! 
to  a  widow  lady  and  her  daughter,  and  it 
was  for  these  visitors  they  were  so  busily 
preparing  now.  The  few  pounds  this  broi^bt 
in  was  a  great  boon  to  the  women  of  the 
family,  as  without  it  they  had  never  any 
money  in  their  hands.  They  lived  on  the 
products  of  the  farm,  and  what  little  their 
butter  and  eggs  and  poultry  brought  in  went 
against  their  grocery  bill,  as  the  same  shop- 
keeper contracted  to  take  the  one  and  supply 
the  other,  so  that  it  was  a  common  thing  for 
Mrs.  Lockwood  and  her  daughters  to  be  for 
weeks  without  a  coin  in  their  possession; 
and  also  it  was  no  uncommon  thing  iot 
weeks  to  pass  without  meat  being  uf)on  thfir 
board.  When  an  animal  was  killed,  i 
portion  came  to  them,  but  otherwise  thej' 
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never  bought  it,  and,  with  bacon  occasion- 
ally, eggs,  vegetables,  fruit,  and  bread  and 
butter  formed  their  dieL 

To  Joe-— the  only  son  at  home,  for  two 
were  in  the  colonies — the  trial  was  great. 
He  longed  for  a  different  sort  of  life,  for  he 
was  really  a  clever,  thoughtful,  well-read 
youth,  but  he  could  not  leave  his  father,  who 
was  now  getting  into  years.  Yet  he  felt  he 
was  wasting  his  powers,  when  he  spent  half 
his  time  on  work  that  any  ploughboy  and 
untrained  workman  could  do ;  for  all  the 
<;rudgery  fell  on  him,  or  rather  he  took  it  on 
himself.  But  he  did  not  fret  over  it,  and  he 
never  let  his  father  see  that  it  wearied  him  ; 
but,  on  the  contrary,  he  went  about  his  work 
so  cheerfully  one  would  have  thought  it  the 
employment  of  his  own  choice.  His  sisters 
«ere  devoted  to  him,  and  he  protected  and 
cherished  them  more  by  deeds  than  words. 
He  earned  nothing,  and  had  as  little  money 
as  they  had,  excepting  when  he  went  to  stay 
with  Uncle  Joe,  who  was  a  bachelor  uncle, 
living  at  a  windmill  on  a  small  property  of 
his  own  about  six  miles  distant.  He  was 
the  fairy  godfather  of  the  party,  and  the  only 
gold  pieces  that  ever  fell  into  the  hands  of 
the  young  people  of  Oakhurst  Farm  first  had 
been  in  Uncle  Joe's  pocket.  Joe  was  his 
godson  really,  and  he  was  very  fond  of  the 
boy,  as  he  called  him,  and  would  have  had 
hira  come  to  live  with  him  if  he  could  have 
been  spared,  and  it  was  an  understood  thing 
that  the  mill  and  its  thirty  acres  were  to  be 
joung  Joe's  one  day. 

From  time  to  time  Joe  would  go  up  to 
stay  for  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks  at  the 
mill,  when  Uncle  Joe  would  send  a  handy 
man,  an  old  servant,  down  to  help  at  Oak- 
hurst Farm  in  his  place.  And  then  he  would 
drive  Joe  into  the  market-town,  and  take 
him  to  his  tailor,  and  fit  him  out  in  a  free- 
handed, magnificent  way,  besides  giving  him 
a  sovereign  or  two  to  spend  as  he  pleased. 

So  it  happened  that  every  new  gown  his 
sisters  had  was  Joe's  choice ;  and  daintily 
and  tastefully  enough  did  he  choose  them. 
And  for  this  end  he  kept  an  eye  on  his 
sister's  wardrobes,  and  would  jot  down  in  his 
note-book,  "Lois,  hat  shabby;"  "All  want 
Sunday  gloves ; "  "Esther's  boots  worn  out;" 
"  Mother,  some  new  flannel ; "  "  Father,  some 
calico  for  shirts." 

And  it  was  a  pleasant  sight  to  see  him  go 
from  shop  to  shop,  selecting  carefully  his 
ptesents,  and  anxiously  reckoning  up  his 
handful  of  money,  that  he  might  accomplish 
all  his  generous  desires. 
And  it  was  wonderful  how  far  that  money 


did  go.  It  seemed  even  to  Joe  sometimes 
that  it  was  a  miracle  how  much  those  two 
sovereigns  would  buy !  I  believe  some 
money  does  go  farther  than  other,  and  that 
from  the  hand  of  the  liberal-minded  and  un- 
selfish it  comes  somewhat  like  the  oil  from 
the  widow's  cruse. 

And  what  a  happy  time  was  Joe's  return  I 
How  his  pretty  sisters  watched  for  him  at 
the  gate,  and  how  they  hung  about  him  and 
kissed  him  as  he  presented  each  with  a 
share  of  the  good  things,  and  how  merrily  the 
young  ones  prattled  and  admired,  and  how 
tearfully  the  old  folks  thanked  God  for  His 
good  gift — a  dutiful  and  affectionate  son  ! 

Now  Joe  had  determined  to  go  to  Uncle 
Joe  again.  He  could  go  when  he  pleased ; 
his  uncle  was  only  too  glad  to  have  him,  and 
old  Mrs.  Buttenvorth,  the  bachelor's  house- 
keeper, petted  him  like  a  child,  and  wel- 
comed him  with  cakes  and  her  daintiest 
morsels. 

The  very  day  that  Mrs.  Greville  wrote  to 
say  she  would  come  to  the  farm  for  two 
months  from  the  end  of  May,  Joe  said  to  his 
mother,  "  I  am  going  up  to  Uncle  Joe's  for 
two  months,  mother.  When  I  was  there 
last,  he  said  he  would  send  Joash  over  for 
ail  the  harvesting- time,  if  you  liked,  and  his 
haymaking  machine.  He  has  so  tittle  hay 
this  year,  and  more  hands  than  he  needs,  so 
his  may  be  made  by  hand," 

His  mother  looked  up  quickly,  and  a  sad 
look  came  over  her  face. 

"You're  right,  Joe;  go.  Though  the 
house  won't  be  itself  without  you.  Two 
months,  do  you  say?  Why,  you've  never 
stayed  so  long  before." 

But  Joe  did  not  answer,  only  he  bent  low 
over  the  big  folio  volume  he  was  reading, 
which  was  "Rapin's  History  of  England." 
He  had  bought  it  at  a  sale,  together  with 
some  odd  volumes  of  the  "  Penny  Cyclo- 
pedia," and  out  of  this  library  he  managed 
to  get  an  amount  of  information  which  asto- 
nished all  who  came  in  his  way. 

In  past  years  Mrs.  Greville  had  taken 
much  interest  in  the  clever,  well-mannered 
lad,  and  had  lent  him  many  books,  and  had 
given  him  lessons  in  French  and  in  music, 
by  which  he  had  profited  in  a  way  even  to 
astonish  his  teacher.  The  last  two  years 
Miss  Greville  had  given  him  lessons  in  draw- 
ing, and  these  had  been  his  especial  delight. 
But  it  was  dangerous  work,  for  Joe  had  an 
instinctive  appreciation  of  refinement,  and 
he  soon  found  he  was  in  danger  of  loving 
too  nearly  one  whom  he  deemed  to  be  for 
him  unapproachable.     The  gentle  girl  who 
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bent  over  him  was  quite  unconscious  of  this, 
and  tried  to  encourage  what  she  thought  to 
be  diffidence  and  shyness,  by  kinder  and  yet 
kinder  words,  and  by  advances  she  would 
Otherwise  never  have  dreamt  of  making. 

And  when  they  had  parted  the  last  year, 
Mary  Greville  had  said  to  him — 

"  Now,  Joe,  promise  me  to  work  hard  all 
the  winter  at  those  free-hand  copies  I  have 
given  you,  and  next  summer,  when  I  come,  I 
will  give  you  some  more  lessons  and  some 
more  interesting  work." 

But  Joe  resolved  the  lessons  should  not 
be  renewed,  hard  as  the  struggle  was  to  him 
to  give  them  up,  and  for  this  reason  be  had 
planned  a  visit  to  Thropwood  Mill  at  this 
time. 


The  family  at  the  farm  all  collected  at  the 
one-o'clock  meal.  .  It  was  hastily  taken,  as 
much  yet  remained  to  be  done ;  and  when 
they  rose  to  leave  the  table,  Mrs.  Lockwood 
said — 

"Somebody  must  go  to  Rockdale.  I 
find  I  have  not  enough  wine-glasses.  Bar- 
bara has  broken  two  since  last  year,  and  we 
had  only  four;  and  I  should  like  another 
milk-jug — I  don't  like  to  send  that  ugly 
thing  into  Mrs.  Greville's  room  which  Bar- 
bara bought  to  replace  the  china  one  she 
broke." 

"  Oh,  you  can't,"  said  Joe  decidedly.  And 
as  he  was  the  great  family  authority  in  mat- 
ters of  taste,  that  was  settled. 

"  Besides,"  said  Esther,  coming  in,  "  they 
have  never  sent  the  chops ;  if  they  should 
not  come  there  will  not  be  enough  for  dinner, 
the  chicken  is  so  small." 

"  Dear,  dear  ! "  said  the  troubled  housewife, 
"  I  suppose  I  must  go  myself." 

"Why  shouldn't  Alice  go?"  said  Joe. 

"  She's  not  strong  enough,  and  Esther  has 
all  the  cooking  to  see  to.  Her  pastry  is  so 
much  better  than  mine.  And  Lois  must  be 
ready  dressed  to  receive  them  and  wait  on 
them." 

"  And  Barbara  ?  "  asked  Esther. 

"Oh,  Barbara  would  bring  another  milk- 
jug  of  the  same  pattern,"  said  Joe,  laughing. 

"  Why  shouldn't  Joe  go?"  said  Lois  mis- 
chievously. 

"  Nonsense,  Lots.  Joe  must  go  and 
dress  and  be  off.  I  suppose  I  must  go  my- 
self." 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense,  mother,"  said  Lois, 
kissing  her  mother's  pleasant  face;  "you 
shan't  go  toiling  and  moiling  all  that  way. 
I'll  go  myself." 


"  You  haven't  time,"  said  Esther,  glancing 
at  the  clock. 

"I  can  make  time,"  replied  Lois;  "it's 
one  of  the  things  I  have  taken  out  a  patent 
for.  Write  down  on  a  bit  of  paper  what  I've 
got  to  do,  and  I'll  be  back  in  two  seconds." 
And  dashing  past  the  rest  she  sprang  up- 
stairs with  a  bound. 

In  an  inconceivably  short  time  she  came 
down,  dressed  in  a  delicately  clean  and  pretty 
pink  print  dress,  with  a  jacket  of  the  same, 
and  a  coarse  brown  straw,  shady  hat,  simply 
trimmed  with  a  band  of  ribbon.  Her  skirts 
were  fastened  up,  and  showed  her  clean, 
well-fitting,  white  stockings,  and  strong,  tight, 
and  tidy  walking  shoes.  On  her  arm  she 
carried  .1  basket  "  I'm  ready.  It's  a  quarter 
to  three  now.  I  must  be  back  before  five. 
It's  five  they  come,  isn't  it  ?  I've  two  miles 
to  walk  and  two  back.  I'll  do  it.  Quick, 
please — the  list.  I've  left  my  cap  and  apron 
on  my  bed,  so  that  if  I  am  in  a  few  minutes. 
before  five  I  shall  be  ready." 

It  was  rather  touching  to  see  the  difficulty 
there  was  in  collecting  enough  money  amongst 
all  the  family  to  pay  for  the  few  trifles  re- 
quired. Indeed,  it  could  not  have  been 
done  had  not  Alice  lent  her  little  savings 
from  her  money-box.  She  had  a  hen  of 
her  own,  and  her  mother  allowed  her  to 
sell  her  eggs  to  an  old  maiden  lady  in  the 
village,  who  paid  her  a  penny  each  day  she 
brought  her  an  egg. 

Alice  was  the  only  one  who  could  have 
saved  up  4s.  3d.,  when  so  many  necessaries 
were  really  wanted  by  the  patient  mother  and 
father — the  more  sowhen  it  was  to  buy  for  her- 
self a  scarlet  cloak  which  she  much  coveted. 

So  Lois  set  off  at  a  brisk  pace.  She  had 
a  great  notion  of  the  power  of  will.  There 
were  few  things  she  couldn't  do  if  she  would, 
she  thought,  and  there  was  more  truth  in  her 
conclusion  than  most  people  think.  There 
is  much  of  the  "I  won't"  in  the  "I  can't,"  even 
though  it  lurk  there  unconsciously.  And 
there  was  will  in  Lois's  light,  quick  step  and 
elastic  tread,  and  much  of  will  in  her  pleasant 
tiiough  determined  face. 

She  cut  across  the  fields  as  a  nearer  way, 
sprang  the  stiles,  ran  down  the  hills,  and 
sped  along  so  well  that  the  two  miles  to 
Rockdale  were  soon  tripped.  Her  basket, 
it  was  true,  was  empty  now  ;  but  for  that  she 
allowed.  She  was  successful  with  her  errands, 
and,  indeed,  managed  so  cleverly  that  the 
clock  struck  four  only  as  she  set  out  on  her 
homeward  trot.  She  had  not  gone  far,  how- 
ever, before  she  was  conscious  of  a  footstep 
behind  her,  and,  ^^rn^ng,r()U9(i»^sti$  ^w  the 
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of  bim.  But  the  agilatioo  made  her  knees 
tremble,  and  her  heart  beat  so  quickly  that 
for  a  moment  she  sat  down  on  a  fallen  tree  and 
cried.  Then  she  dipped  her  hand  in  a  little 
stream  that  ran  by,  and  threw  off  her  hat  and 
bathed  her  head.  "  Now  I'm  all  right,"  she 
said ;  "  I  shall  be  in  time  now,"  and  she  tied 
on  her  hat  in  haste. 

She  was  just  in  the  middle  of  a  long,  lonely 
field,  where  as  she  thought  not  a.  living  being 
was  within  sight  or  within  hearing,  when  she 
heard  a  crackling  and  a.  nistling  in  the  hedge 
under  which  she  was  walking,  and  out  sprang 
young  Booth  again  in  her  path. 

"  I  thought,"  he  said,  laughing,  "  that  as 
you  didn't  like  the  neighbours  to  «ee  us 
together,  you  would  not  mind  my  walking 
with  you  through  this  lonely  road;  I  for  my 
part  greatly  prefer  it." 

"I  do  mind  it,  Mr.  Booth,  very  much, 
and  I  beg  you  will  leave  me." 

"  I  couldn't  think  of  such  a  thing.  You're 
not  the  sort  of  girl  to  go  about  alone." 

"  So  it  seems,"  said  Lois  shortly ;  "  but 
I  can't  think  how  people  can  like  to  come 
where  they're  not  wanted." 

"  You  see,  Lois,  you  won't  give  me  a 
chance;  perhaps  ifyou  knew  me  better  you'd 
like  mc  belter." 

"  I'm  sure  I  shouldn't,  and  I  don't  want 
to  try." 

"  You're  unkind,  Lois." 

"  I  wish  I  could  be  a  great  deal  unkinder, 
if  it  would  make  you  leave  me." 

They  walked  silently  for  a  little  while, 
then  Tom  Booth  bent  tus  head  towards  her, 
and  said  in  an  undertone — 

"You'd  better  take  care  what  you're 
about;  you're  in  my  power  more  than  you 

"You  needn't  try  to  frighten  me,"  said 
Lois,  more  calmly  than  before.  "  I'm  a 
match  for  any  man." 

"  Father  will  listen  to  anything  I  say.  He 
thinks  me  a  fine  fellow,  because  I've  been  to 
London  and  seen  much  of  the  world,"  he 
added. 

"I'm  sure  I  don't,"  interrupted  Lois, 

An  ugly  expression  passed  over  Tom's 
face  as  he  said — 

"  If  you  were  civil  to  me,  and  kind  to 
me,  Lois,  maybe  the  sixty  acres  might  be 
managed;  but  if  you  go  too  far  and  make 
me  ai^ry,  you  may  have  reason  to  repent  it. 
Mark  my  words," 

"  As  if  I  could  be  frightened  into  liking 
anybody,  much  more  you  I  " 

"Well,  you're  angry  now;  but  the  next 
time  we  meet  perhaps  you'll  think  better  of 


it.  There's  many  a  girl  would  give  the  world 
for  the  notice  I  give  you.  I'm  not  in  the 
habit  of  being  driven  away  by  them  as  if  I 
were  a  rat.  However,  all  your  saucy  temper 
has  not  spoilt  you;  you  look  prettier  than 
ever," 

If  the  new  milk-jug  and  the  wine-glasses 
had  not  been  in  the  basket,  Lois  would  have 
flung  it  at  his  head ;  as  it  was  she  only  stamped 
her  foot  and  said,  "I  hate  to  hear  you  say   i 
it.    I  wish  you'd  go  and  say  your  fine  speeches  ' 
to  those  who  want  them,"  and,  taking  the 
opportunity  of  a    strdght    bit    of  pathway   < 
through  a  gate  which  was  a  short  cut  home,   ' 
she  set  out  running  at  such  a  pace  that  tlie   | 
wine-glasses    and   milk-jug    jingled   in  her   i 
basket  and  were  in  great  danger  of  being  j 
broken.  ; 

Tom  did  not  follow  her  as  she  feared,  but   i 
he  laughed  loudly  enough  for   her   to  hear 
him,  and  lent  over  the  top  of  the  gate  til! 
she  was  out   of  sight,  and   then    sauntered 
whistling  home. 

Lois  wa5  in  the  house  at  a  quarter  to  live, 
but  she  looked  so  hot  and  troubled  that  her 
mother  was  concerned,  and  said  she  bad 
hurried  too  much ;  still  not  till  she  got  up 
into  her  room  did  she  give  way.  Then  she 
sat  down  and  cried  bitterly,  so  that  her  sweet 
blue  eyes  had  not  their  usual  beauty  when 
she  went  down  to  greet  Mis.  and  Miii 
Greville  soon  after,  and  Alice  whispered  19 
Esther,  "  Whatever  is  the  matter  with  Lois?' 
and  Esther  answered,  "Sh — !  don't  say  any- 
thing; poor  mother  hasiftouble  enough;  stiy 
till  to-night,  perhaps  Lois  will  tell  me  then.'" 
That  night  indeed  Lois  did  sit  OTi  her  sister's 
knee  and  pour  out  te^ully  and  indignantly 
her  grief.  '  j 

"  Esther,"  she  said,  "  I  have  a  loathing  for    ' 
the  man.     When  he  is  near  me  I  can't  breailie 
freely;  and  yet  I  have  a  terrible  dread  thst 
I  shall  be  obliged  to  marry  him." 

"  Nonsense,  Lois !  Our  parents  would  be 
the  last  people  to  wish  a  child  to  make  socb 
an  awful  sacrifice  for  them." 

"  Of  course,  if  they  knew  it  was  a  saai- 
fice!" 

"  If  they  didn't  know,  it  couldn't  be  rigbl. 
It  can  never  be  right  to  many  where  you 
don't  love." 

"  Oh,  he  is  a  man  who  can't  understand 
such  fine  feelings.  He  just  wants  a  ibing. 
and  if  he  got  it,  he  would  not  care  much  for 
anything  else." 

"  Don't  talk  about  it  any  more.  Only 
you  mustn't  go  about  alone  again.  He 
wouldn't  have  dared  to  do  it,  if  you  had  bad 
any  one  with  yffli.';^  ,    ,  >. . v  -v  .^  ,^ 
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"  Oti,  Esther !  It  has  made  me  so 
miserable.  I  think  mostly  because  I  don't 
like  to  think  with  horror  of  any  one,  and  I 
am  sure  I  do  of  him." 

"Come,  think  of  something  pleasant. 
Think  of  dear  Mrs.  Greville,  and  her  saintly 
gentle  face,  and  of  Miss  Greville,  I  am  sure 
10  look  at  them  helps  to  make  you  good." 

So  the  sisters  fell  asleep,  Lois  with  a 
troubled  heart,  as  if  a  doom  hung  over  her, 
and  Esther  with  a  calmer  spirit,  full  of  a 
deep  trustfulness,  with  thankfulness  for  to- 
day, and  few  fears  for  to-morrow.  For  Esther 
inherited  her  mother's  temperament,  which 
vasone  of  sweet  con  ten  tedn  ess,  mingled  with 
hopefulness  and  trustfulness  and  cheerful 
lesignatioD. 

lather  was  quite  right  as  regarded  Mi3. 
Greville.  It  helped  you  upward  to  look  at 
hei,  and  how  much  more  to  live  with  her ! 
It  certainly  is  doing  a  part  of  our  work  in 
this  world,  so  to  govern  our  temper,  our 
feelings,  and  our  wills  that  our  faces  may 
express  a  beauty  and  a  serenity  to  others, 
liut  this  serenity  must  begin  from  within,  or 
it  n-ill  soon  be  unmasked  and  betray  its 
Jeceptiveness- 

CH AFTER   111. 

Joe  did  not  get  off  as  soon  as  he  wished, 
foi  he  had  so  much  to  do  for  his  father  at 
the  last.  He  saw  Mrs.  and  Miss  Greville 
afrive  as  he  was  digging  up  potatoes  for 
iwnojTow's  dinner,  £ough  he  was  hidden 
from  them  by  a  filbert-tree.  When  diey  were 
out  of  the  way  he  took  his  gun  and  went 
down  to  the  wildemess,  where  there  were 
some  large  shady  ponds,  the  resort  of  wild 
ducks.  He  shot  two,  took  them  home,  and 
hung  them  in  the  larderj  then  he  dressed 
h^tily,  and  went  out  by  a  back  way,  with  his 
Knapsack  on  his  back,  having  though,  by  the 
*iy,  slipped  into  the  dairy  and  kissed  his 
mother,  as  she  skimmed  the  milk. 

The  visits  of  Mrs.  Greville  and  her  daughter 
to  Oakhurst  afforded  to  the  girls  of  the 
larm  their  only  glimpse  at  a  higher  and  more 
culti;-atcd  life,  for  which  they  had  much 
appreciation. 

"  How  strange  it  is,"  said  Lois  to  Esther, 
^s  she  stood  at  the  "  parlour  "  door  the  next 
morning,  with  her  arms  a-kimbo  and  her  head 
on  one  side,  her  favourite  attitude  of  thought, 
already  this  room  looks  different!  We 
arranged  it  as  we  thought  so  neatly  and  well ; 
""'  "ow  it  is  prettier  and  more  comfortable, 
4"  .1  '°°''^  ''^^  ^*>^  people  who  live  in  it. 
^nawhal  is  there,  but  a  few  flowers,  these 
"fawuigs  and  books  carelessly  laid  about, 


and  these  workboxes  full  of  dainty  work 
materials  ?  See,  each  one  will  bear  to  be 
looked  into,"  she  added  as  she  half  opened 
Mary  Greville's  work-box.  "  The  things  we 
use,  and  the  clothes  we  wear,  tell  tales  of 
our  character,  more  than  we  are  apt  to 
think." 

"What,  Lois  moralising?"  said  Esther, 
putting  her  arm  round  her  sister's  neck  and 
kissing  her.  "  It's  all  true  you  say,  dear.  I 
like  to  have  Mrs.  Greville  here ;  it  seems  to 
raise  cme's  ambition  to  be  better  to  have 
good  people  with  you.  Not  that  father  and 
mother  are  not  good,  but  it  is  not  well  to 
live  in  one's  own  little  nest  entirely,  our 
notions  must  get  small." 

Mrs.  Greville  was  a  widow.  Besides  Mary 
she  had  also  a  son  Nicholas,  with  whom  they 
lived.  He  was  a  clergyman  in  the  large 
manufacturing  town  of  Blackhampton,  some 
twenty  miles  distant  It  was  a  spot  where 
poetry  had  no  place,  where  smoke  and  dirt 
and  noise  prevailed,  and  in  the  struggle  for 
life  even  God  seemed  to  be  forgotten.  There 
were  no  picturesque  cottages  to  visit,  no 
civil-spoken  peasantry  to  speak  with,  no 
fresh  free  aii  above,  no  green  sward  below, 
no  sheltering  trees  to  shadow  the  way ;  but 
grimy  inhabitants  of  dingy  and  ugly  streets, 
with  DO  notions  of  respect  for  those  above 
them  in  station,  untaught,  yet  inquisitive, 
concerning  evil  and  good -alike,  crowded 
in  dense  masses  about  them.  And  it  was  to 
save  and  raise  and  help  such  people  that 
Nicholas  Greville  was  devoting  his  life.  He 
saw  how  they  were  losing  all  sense  of  the 
higher  spiritual  life,  in  the  Intense  struggle  to 
maintain  a  mere  animal  existence ;  and  he 
went  among  them  like  a  brother,  proclaiming 
a  Saviour  from  such  slavery  and  such  degra- 
dation,  and  bringing  comfort  and  sympathy. 

But  once  in  the  year  Mrs.  GreviUe  and 
Maiy  escaped  in  the  beautiful  spring-time  to 
the  purer  atmosphere  of  Oakhurst,  and  some- 
times they  prevailed  upon  him  to  accompany 
them.  This  year  there  was  so  much  illness 
abroad  that  he  could  not  be  persuaded  to 
come,  but  towards  the  end  of  their  visit  they 
still  hoped  be  might  join  them. 

And  the  refreshment  of  the  sweet  country 
surroimdtngs  were  all  that  Mary  and  her 
mother  needed.  They  had  pleasant  rambles 
amongst  budding  trees,  over  slopes  carpeted 
with  primroses,  by  hedgerows  hung  with  fra- 
grant hawthorn,  or  through  blue-bell  be- 
strewn woods,  hearing  by  the  way  the  fresh 
notes  of  the  cuckoo.  They  had  quiet  even- 
ings with  Keats,  or  Tennyson,  or  Sir  Walter 
Scott  j  and  peaceful  Supdays.^ytifn^  thew- 
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walked  through  bowery  knes  to  church,  to 
the  music  of  the  bells,  or  sat  among  the 
lilacs  with  their  books,  which  in  those  tran- 
quil days  were  perhaps  nothing  more  than  a 
Pascal,  Geoi^e  Herbert,  and  the  "  Christian 
Year." 

Mary  was  scarcely  nineteen,  and  fair  and 
gentle  as  a  young  maid  should  be.  She 
had  known  no  companion  but  her  mother, 
and  she  seemed  to  need  no  other.  For 
those  were  days  when  the  thirst  for  excite- 
ment was  not  awakened,  and  men  and  women 
lived  a  more  tranquil,  slow,  and  thoughtful , 
life.  It  is  characteristic  of  our  day  that  the 
word  "  slow  "  is  associated  with  wtiat  is  dull, 
uninteresting,  tedious,  and  disagreeable.  But 
when  life  was  lived  more  slowly,  it  developed 
more  healthily,  I  am  prone  to  think,  and  its 
feelings  stnidc  deeper;  its  aspirations  rose 
higher,  and  its  sympathies  spread  wider. 
Now  excitements,  new  experiences,  and  the 
mere  desire  for  change  and  rapid  motion, 
intoxicate  the  mind,  and  unfit  it  for  more 
solid  and  enduring  occupations.  But  it  is 
of  no  use  to  grumble  at  the  spirit  of  the  day. 
It  is  hke  a  tide  sweeping  all  more  or  less 
away  with  it,  only  let  us  beware  that  we  have 
our  anchor  and  our  moorings,  lest  we  should 
be  wrecked  with  the  multitude.  Meanwhile 
Barbara  went  away,  and  all  the  work  fell  on 
the  brisk  lasses  at  the  farm,  or  rather  on 
Lois  and  Esther,  for  Alice  on  the  plea  of 
delicacy  played  with  the  kittens,  did  a  little 
crochet,  or  filled  her  apron  with  bright 
coloured  feathers  that  were  in  her  mother's 
cap  as  she  plucked  wild  duck  or  fowls.  I 
believe  this  was  good  Mrs.  Lockwood's  one 
weakness,  that  she  spoiled  Alice.  She  seemed 
not  to  be  aware  that  she  did  so,  for  she 
would  correct  others  when  they  over-indulged 
their  children;  but  this  "  beam,"  dear  good 
soul,  was  none  the  less  "  in  her  own  eye." 
It  arose  doubtless  from  Alice  having  been  a 
sickly,  ailing  child,  and  now  the  habit  of 
cosseting  continued  when  the  need  had 
passed  away. 

I  think  few  of  us  are  sufficiently  aware  of 
the  force  of  habit,  and,  therefore,  of  the  in- 
expressible importance  of  repressing  all  bad 
habits.  In  the  formation  of  character  a  per- 
sistence in  resisting  each  encroachment  of 


evil  goes  far  towards  making  us  wise  and 
strong.  It  sounds  like  a  self-evident  truism, 
but,  nevertheless,  it  is  a  truth  we  have  few 
of  us  learnt  so  as  to  act  upon. 

One  day  Mrs.  Lockwood  came  into  the 
front  kitchen,  and  said,  "  Dolly  Whittick  is 
a  faithful,  gratefiil  soul ;  she  can  never  forget 
the  few  little  things  father  and  I  have  done 
for  her,  I  found  her  in  the  kitchen  this 
afternoon,  washing  up  the  dishes  and  clean- 
ing the  pots  with  all  her  might;  and  she 
said, '  Madam  Lockwood,  it's  so  dull  up  at  my 
place  when  I've  done  my  work,  if  you'll  just 
let  me  come  up  afternoons  and  wash  up  and 
clean  down  a  bit  it'll  do  me  good.  Nov 
Barbara's  gone  it  is  a  pity  the  young  maids 
should  spend  their  time  all  the  day  on  such 
things.  They  might  be  earning  a  little  with 
their  needles,  clever  as  they  are.'  And  she 
wouldn't  rest  till  I  promised  I'd  let  her  come, 
and  she  said  quite  sharply,  that  if  I  tried  to 
pay  her  she'd  never  come  no  more,  and  thai 
I  should  spoil  all  her  pleasure  in  it." 

Mrs.  Lockwood  brushed  away  somtihiog 
like  a  tear,  as  she  sat  down  by  the  side  ol 
her  busy  daughters,  and  helped  them  to  mate 
a  dress  for  Miss  Grcvillc  which  she  bad  en- 
trusted to  them. 

"  It's  worth  being  poor  to  find  out  hov 
kind  people  are,"  said  Esther,  in  the  same 
spirit  as  her  mother. 

"  Only  I  can't  bear  taking  things ;  J  like 
giving  so  much  better,"  said  Lois  impatienllf- 

'"Iliere's  much  selfishness  and  much  pride 
in  what  you  say,  Lois.  You  don't  like  to 
give  others  the  pleasure  of  giving  to  jou, 
and  you  haven't  the  humility  to  accept  the 
place  of  the  poorer  person  of  the  two." 

"  I'm  so  bad  altogether,  mother ;  it  doesn't 
do  to  look  close  at  me.  I'm  not  like  Esther, 
always  ruling  my  life  by  the  golden  nilc- 
She  has  done  so  so  long  that  now  she  &^ 
nothing  that  is  not  quite  right;  but  I  wantto 
do  many  things  that  are  not  right  to  do!" 

"Your  fight  will  be  harder,  but  you'll 
win  at  last,  Lois,"  said  the  mother,  kissing 
herhot,  eagerface.    "I'mnotaliraidforyou." 

In  after  years  Lois  often  remembered  ber 
mother's  words,  and  they  helped  her  to  ho!(l 
on  in  many  a  painful  struggle,  and  echoed  io 
her  memory  as  a  prophecy  of  hope. 
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BRUISED  REEDS. 

LORD,  the  bruised  reeds  are  many, 
Over  earth's  wide,  weary  plain, 
Bending,  drooping,  almost  broken. 
Faint  and  sick,  for  want  of  rain. 

Parched  and  thirsting,  yet  they  cannot 
Raise  their  heads  to  look  to  Thee. 

Wilt  Thou  leave  them  so  to  perish  ? 
Though  they  aslc  not,  Thou  canst  see. 

Only  grant  one  drop  of  moisture, 
Strength  wherewith  to  ask  for  more. 

Else  they  faint  with  want,  and  perish, 
Whilst  Thou  hast  abundant  store. 

Wait  not,  Savioui-,  till  they  ask  it ; 

Can  the  fainting  cry  for  bread? 
Let  them  touch  Thy  sweet  compassion, 

By  their  bended  dying  head. 

Low  in  powerless,  patient  misery. 
Where  must  pass  Thy  sacred  feet, 

Good  Samaritan,  Thy  fulness 
All  their  direful  wants  can  meet. 

Pass  them  not ;  they  thirst,  they  hunger ; 

Bless^  hast  Thou  said  are  such. 
Are  they  blessed  if  Thou  leave  them? 

Pass  them  not,  but  bless  them  much. 

E.    K. 
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SUNDAY    EVENINGS    WITH    THE    CHILDREN. 

By  thb  Rev.  BENJAMIN   WAUGH. 


.    CoDcludiDsHjiDn:  "Hon  tbedaf 

THE  most  legal  thing  God  has  given  us  in 
all  the  many  many  glorious  gifts  of  His 
goodness  is  a  heart — a  heart  to  love  with. 
Living,  as  we  do,  in  a  world  where  so  much 
is  thought  of  swords  and  guns,  and  metal 
crowns,  and  the  kingdoms  which  such  things 
win  and  rule,  we  almost  naturally  think  little 
or  nothing  of  the  conquest  of  the  heatt  and 
of  the  kingdom  of  love.  Of  course  we  have 
a  heart  J  everybodyhasa  heart,  and,  of  course, 
we  must  love  with  it;  but  that  it  can  do 
what  guns  and  swords  and  thrones  do,  win  a 
kingdom  and  rule  it — that  we  do  not  so 
clearly  see.  Yet,  my  child,  love  is  the  crown 
of  God ;  He  wears  no  other.  Love  is  the 
throne  of  God  ;  amongst  His  creatures,  with 
hearts  at  least,  He  sits  on  no  other.  And 
His  kingdom  is  an  everlasting  kingdom  only 
because  all  its  subjects  are  subjects  of 
love. 

We  read  in  history  of  the  young  child  of  a 
king,  who,  while  his  father  was  sleeping,  lifted 
his  father's  crown  to  his  own  brow,  and  said, 
as  hefeit  its  lim  pressing  on  his  head,  "  Now 
I'm  a  king."  Be  this  as  it  may ;  whenever 
you  make  any  creature  of  God  see  your  love, 
when  you  lift  your  heart  to  your  brow,  you 
are  putting  your  Father's  crown  upon  your 
head,  the  crown  of  God. 

Now,  let  us  see  Jesus  wearing  His  Father's 
crown  and  sitting  in  a  kingdom  of  love. 
"  And  immediately  the  spirit  driveth  Him 
into  the  wilderness,  and  He  was  there  in  the 
wilderness  forty  days,  and  was  with  the  wild 
beasts  " — bears,  hyenas,  wolves,  and  lions — 
for  such  were  die  wild  beasts  of  that  desert 
in  His  day.  He  was  there  five  weeks,  rather 
more,  alone,  without  gun,  or  sling,  or  bow, 
or  staff,  and  He  spent  all  this  time  without 
one  fear,  and  lef^  at  length  alive  and  without 
one  wound,  without  even  one  single  scratch. 
How  was  this  ?  I  think  I  know.  To  wild 
beasts  God  has  given  hearts ;  He  has  made 
even  tliem  to  know  love.  The  she-wolf  loves 
her  whelps,  and  the  lioness  wails  for  the 
hunger  of  her  cubs,  and  the  bear  turns  a 
hero  when  defending  his  wife  and  home;  they 
are  all  capable  of  love,  and  have  hearts,  and 
Jesus,  too,  had  heart,  and  such  transcendent 
heart,  that  the  wild  beasts  could  feel  its  spell. 
It  gave  them  a  new  experience;  it  cast  out 
fear  of  man.  They  gladly  yielded  themselves 


to  its  charm,  and  bestowed  in  return  their 
rude  confidence  and  affection.  They  felt 
He  'wore  the  golden  crown  of  love  upon  His 
brow,  the  crpwn  of  God,  and  they  felt  wusi, 
reverence,  and  worship.  And  that  is  how  it 
was  that  Jesus  was  with  them  unharroed. 
Perfect  love  cast  out  fear. 

And  what  is  there  strange  about  this? 
Conquests  a  little  bit  like  this  have  often 
been  made  by  mere  ordinary  men.     I  have 
heard  of  a  sick  man  who,  wanting  to  cheer 
enliven  his  solitude,  bought  a  canarj; 
which  was  at  first  timid,  but  begbning  to  feel 
the  charm  of  its  owner's  heart,  gently  yielded 
to  it,  till  timidity  and  fear  were  cast  out,  and  i 
pleasant  signs  of  familiarity  and  delight  came  j 
in    their  place.     At  length  the  door  of  the  ^ 
cage  was  thrown  open  for  it  to  come  oat  j 
into  the  room.     Cautiously  it  peered  about,   , 
hopped  on  to  the  sill  of  its  doorway,  ihen 
back  again.     Then  it  dared  to  come  out  on   , 
to  the  table.     Soon  it  would  eat  out  of  its  | 
owner's  hand,  then  hop  upon  it,  then  fly  to  his 
shoulder,  then  flutter  and  twitter  about  his 
moulh  in  saucy  search  for  a  purposely-hidden 
crumb,  then  perch  upon  his  head  and  there 
sing  in  the  rapture  of  fearless  liberty.    The 
timid  creatiure  first  saw  the  mere  glimmering 
of  a  halo  around  its  owner's  brow,  it  saw  diis 
grow  into  the  full  glory  of  a  crown  of  goWfi^ 
love,  and  then  it  jrielded  all  its  little  bodv, 
soul,  and  strength  in  loyal  love.    God  made    : 
it  so,  for  He  gave  it  heart.  j 

"  Oh,  yes,"  you  perhaps  say,  "  but  that  was    ; 
a  canary,  not  a  wild  beast."  Quite  true ;  this    1 
man's  power  was  undoubtedly  a  long  if*/    ' 
from  the  power  of  Jesus.     But  we  will  gel  a    j 
little  nearer.     A  few  years  ago  there  ^as  a    | 
man  who    astonished     the   world  with  his 
marvellous  power   over  horses.     The  very 
wildest  of  them,  those  that  were  mere  sav"^^ 
beasts,  became   as  enthusiastic  to  him  as 
loyal  people  are  to  a  king.     Some  of  these 
had  thrown  their  riders,  trampled  on  them, 
torn  them  with  their  teeth,  and  were  given 
op  as  utterly  hopeless,  and  were  allowed  to 
live  only  for  the  sake  of  their  splendid  iona 
and  looks ;  yet  even  these  just  yielded  thew- 
selves  to  him  like  a  playful  kitten  to  a  im 
child.     There  was  one  magnificent  animal,  s 
soldier's  horse,   which  stood  chief  amongst 
these  terrible  brutes.     It  was  like  the  min 
living  among  the  tombs  we  read  of  in  tae 
Gospels.     No  man  could  tame  it,  nor  cowa 
it  be  bound.     It  had  well  earned  the  naKe 
"Savage."    Yet   Mr.   Rarey  undeHooH  to 
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iubdue  even  this  monster,  and,  in  spite  of  all 
Bramings  as  to  the  risks  he  ran,  had  it  turned 
loose  in  its  stall,  then  without  one  fear,  and 
ffith  the  calmness  and  dignity  which  is  given 
by  greatness  of  heart,  he  began  his  taming 
worL  The  extraordinary  sight  of  his  perfect 
love  raised  in  the  mind  of  the  horse  an 
allogether  new  emotion.  What  had  it  to  fear 
mAimf  Tamer  and  horse  looked  at  each 
other,  and  their  eyes  met  and  told  tales  :  the 
man's,  of  deep  pity  and  love ;  the  horse's,  of 
losing  fear,  till  the  horse  got  fully  to  believe 
b  the  man ;  the  arms  of  their  hearts  met  and 
clasped.  At  length  the  brute  gently  lay 
down  at  Mr.  Raiey's  bidding,  and  Mr.  Rarey 
hf  down  on  it  tike  a  fond  child  leaning  on 
his  brave  big  dog.  No  language  can  convey 
the  intensity  and  entircness  with  which  these 
two  trusted  one  another.  And  the  amazed 
soldiers  gave  the  creature  a  new  name,  a 
redeemed  name,  they  called  him  "  Darling." 
The  word  was  wrung  from  Ihem  as,  through 
tears  of  pure  manly  joy,  they  saw  the  very 
same  kind  of  power  binding  those  two  which 
bound  them  to  their  baby  child  and  their 
[laby  child  to  them.  And  the  name  for  the 
horse  came  unconscioasty,  just  as  the  ex- 
clamation when  looking  into  the  charmed 
and  captivated  baby's  face.  "  Darling  I "  sprang 
lo  their  lips,  and  some  of  them  were  heard 
W  say,  with  more  feeling  than  they  cared  to 
ihov,  and  for  want  of  something  better, 
■■  God  bless  the  brute  I  " 

And  what  was  it,  my  child,  that  was  this 
tamer's  marvellous  strength?  it  was  his  heart. 
He  had  lifted  the  Great  Father's  crown  to  his 
hro*.  The  brute  saw  it,  felt  its  charm,  fell 
riown  before  it,  and  worshipped.  The  (ting- 
ilom  of  love  was  within  it,  and  its  King  had 
come.    Now  it  was  mere  pleasure  to  obey. 

And  this  scene  was,  after  all,  only  a  peep 
into  Paradise.  The  power  of  love  has  never 
changed  from  the  beginning  of  the  world, 
Cafallen  man  was  with  the  wild  beasts  in  the 
•larden  of  Eden.  In  the  lovely  old  story  of 
'he  Bible,  when  Adam  was  "  very  good,"  his 
life  was  as  safe  as  Christ's,  He  is  pictured 
surrounded  with  bears,  tigers,  wolves,  and 
'ions;  his  breastplate,  shield,  and  sword,  and 
sll  his  defence,  his  heart.  His  sceptre,  throne, 
snd  cro¥ni — all  we  mean  by  right  and  power 
W  rale,  these  were  his  heart.  And  the  love 
ne  gave  he  received  in  return.  And  when  a 
"^  nian  came  again,  a  God-like  man,  and 
the/ Ma,  Him,  they  worshipped  Him  as  of  old. 
Does  all  this  seem  past  believing?  Oryou 
^y<  "  Oh,  that  all  happened  ages  and  ages 
f>  '■"  Well,  so  it  did,  and  I  admit  we 
"«»l(i  fare  veiy  badly  if  left  forty  days  and 


forty  nights  with  wild  beasts  in  a  wilderness. 
Though  Jesus  returned  from  his  sojourn  with- 
out so  much  as  a  scratch  of  a  paw,  I  fear  we 
should  not  return  at  all.  "Woe  is  us,"  as 
the  prophet  cried,  "  the  cro\vn  has  fallen  from 
our  head  I"  But  still  this  is  also  true  :  if 
those  wild  beasts  could  but  see  and  feel  in  us, 
without  any  manner  of  doubt,  what  they  saw 
and  felt  in  Jesus,  we  should  spend  our  forty 
days  and  nights  just  as  He  did,  without  either 
excitement  or  peril.  But  it  is  useless  to  think 
of  .such  an  achievement  as  that.  We  must 
begin  at  the  beginning.  We  must  do  the 
little  first.  We  can  be  kings  in  an  easier 
kingdom,  among  animals  not  far  from  us 
whose  hearts  we  may  win  to  trust  and  love. 

SECOND  EVENING. 

Opining  Hjnnn:  "  Ti-taj,  high  in  glorr."  Leuon :  MatLxi. 
jj-io.    Concluding  Hymn:  "Now  the  d»»  is  over." 

Here  is  Jesus  Christ's  idea  of  God,  the 
good  and  glorious  God,  whose  love  made 
life  so  bright  and  joyous. 

He  did  not  think  of  Him  as  idly  sitting  up 
there  in  heaven,  circled  by  thousands  of 
bending,  adoring  angels,  or  as  waiting  yonder 
in  the  Temple  for  the  worship  of  bowed  and 
kneeling  men,  but  as  out  and  about,  every- 
where working.  The  fields  and  hills  around 
His  home  were  delicious  with  His  bright 
presence.  Ali  that  He  loved  to  see,  all  that 
He  loved  to  hear,  were  the  hidden  thoughts 
and  works  of  God  coming  to  light.  The 
waters,  splashing  at  the  village  fountain,  were 
fresh  from  His  hand.  His  love  was  sweeten- 
ing the  fig,  painting  the  lily,  and  teaching 
the  bright  birds  to  sing.  So  Jesus  felt  that 
He  was  a  Worker's  child,  and  this  was  the 
foundation  on  which  He  rested  His  ever- 
busy  life,  "  My  Father  worketh,  and  /  work." 

Just  now  I  want  you  to  think  of  this  say- 
ing of  Jesus,  as  it  lights  up  His  boyhood 
and  youth,  for  all  through  His  life  it  was  a 
fountain  of  gladness  within  Him :  "  My 
Father  worketh;"  and  a  working  Father  shall 
have  a  working  Son. 

Let  us  then  tiy  to  fancy  Jesus  in  the 
home  and  the  shop  of  youth  at  Nazareth, 
and  see  how  bright  and  sunbeam-like  His 
duties  there,  and  how  brimful  of  bliss  was 
this  passion  to  be  like  His  father;  for  it 
was  in  the  quiet  and  privacy  of  boyhood  and 
youth  He  learned  the  submission  which 
made  His  future  and  public  life  so  grand. 

To  begin  with.  Is  He  set  to  smooth  a 
plank  or  to  mend  a  box  p  He  goes  straight 
through  the  work  with  no  other  pleasure  in 
view  than  that  of  returning  it  into  Joscpb'f  C 
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hand  with,  "  I  have  finished  the  work  thou 
gavest  me  to  do."  Whoever  was  idle,  Jesus 
was  not.  All  the  difficulties  to  be  van- 
quished, all  duties  to  be  done,  He  met  in 
downright  earnestness;  He  was  "straight- 
ened "  till  they  were  accomplished.  Tired 
He  became,  as  others  did,  and  then  He 
needed  rest ;  but  never  could  He  be  mere 
yrf/f-tired,  and  never  did  He  throw  down 
His  work  in  a  pet  and  say,  "  Oh,  I  don't 
like  it:  I  shan't  do  it."  How,  indeed, 
could  He?  for  when  did  His  Father  do  so? 
When  did  He  throw  down  a  tree  and  say, 
"  Oh,  I  don't  like  shaping  it;  I  shan't  do  it"? 
or  when  did  He  leave  off  clothing  a  little 
bird  with  its  feathers,  because  it  seemed  so 
slow  in  growing?  To  be  mere  idle-tired 
was  absolutely  impossible ;  for  His  heart 
took  God  as  its  copy,  and  to  be  a  true  child 
of  God,  He  must  bravely,"  patiently  work  till 
the  work  was  done. 

Neither  could  Jesus  do  slovenly  or  ugly 
work.  Whoever  else  could  do  things  so,  He 
could  not.  Where  was  there  a  slovenly  or 
ugly  work  His  Father  did  ?  When  He  made  [ 
the  commonest  lily-cups  for  the  thirsty  sum- 
mer fields  to  drink  their  morning  draught  of 
dew  out  of,  what  chased  and  fair  cups  they 
were !  how  bright  and  burnished  was  each  { 


drop  of  jewel  dew  t  millions  netq 
made ;  not  one  was  faulty !  Evm 
the  tiny  wings  of  the  small  fiy,  made 
only  for  one  single  moment's  dante 
in  the  rosy  beam  of  the  setting  sua 
He  made  just  as  perfect  as  tliei 
wings  of  an  angel  destined  for  end-; 
less  life  !  Was  Jesus,  then,  sel  X% 
make  a  chest  for  some  poor  woman's: 
liti:e  store  of  clothes.  He  would  £l 
its  parts,  finish  its  comets,  and 
all  to  the  very  best  of  His  pOTU 
and  as  beautifully  as  He  coulil. 
I  Practice  might  make  the  boy' 

maud  of  his  tool  more  petfecl,  and 
-  a  new  tool-maker  might  furaish  Him 

;  widi  better  tools  for  His  wort,  bai 

nothing  whatever  could  mate 
perfect  the  purpose  and  desire  o; 
His  heart.    In  every  labour  His  m 
was  to  be  a  true  child  of  the  m' 
beautifully  working  God. 

Then,  again,  whoever  was  unkinJ 

or  inconsiderate  of  the  feeling!  cf 

those  He  served,  how  could  Jesu 

be  so,  when  His  model  of  life  ''^s 

One  "whose  tender  mercies  are  over 

all  His  works  ?  "    Was  it  a  yokf  for 

an  ox  He  had  to  make  ?  How  tiodlv 

would  He  adjust  the  collar-rim  !«■ 

the    poor    brute's   skin  should    be  diafeJ- 

Whatever  were  the  yokes  thai  Joseph  mA 

■  the    yokes    of    Jesus    were    "  easy."    H^ 

solemn  ambition  was  to  fit  them  to  the  ois 

muscles,  as  the  kind  God  had  fitted  ibw 

muscles  to  its  bone  ;    and  where  wis  fc 

muscle  that  God  had  carelessly  left 'o  Z^' 

the  bone  on  which  it  pressed  ?    His  I™ 

work  should  in  this,  at  least,  be  lite  Cms 

greater  work;  it  should  be  as  tender  ami  ^ 

full  of  mercy  as  His  hands  and  tools  coulii 

make  it. 

I  fancy  I  can  almost  catch  thebigdf«°? 
eyes  of  the  "weary  and  heavy-laden' twf, 
waiting  by  Joseph's  door  light  upwithiB*i 
joy  as  they  see  that  it  is  He  and  not  wsm 
who   comes    out  to  mend  their  harness ; 
fancy,  too,  that  I  see  some  signs  of  ]'^'i^ 
His  own  dear  face  as  the  farm  men  cttM 
Him  with  a  "why,  1  beheve  than  ^ 
like  you."     And  when  he  was  gone  w" 
into  the  shop  with  the  yoke,  a  s«ona  c^ 
third  time,  to  give  it  "just  one  little  sw 
more,"  that  it  may  dear  some  sensitive  pa 
on  the  beast's  skin,  I  fancy  I  hear  one  s»> 
another  in  dubious  tone,  "  He's  a  bU  l*""^ 
isn't  He?  "  and  then— as  though  ^^'^J^m 
to  hear  themselves  say  a  smgle  *?™     ^ 
seemed  one.Jjjt  itgMHsUflj'^T?^^ 
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at  Nazareth,  and  there  He  left  the  young  of 
own  and  of  every  age  an  example  that 
they  should  follow  in  His  steps. 


THIRD    EVENING. 
Opeoinc  Hjrmn  :  "L«,  at  noon  'tji  suddca  niEbt-"    Let- 
Ion  :  Luke  xxiii.  13— afl,    CoDcludinf  Hymd  :  "Now  thadaf 

"  For  your  lives ! "  cried  the  excited  Portu- 
guese captain  of  an  African  slave-ship  to  a 
band  of  naked  negroes,  as  he  gave  each  man 
a  cutlass,  pointing  to  an  English  ship  which 
had  been  for  some  hours  in  hot  chase  of  him, 
and  was  now  coming  up  near  ct.jugh  to 
board  him  ;  "fight  for  your  lives ! "  and  the 
deluded  and  terrified   negroes  did  as  they 


brighter  tone,  "but  He's  a  downright  good 
huan,  for  all  that."  No  wonder  the  young 
carpenter  was  a  favourite  in  Nazareth :  men 
liked  His  honest  work,  and  cattle  hked  His 
tenderness  ;  and  it  was  all  because  He  leamt 
the  way  to  do  His  work  from  such  a  master's 
hand.  Where  was  the  part  that  fit  badly  to  , 
its  place  when  God  was  worker?  Where  ' 
was  the  creature,  even  in  the  very  lowest 
rank  of  His  creation,  on  whose  minutest 
comfort  God  had  been  either  too  busy  or  too 
great  to  bestow  a  perfect  care  ?  And  every 
inch  a  Son  of  God,  He  exclaimed,  "as  my 
Father  worketh,  I  will  work." 

And  that  very  same  brimfiil  spirit  of  care 
for  working  weary  things  which  showed  in 
the  youth  standing  by  Joseph's  door  with 
the  01  and  the  joiner's  tool,  showed  itself 
in  after-days  with  man  and  the  "  weary, 
bden,  working  world."  He  longed  that 
l/uir  yoke  should  be  "  easy  "  too. 

Nor  with  such  a  model  would  He  be 
tutidious  as  to  the  kind  of  work  He 
did.  His  mother  was  in  humble  life, 
kept  no  servant,  and  had  other  and 
younger  children  than  He.  Was  she 
Wo  weary,  then,  to  fetch  her  water  from 
ihe  vQlage  fountain  ?  How  joyfiiUy  did 
He  shoulder  the  pitcher  and  fetch  it 
for  her !  Child  of  the  great  God,  Son  of 
the  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth,  He 
bath  no  foolish  nonsense  in  His  head 
about  what  was  "  not  His  place"  to  do. 
Never  did  He  draw  Himself  up  before 
some  needed  useful  work  and  say,  "/*»» 
not  going  to  do  /iaf;  let  common 
people  do  common  things."  Far  too 
intimately  and  entirely  was  He  the  child 
of  His  Father  in  heaven  for  that ;  to 
whom  nothing  was  common,  nothing 
unclean.  Yes,  there  was  one  thing,  a 
mean,  proud  spirit ;  and  that  was  far  too 
Wmraon  and  too  unclean  for  Jesus  to 
iiave.  His  Father  did  all  things,  helped 
everybody.  This  was  His  grand  faith; 
MdHewas  joyful  to  follow  His  Father's 
•sad.  "  Whatsoever  things  the  Father 
doeth,  these  also  doeth  the  Son." 

So  we  shall  be  like  to  the  boy  Jesus, 
»hen  among  all  the  things  we  have  to 
do  Ke  can  do  "nothing" — to  use  His 
o;^  rapturous  word — "nothing"  but  as 
God  shows  us  how — earnestly,  patiently, 
Wautifuljy, lovingly;  thinking  little,  if  at 
all,  of  wiai  we  do,  much  indeed,  evcry- 
™ng.  Of  Aeui  we  do  it.  This  is  the  spirit 
Of  God,  the  Creator  of  all  things,  and  the 

^Wit  wluch,  without  measure,  was  in  the  ^ 

<'Wylife  of  Jesus.     Such  were  His  ways  str«t  in  «■  e«w™  town.   ,  ,   C.,oon|e 


498 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


Were  bid,  to  the  oost  of"  the  life .  of  one  and 
the  limbs  of  many  of  the  brave  English  crew, 
who,  with  a  hearty  Cheer,  were  now  leaping 
over  the  gunwale  on  to  the  slaver's  deck. 

"  For  your  lives  I "  What  could  the  cap- 
tain mean?  The  ship  he  pointed  to  was 
sailing  under  the  English,  flag,  which  the 
whole  world  called  the  flag  of  liberty.  It  bad 
been  sent  out  by  Christian  England  to  chase 
aad  capture  ships  eagaged  in  stealing  negroes 
and  selling  them  for  slaves ;  and  to  set  the 
poor  negroes  free;  Yesterday  the  Portu- 
gnese  captain  had  forced  these  very  negroes, 
fettered  hand  and  foot,  into  the  dark  hold  of 
his  ship ;  and  only  a  few  days  before  that, 
with  a  band  of  aimed  men,  he  had  seized 
them  in  their  native  villages,  and  hurried 
them  to  his  ship,  leaving  their  homes  in 
flames.  Now  he  opens  the  hold,  strikes  off 
the  fetters,  puts  swords  in  their  hands,  and 
bids  them  Rght,  as  he  says,  for  their  lives. 
What  can  it  ^1  mean  ?  Mean  !  it  is  all  too 
clear.  The  man  who  has  cruelly  stolen  them 
is  now  more  cruelly  deceiving  them.  He 
hates  those  good-hearted  English  sailors,  and 
has  told  the  simple  blacks  that  they  are 
coming  to  take  their  lives.  Stolen  they 
have  been ;  but  they  are  still  alive,  and  for 
dear  life  they  are  prepared  to  fight,  and  they 
do  fight.  Poor  misguided  men  1  Their  veiy 
deliverers  they  wiU  not  let  touch  them. 
What  do  they  know  of  kind  English  laws  and 
the  good  English  flag  ?  On  all  such  points 
their  minds  are  as  dark  as  their  sable  skins; 
and  the  captain,  who  knew  this,  excited  their 
ignorance  to  fight,  to  woiindj  to  kill  their  best 
and  truest  friends. 

Landed  upon  the  deck  of  the  ship„  the 
biave  champions  of  the  slaves  found  them> 
selves  attacked  and  slashed  at  with  swords 
right  and  left  by  the  very  men  they  had  come 
to  fiee.  But  they  had  far  too  much  heart 
and  sense  to  retaliate  and  return  the  wounds ; 
the  poor  misguided  men  surely  knew  not 
what  they  did.  So  they  pitied  them,  parried 
their  blows,  and  rushed  at  thecaptain.  Then, 
at  the  sight  of  the  captain  bound,  in  a  moment 
the  negroes  guessed  ^e  meaning  of  the  attack. 
It  was  that  white  man  they  sought,  not  the 
negro,  and  the  negroes  put  down  their  swords 
and  saw  what  they  had  done.  At  the  sight 
of  the  blood  dropping  from  the  gashes  they 
had  made,  made  in  the  limbs  of  their  friends, 
one  of  whom  seemed  fainting,  perhaps  dying, 
they  became  wretched,  and  cried  great  hearty 
tears.  It  takes  but  very  little  to  make  rude 
and  pimple  people  into  savages,  but  it  takes 
equally  little  to  make  them  feeling  and  tender 
as  a  Christian  child.    The  poor  fellows  had 


made  "a  blunder,"  go  the  wounded  ml<x» 
called  it,  for  it  was  all  tVe  fault  of  anctkt; 
but  no  mere  blunder  did  it  seem  to  the  doit 
quick-feeling,  penitent  negroes.  To  them  it 
was  a  crime ;  as  they  looked  on  what  they 
had  done,  they  wrung  their  hands,  and  vept 
aloud,  and  mourned  bitterly.  What  woijd 
they  not  give  to  be  able  to  undo  it  all? 

And  the  afiectii^  scene  is  instructive  of 
another  scene,  where  another  friend  of  man 
comes  to  give  liberty.    Jeus  came  to  open 
prison  doors  to  set  the  captives  free ;  and  the  : 
captives  .  rose  against    Jesus,  stoned  Him, 
wounded  Him,  bore  Him  down,  and  lulled  I 
Hin,andtheiaen^atdiditdiditignoraatl7.  | 
The  men  that  hehl  thent  in  boiida^  set  them  | 
on.    The  Pharisees  hated  the  kindness  of 
Jesus,  wjd  th©  very  men  He  loved  and  a 
to  free,  they  hied  on  to  kill  Him.    "  For  yon 
lives,"  they  said;  "for  your  lives,  now  aid 
for  ever."    And  so  those  poor  deluded  people 
killed  the  Lord  of  life  and  glory.    And  whilst 
His  life'  was  ebbing  away,  and  he  could  oolr 
speak  with   labouring   breath,  He  prayed, 
"  Father,  forgive  them;  they  know  not  w'  ' 
they  do." 

Look,  dear  child,  on  the  beautiful  pity  of 
Jesus,  not  for  Himself  and  His  wouaded 
bleeding  body,  and  crashed  and  broken  spirit: 
no,  Heicould  pity  others.  Himself  He  could 
not  pity.  Look  on  His  pity  for  those  vho  in 
their  ignorance  slew  Him,  and  wronged  alitc 
themselves  and  their  friend.  In  the  midst 
of  the  dull  pain  and  cold  sweat  of  the  ens, 
when  the  last  drops  of  blood  were  diaining 
&om  His  wounds,  He  looted  .«n  the  railing 
throng  and  was  moved  with  compassion ;  ani 
when  HJa  filming  tye  was  too  dim  to  see 
anything  but  the  breaking  light  of  thehesveM 
now  opening  to  receive  Him,  He  still  pray™ 
for  timt.  Is  this  not  a  lovely  picture  ?  And 
He  is  the  brightness  of  the  Father's  gioiy,  '^' 
express  image  of  His  person.  May  we  not, 
then,well  cry  out  in  mingled  sorrow aad  joy,— 

"  When  t>  a  pudmisf  Ood  llta  Thu 
Of  wlio  baj  gnce  to  rich  uid  Snc  ? 

And  when  all  was  over,  and  the  blood 
Of  Jesus  had  been  shed,  and  He  had  been 
carried  to.  His  grave,  these  deluded  people 
awoke  to  sec  how  cruelly  they  bad  been 
deceived.  "They  looked  on  Him  whom 
they  had  jpiercod,  and  mourned,"  mournea 
with  a  broken  heart  Jesus  had  in  His 
loving  charity  called  the  outrage  *  blunoo 
—"They  knew  not  what  they  did"— a  blunder 
of  misguided  men ;  but  when  they  saw  wm' 
they  had  done,  they  themselves  found  W 
comfort  in  saeb  a  considerate  and  kmolj 
view ;  every  drop  of  the  blood  they  bad  shea 
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cried  oat  within  them,  as  crime  aad  unutter- 
able woe,  and  with  bitter  tears  and  wringing 
hands  they  went  about  [heading  with  one 
another,  "Men  and  brt^thren,  what  shall, we 

dor 

Then  Peter  told  them  to  trust  in  thateanje 
Jesus  whose  blood.Aey  bad  fihed,  and  whose 
leader  mercies  dtey  had  seen,,  asd  Jesue 
would  give  them  Uic  Holy  Spirit  to  help 
them  and  save  them.  '   ^ 

It  is  in  this  same  Jesus- we  have  to  tnist, 
and  what  more  can  we  need  ? 

FOURTH  EVEMINO. 

Ofoiiie  HymD :  "  I  l0<i>«  to  hsv  tba  Morr."  Ltaoa : 
Mart  j(.  1  and  xy—16.    ConclKdiiUE  Hymn :  '^rfow  tbc  d^ty 

Now  let  us  think  of  JesuS  at  play.  "  Boys 
and  girls  playing  in  the  streets  of  it,"  is  a 
<ieai  old  prophet  s  picture  of  a  town  .that  God 
bas  blessed ;  and  surely  no'  town  was  ever 
so  blessed  by  God  as  the  town  of  Natareth, 
and  never  were  there  such  times  for  ringing 
laughter  and  bounding  healthful  joy  as  when 
Jesus  was  amongst  the  boys  and  ^Is  playing 
ID  the  streets  of  i^  . 

Yet  I  am  afraid  you  are  not  prone  to  think 
of  Jesus  as  joining  in  the  interest  of  the  play- 
ground, one  pf  its  youthful,  joyful  throng. 
You  say  to  yourself.  He  was  the  holy  Son  of 
God,  and  so  could  not  stoop,  you  think,  to 
games  and  fun  and  miitfa.  You  can  think  of 
Him  35  a  solemn  and  stately  boy,  holding 
Himself  aloof  from  all  the  silly  things  that 
iaterest  you  and  youi  happy  child  companions. 
You  fency  as  a  mai  He  must  have,  been  very 
kind  and  nice ;  but  as  a  child  1^— well,  He 
must  have  been  at  least  uncluldlike,  unnatural, 
and  lathcT  disagreeable ;  a  child  whom,  per- 
lii^,  children  would  not  have  cared  to  know ; 
Md  to  have  had  Him  at  their  birthday  party ! 
-T-weil,  that  would  certainly  have  spoiled  all 
the  fun. 

I  hope  you  do  not  think  so ;  but  I  fear  too 
■nany  do,  and  I  am  sure  sudi  thoughts  are 
y^og,  "  Solemn  and  stateLy,  holding  Him. 
self  ioof  from  fun!"  The  very  opposite 
was  true;  for  iiad  the  child  Jesus  been  like 
ihat,  do  you  think  the  folks  that  knew  Him 
so  would  have"  thought  Him  altogether  un. 
liiely  to  turn  out  a  prophet  ?  Certainly  not. 
They  would  have  said  that  He  was  bora  for 
ooihing  else.  ■  Yet  when  He  was  a  man  and 
He  claimed  to  be  a  prophet,  those. who  had 
gitwn  up  with  Him  from  childhood  utterly 
rejected  it  "  What,"  they  exclaimed  in  asto- 
""shment,  "Jesus,  who  played  with  us— He 
aprojOict  Of  God  !"  He  had  not  been  solemn 
^ough,  and  distant  enough,  and  was  alto- 


gether too  natural  and  lovable  a  child,  and 
far  too  great  a  favourite  with  everybody.  So 
they  laughed  at  the  idea.  ■  It  was  absurd. 
Boys  that  made  prophets  were  solemn,  stetn, 
and.  stately. 

And,  again,  how  was  it  impossible  for  the 
child  Jesus  to  be  the  child  of  God,  and  yet 
to  think  lightly  of  the  joys  of  the  boys  and 
girls  that  God  had  made? 

And  how  could  God,  who  made  the  young 
mountain  streams  to  leap  and  laugb,  and  then 
called  them  "  very  good,"  make  boys  and 
girls  to  do  the  same,  and  then  send  His  son 
to  stand  aloof  from  thetn,  as  if  they  We're 
very  bad  ?  How,  too,  cOuid  God  send  His 
Son  in  fashion  as  a  child  possessed  of  alt 
the  magic  powers  of  childhood,  yet  with  one 
of  those  powers,  the  power  of  fun,  never  to 
be  used,  but  kept  wrapped  in  a  napkin  ? 

No,  tiie  thing  is  impossible.  Just  becau'se 
Jesus  was  a  really  holy  child,  and  'not  a 
little  imperfect  attempt  at  one.  He  would 
not,  He  could  not,  despise  the  jays  God  had 
given  to  childhood,  tn  the  pure  rapture  and 
health  of  the  playground,  the  unspeakable 
joys  of  its  manifold  games.  He  would  see  the 
gifts  of  the  Giver  of  all  goodj  the  hidden 
tenderness  of  the  heart  of  God  bursting  into 
Same.  I  see  Him  join  heart  and  soul  the 
throng  of  joyful  children  ;  loving  the  rippling 
laughter  of  merry-hearted  girls  and  the  leap- 
ing impulses  of  strong-muscled  boys.  To  his 
mind,  it  was  the  very  same  love  that  bathed 
the  lily  in  its  fragrance  which  inspired  youth 
with  its  passionate  delights.  Wilfully  to  keep 
a  God-given  power  unused  is  no  sign  surely 
of  a  holy  child,  so  we  roust  think  of  Jesus  as 
a  real,  thorough  boy.  There  are  boys  who  are 
not  reai  boys,  but  reality  and  thoroughifess  are 
parts  of  all  perfection,  so  to  be  a  perfect  boy 

Cou  must  not  be  like  a  little  grave  old  man, 
ut  a  real  boy ;  and  such  must  have  been  the 
boy  Jesus,  for  he  was  the  boy  in-  whom  the 
al!-beautiful  God  revealed  His  idea  of  what 
all  boys  ought  to  be. . 

I  do  not  happen  to  know  the  games  of  the 
young  folks  of  Nazareth,  but,  of  course,  at 
first  Jesus  would  not  understand  them,  and 
had  to  learn  their  knack  and  laws,  and  to 
grow  in  the  wisdom  of  the  play^ound  like 
the  rest  of  the  players:  I  ftincy  I  see  His 
bright,  joyous  face  as  He  makes  some  frank 
avowal  of  ignorance,  and  there  is  such  love- 
hness  in  it,  such  absolute  perfection  that  the 
knowing  ones  almost  wish  they  were  ignorant 
too.  Do  not  think,  my  dear  child,  that  mere 
knowing  is  perfeotion;  yon  may  know,  oh  I 
cannot  tell  you  how  much,  everything,  indeed, 
and  yet  be  wicked.    Perfection  is  of  the  heart,  -' 


500 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


and  a  heart  may  be  perfect  towards  God 
that  has  yet  everything  to  learn. 

I  see  him  grasp  the  bat  with  which  He  is  to 
strike  the  bad,  and  the  unutterable  charm  of 
His  first  try.  So  right-down  thorough  is  His 
interest,  so  whole-hearted  His  effort,  that  He 
soon  excels  and  is  picked  early  for  a  side. 
So  serene  and  boundless  too,  His  joy  in  the 
games,  that  people  who  have  themselves  long 
passed  playing  days  love  to  look  at  Him. 
When  there  was  no  bitterness,  no  selfishness, 
no  strife  in  the  games,  and  all  was  bright  and 
pure  and  kind,  a  pUyground  wanted  httle 
to  make  it  heaven,  and  at  such  times  He 
perfectly  loved  it. 

We  will  continue  our  talk  on  the  subject 
next  Sunday.  Meanwhile  remember  the 
playground  as  well  as  the  church  is  God's, 
and  you  serve  Him  by  noble  Christlike  con- 
duct there  as  well  as  in  the  hymns  and 
prayers  of  public  worship. 

FIFTH  EVENING. 

Opeotat  Kjraui :  "  WImd  Hii  ulTstioB  brioEiar."    

■OB :  Luke  ii.  15— ]5>  19.  it.     Coadudin;  Hjbid  :  "Saw  the 

Jesus  began  His  playground  life  as  all  boys 
have  to  begin.  First^  as  one  of  the  younger 
set,  He  had  to  put  up  with  the  small  tyrannies 
of  the  older  boys ;  and  if  the  leaders  at  the 
time  were  at  all  what  the  ill  repute  of  the  town 
would  lead  us  to  suppose,  the  inevitable 
"putting  down"  and  "knuckling  under" 
would,  in  His  case,  be  a  more  than  usually 
hard  affair. 

Then,  slowly  and  httle  by  little.  He  grew 
into  the  older  ranks,  and  took  His  place 
among  the  leaders.  There,  without  one  trace 
of  tyranny  oi  vu^ar  bounce.  He  always  stood 
up  for  right,  and  spoke  up  for  truth.  By 
deeds  of  loveliness  and  good  report.  He 
became  immensely  popular;  for  brave  and 
lovely  deeds  all  people  can  admire.  But  He 
never  merely  sought  to  be  popular,  the  pas- 
sion of  His  heart  was  to  be  and  do  what  was 
right  and  good.  When  He  ranked  among 
the  leading  boys  (as  boys  are  boys  all  over 
the  world).  His  companions  must  have 
caught  some  of  His  spirit.  Meanness,  ty- 
ranny, and  all  kinds  of  unmanliness  were  at 
their  lowest  ebb,  and  ideas  of  fair  play  and 
right  and  wrong  rose  to  their  brightest, 
most  beautiful  heights.  But  do  not  imagine 
that  in  all  this  He  found  no  difficulty. 
One  of  the  very  hardest  places  in  the  world 
for  a  right-thinking  boy  to  be  all  he  wants  to 
be  is  among  the  excitements  of  a  playground 
shared  by  hasty,  thoughtless  companions.  In 
no  part  of  Nazareth  could  a  holy  lad  find  a 


Paradise  where  goodness  m^ht  be  at  its  ease, 
and  least  of  all  in  its  playground.  That 
would  be  a  battlefield  where  goodness,  hov- 
cver  bright  and  joyous,  must  watch  and 
struggle,  perhaps  Gometimcs  suffer  pain  and 
doubt 

Fancy  that  you  see  Him  one  of  a  cluster 
of  companions,  while  a  bitter  strife  of  "sides" 
is  raging  with  loud  and  angry  "  I  was  not " 
and  "You  were,"  "You're  a  story-teller," 
"  No,  I'm  not ;  "  where  many  faces  are  pale 
and  some  fists  are  clenched  with  passion. 
His  reputation  for  lairaess  above  all  the  rest 
singles  Him  out  to  the  leader  of  the  side 
opposed  to  His  own,  to  appeal  to.  "  He  shall 
settle  it,"  he  cries;  "  what  does  ffe  say?" 
pointing  towards  Jesus,  and  striking  out  ia 
the  crowd  to  clear  a  way  to  Him.  TTiis 
boy  happens  to  have  truth  on  his  side,  and 
he  knows  that  Jesus,  no  matter  which  side 
gets  the  best  of  it,  will  speak  up  for  trulb. 
"  We'll  leave  it  to  Him,"  the  excited  boy- 
continues,  "and  He's  one  of  your  own  side." 

Some  of  His  own  side,  however,  loudly 
object  to  His  settling  the  dispute;  they  do 
not  want  to  be  "  out,"  and  they  know  they 
ought  to  be,  and  that  Jesus  will  say  so.  He 
has  gone  through  it  alt  before,  but  He  speaks 
up  for  truth.  "  We  are  out,  I  am  sure  we 
ate,"  He  answers ;  and  up  go  the  caps  of 
the  other  side,  and  with-  noisy  hurrahs  they 
move  off  to  "go  in,"  and  some  low-minded 
boy  of  His  own  side  threatens  and  bullies 
Hun,  till  something  like  tears  come  into  His 
eyes;  for,  though  He  is  above  doing  wrong, 
He  is  not  above  feeling  sorrow.  But  He 
does  not  retaliate.  If  He  were  to  do  thai 
He  would  not  be  the  perfect  Son  of  God. 
He  walks  quietly  away,  stung  not  by  the 
sneer,  but  by  His  companion's  want  of  up- 
rightness. 

So  He  learnt,  even  on  the  playgrouw, 
deeplessonsofobediencetoGod.  Thegrand 
spirit  of  loyalty  to  right  and  God  in  which 
He  passed  through  life  right  on  to  Cal™J 
was  the  self-same  as  that  in  which  He  shared 
the  games  pf  the  boys  and  girls  playing 
about  the  streets  of  Nazareth.  And  when 
the  books  are  opened  on  the  Judgment  Day> 
many  will  be  the  deeds  in  die  world's  play- 
groimd  which  will  be  found  worthy  to  be 
recalled  to  receive  the  Judge's  "  Weil  dou^ 
thou  good  and  faithful  servant."  And  diough 
a  boy,  who  dies  a  boy,  has  no  other  chancer 
serving  God  than  in  his  days  of  school  ana 
games,  he  has  chance  enough;  for  l''^^' J"^ 
as  well  as  anywhere  else,  he  may  be  a  go<» 
and  brave  foUower  of  Jesus,  the  fiutbfol  Son 
ofGod.  '      -       >..v-v.^,v 
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I-HOME  NOTES. 

ROUDAT  KEST  POK  WOKEN  IN  BUSINtSS. 

'THE,  idd  of  a  "Hoiim  of  ResE  for  Women  in 
Biuinesi,"  plauantly  titualed  >t  a  dunning  lea- 
lide  qmt,  and  affording  Uw  confoit  and  Mcwitjr  of  a 
vcIl-ordered  home  at  a  fay  modett  late  of  .payment, 
ii  one  which  gicatly  eommendi  itself  to  our  lym- 
patbr.  Such  an  tutitBtiOD  mut  ptoTe  a  boon  to 
may  a  yovii£  woman  who  bnt  for  it  might  know 
latMng  of  the  delight  and  adTantage  of  a  teally  bene- 
teiil  holiday.  Some  three  or  fonr  years  ago  an 
ioilitiUion  of  this  lort  wat-itaited  by  a  Committee  of 
Uditi  at  Babbacomtkc,  neai  Torquay ;  and  we  are 
^Ud  to  leftm  that  ita  operationi  have  proved  highly 
ioccesaliil  and  encouraging.  The  Home  has  been 
irntly  appreciated  by  those  for  whose  benefit  it  ii 
mloided,  and  during  the  last  year  143  vlaitoix  were 
iEixii>ed  into  it,  while  seTeial  hondreds  of  applicaticms 
lud  to  be  refnaed.  Accommodation  is  offered  to 
rmg  penont  engaged  as  atsiitants  in  tiiops,  dress- 
wakea,  millinen,  cleckt,  be.,  at  tbe  rate  of  in.  a 
•td,  and  of  5B.  per  week  (for  three  weekt]  if  recom- 
ooided  by  a  snbacriber  of  a  guinea  pet  aonum.  In 
nam  for  this  sum,  the  visitora  arepiovided  with  the 
canfoTts  of  what,  we  should  judge  from  the  R^>ort, 
mutt  be  entitled  to  be  called  an  elegant  home,  which 
thtj  can  mjoy,  under  only  such  icstiicEiou  as  would 
be  abserved  by  a  visitor  at  the  hoiue  of  a  private 
itkai.  Here  yonng  girlt,  wom  and  jad«d  t^  long 
homa  and  the  close  atmosphere  and  Icying  dulic* 
of  city  life,  recmit  their  failing  strength,  have  (he 
txwGt  of  medical  advice,  and  may  ei^oy  "a  bit  of 
■holesome  pleasure  and  well'-eamed  recreation," 
"Oder  most  favourable  conditions.  Airangementl 
ire  nude  by  which  visitors  from  London  can  hare  a 
lEtim  railway  ticket  at  a  single  fare.  We  only  wish 
that  luch  insUtuiioQs  could  be  multiplied ;  for  the 
ipedil  difficulties  and  danger*  of  young  women  in 
such  positions  as  those  lefened  to  con  be  understood 
tf  thoughtful  and  experienced  persons,  and  cannot 
botdidtCtuislian  sympathyandconcero.  Suchanen- 
toprise  does  not  appeal  to  mere  feelings  of  "charity," 
w  called,  but  rather  to  those  kindly  sympathies  wluch 
enable  us  to  realise  that  there  are  many  conditions  of 
life  besides  those  of  absolute  poverty  or  disease  in 
vhich,  with  iuiinite  advautage,  the  strong  can  help 
tbe  weak,  and  the  happily  situated  can  stretch  out  a 
tt^nd  to  thcae  less  fortunate  than  themselves.  Com- 
mimjcationa  about  the  Home  may  be  sent  to  the 
Mines  Skinner,  Bayfield,  Babbacombe,  Devon. 

aiFTS  rOX  FOOK  sick  CHtLDRSH. 
We  have  more  than  once  called  attention  to  various 
liaple  expedients,  devised  by  kind  and  thoughtful 
ingniiuly,  for  beguiling  the  long  and  tedions  hours 
dI  nckness  eipeiienced  by  tlie  children  and  other 
pUtcats  in  oei  pubhc  hospitals  and  convalescent  in- 
*Wioni.  Soap-booki,  sea-shells,  toys,  flowem,  books, 


pictures,  and  magazines  are  very  welcome  means  oi 
recreation  and  instruction  to  such  poor  tuffereis. 
Among  systematic  efforts  for  the  collection,  prepara- 
ttoD,  and  distribution  of  this  hind  of  help  for  the  sick, 
we  may  mention  the  "  Sea-shell  and  Scrap-book 
Mission,"  the  spedal  object  of  which  i*  indicated  by 
its  name.  The  Secretary  wrote  to  os,  from  24,  Rich- 
mond Terrace,  Clipham  Road,  London,  begging  us 
to  invite  co-operation  with  him  in  his  good  work, 
Hany  will  no  doubt  gladly  avail  themaelvei  of  such 
an  agency  who  would  find  the  direct  personal  diitri- 
butkm  of  gifts  of  the  kind  referred  to  practically  im- 
possible. We  note,  however,  in  a  letter  which  has 
appeared  in  a  daily  newspaper,  a  word  of  caution 
wMch  it  may  be  not  unnecessary  to  repeat  here.  The 
writer,  who  describe)  himself  as  a  manager  of  a 
hospital,  states  that  a  great  many  people  who  are 
kind  enough  to  think  of  the  wants  of  hospital  patient* 
reveal  craisidnable  lack  of  aptitude  or  enlighten' 
ment  in  their  attempts  to  supply  them,'  They  are- 
good  enough  to  send  flowers,  but  so  careleoly  packed 
that  they  are  bruiied,  broken,  and  perishing  when 
they  reach  their  destination.  The  toys  are  often 
quite  useless  for  bedridden  children,  and,  sometimes 
at  least,  consist  of  *'  the  sweepings  of  some  luxurious- 
nunery — heads  and  tails,  and  arms  and  tegs,  of 
shattered  dolls,  horses,  dogs,  and  lambs."  Books, 
periodicals,  and  pictures  are  also  sometimes  sent  in 
a  very  dilapidated  and  torn  condition,  and  are  prac- 
tically of  no  service.  Those  who  want  to  be  really 
helpful  will  know  that  such  loose  and  careles<i 
methods  of  giving  are  quite  sufficient  to  neutralise' 
the  value  of  the  act  altogether.  For  the  benefit  of 
readers  in  the  conntry,  just  now  when  eggs  and  vege- 
tables are  comparalivety  cheap  and  plentifbl,  we  may 
observe  that  these  are  luxoriea  to  the  sick  poor  in  towns 
and  cities  which  are  in  (he  highest  degree  acceptable. 

THE  CURB   OF   HJUITDAL  DRUHEASD5. 

In  sGCoidaace  with  the  peimisslon  granted  by  the 
Act  of  Parliament  known  as  the  Habitual  Drunkards 
Act  of  1S79,  steps  have  been  taken,  under  the 
auspices  of  the  Lord  KCayor  and  an  inBuential  com- 
mittee, for  opciUDg,  "  ou  a  popular  baais  and  self- 
supporting  principle,  a  model  Ucensed  home  for  the 
cure  of  habitual  drunkards."  The  first  attempt  to 
legali&c  such  institutions  in  this  country  was,  we 
believe,  that  made  by  the  late  Dr.  Daliymple,  who 
introduced  a  Bill  into  Parliameut  on  the  subject  in 
1S71.  This  efibrt,  however,  was  not  successful ;  but 
by  the  year  1879,  when  Dr.  Cameron,  M.P.  for 
Glasgow,  brought  forward  a  Bill  to  the  same  efiect 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  which  was  taken  up  in 
the  House  of  Lords  by  the  Zarl  of  Shaftesbury, 
public  opinion  had  become  more  fully  instructed,  and, 
some  cautious  modifications,  intended  to  give 
tentative  character,  the  Bill  became  law.  It 
sanctioned  the  experiment  of  establishbg  such  homes 
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as  those  rclened  to,  but  limited  the  operation  of  the 
measme  to  ten  yeati  bom  the  time  of  its  punng. 
Tliis  limitation  ii  a  hindrance  to  the  opening  of 
inatitutiotu  of  Uug  Idnd  ei  a  matter  of  ptinte  invcst- 
meitt  and  enteipnie ;  and  it  is  obrioot  on  mucj 
gconndi  that  Qie  more  thonmghljr  the;>  can  be  di»< 
connected  Irom  any  idea  of  penonal  gain  to  tiittr 
propiieton,  tke  more  likelj;  sncb  homes  are  to  sem 
their  important  and  beneflcial  pablic  pnrpote.  The 
action  oF  a  eoiamUtce,  tndi  a*  that  whiah  has  beek 
formed,  cMnmandtng  pablic  confidence  and  snppoit, 
and  Bble  to  Bccnre  a  BDoiuitce  of  the  faads  nqoired 
ibi  pTeliminaiy  oatlay,  is  therefore  'desirable.  We 
have  little  donbt  of  the  ntccess  of  this  experiment  of 
a  "model  home  for  inebriate^"  and  trust  that  it  and 
similir  iOstitattODS  will  pxnethe  means. of  retctiing 
mnilitnda  from  a  bondage  wntie  than  death. 

SOLDIEKS'  WIVES  AND  3ICE-N0SSINa. 

It  sesms  impriuog  that  the  idea  of  ofiEring  to 
soldiers'  wm«  die  opportunity  of  «  systmudc 
training  aa  Eick-nnncs  hai  ml,  aa  it  would  appear, 
occuned  bifoie  this,  cna  to  pusoni  whose  attention 
is  constantly  directed  to  the  oqwiiences  and  require- 
ments of  the  «dd)eT  in  barracks  and  in  the  field.  At 
any  rate  the  idea  hu  found  no  practical  expression  or 
emfaodiwciit  nntil  recestly,  wlien  n,  asaociatioa  ins 
ibrmed,  by  Lady  Stnugfonl  and  some  of  her  friends, 
for  the  purpose  of  promoting  this  excellent  object. 
A  ttteeling  at  Woolwich,  citiled  recently  by  this 
asBodatioo,  was  inSuendally  attended,  and  the  tDbject 
has  now  been  brought  under  the  nodce  of  the  public, 
ai  well  as  of  the  military  anthoiiEie*  aad  offidali. 
The  Buiie  of  Cambridge,  u  Commandei4n-Chief, 
lias  give)  his  itrong  sappott  to  the  scheme,  and  haa 
addressed  a  drcalu  letter  to  the  commanding  ofBcen 
in  the  aimy,  of  whom  three-ftiurtha  have  refauned  a 
£tTourBl)le  reply.    . 

Lord  Cholmsfilrd'iwH  oac  of  the  ipeaken  at  the 
Woolwich  meetiog,  and  ei[vessed  tut  comictioii  that 
"  the  existence  of  a  trained  body  of  norSGi  in  every 
regiment  and  battery  would  l>e  hailed  with  delight, 
and  prove  of  the  greatest  possible  advantage.  In 
times  of  peace  they  might  be  employed  in  hospitals ; 
and  if  at  home,  (he  knowledge  they  had  acquired 
would'  enable  them  the  better  to  look  after  their  own 
families ;  while  in  active  operations,  as  he  could 
testify  from  his  experience  in  Cape  Colony  and  the 
Zulu  war,  they  would  be  simply  invaluable.  The 
barracks  at  Cape  Town  were  filled  with  soldiers' 
wives  and  fsmilies,  from  whom  Elty  or  sixty  women 
might  vrell  have  been  spared  and  transferred  to  the 
base  of  operations  and  utilised  as  nurses,  if  they  tiad 
but  been  trained,"  From  ,the  poinj  of  view  of  the 
soldier's  wife,  as  well  as  of  the  soldier,  the  scheme 
is  one  wliii:h  cannot  but  command  public  interest  aad 
sympathy.  The  evil  of  a  celibate  azioy  has  often 
been  descanted  upon,  and  is  patent  to  every  observer ; 
and  yet  the  soldier's  wife  has  an  unenviable  lot,  and 
is  too  often  officially  regarded  as  a  mere  incumbrance 
and  a  most  troublesome  eiptnse.  The  employment 
of  any  considerable  number  of  soldiers'  wives — whom 


circumstances  will  allow  to  be    thn*   engaged — as 
nurses,  will  t«nd  not  only  to  the  t>caeGt  of  the  amy,  . 
but  also  to  the  elevation  of  soldiers'  wives  as  a  dais. 

TB>  SX&TICE  OF  TSK  POOS  BT  THB  BJCH. 
A  doten  years  ago,  or  thereabouts,  a  young  gentle- 
man, Mr.  Edwafd  Deniton,  whb  had  been  edaeateJ 
at  Eton,'and  who  wax  just  at  the  age  wlicn  n 
young  men,  in  tke  positloa  is-which  he  ww, 
ddier  satisfying  thensebeS'With.the.  gratifications  ol 
the  passing  honrorata  ooncontratiag  their  Ihoogbt 
and  cfiort  npon  naUng  for-tlwascl*et  fA  care 
was  touchod  by  Ibeaccoaanhaivadof  ths  appalki^ 
mjaety  which  at  that  time  pnralled  tBtaag  tits  poo 
of  the  East  of  London.  He  vaitod  thn  district  fa 
the  pnrposa  of  personal  obferration  and  iaqnuy,  and 
he  found  the  state  of  things  even  worse  than  be  bid 
expected.  He  1^  his  home  in  the  West  of  London 
and  took  up  His  abode  in  oih  of  the  most  wretched 
districts  of  the  East  End,  in  the  midst  of  a  pppnlatko 
sbdcken  by  famine  wd  disease.  There  be  labooiEd, 
often  both  by  night  as  w<S  as  by  day,  for  (be  mitiga- 
tion of  the  suffering  around  Mm,  and  for  the  pope^e 
of  telling  the  good  news  of  Chttit  to  those  yibo  woe 
perislmtg,  A  brief  career  ended  in  the  total  faiEoie  of 
his  health,  and  altbough  he  tried  a  sea  voyage  ud  a 
change  of  climate  he  rapidly  sank,  and  by  his  dealll 
added  to  the  msnber  of  those  who  have  ftdlond 
closety  ia  the  Master's  footsteps,  and  have  "Ud 
down  tbdr  lives  for  the  brethren."  Mr:  Dousra't 
good  vaA,  however,  has  been  Aullfol  of  lesill  in 
several  ways.  Others  han  caught  eometbii^ef  In 
S[Htlt,  and  at  £t<Hl  the  tradition  of  his  goodness  aid 
devotion  has  been  presaived,  and  has  hrtpedto  kisdt 
and  to  keep  ^ive  a  generous  enthusiasm  tta  the  sue  . 
work  among  thoscndia  have  been  conrksoted  with  At 
same  great  pabllp  sohool;  A  small  ba»d  of  old 
Etoulatu  have  long  rendered  good  service  in  tk 
parish  of  St.  George's-in-Cbe-Exst,  in  admimstoBC 
to  therebef  andelevatiouofthc  vast  poor  populilioB 
there.  Lately,  an  Eton  Mission  lias  fmmally  taket 
charge  of  the  district  of  Hackney  Wick,  "one  of  Ite 
most  poverty-stricken  parts  of  London,"  and  a  vttt 
of  a  most  useful  kilid — religious,  sodal,  cducatioaal, 
and  sanitary — has  been  planned  ont  and  attend 
upon.  The  funds  required  are  to  be  supplied  omil; 
by  past  and  present  pupils  of  Eton  School,  and  mtaj 
of  our  most  distinguished  poblic  men  faavc  givea  diot 
bfliienee  and  help  towards  the  promotion  of  lt>e 
enterprise.  The  irorb  will  also  engage  the  poscDil 
energies  and  sympathies  of  some  of  those-irtioiie 
toadied  by  the  same  spitti  irbkh  iospdred  Edvad 
Denisonto  service  and  to  sacrifi«e. '  Awnkof  Cliii 
kind  is  one  of  those  agencies  by  maani»f  wMd  the 
true  brotherhood  of  men. .  so  often  forgotten  and 
ignored  in  our  social  divisions  and  contrasts  of  onl- 
ward  circumstance,  is  to  be  realised.    * 

OEOKQK  STSPHKK90K  AMD  HIS   WOU.   . 

The  9th  of  June  was  the  Centenary  of  the  biitl  of 
George  Stephenson,  and  it  was  fitting  that  such  a  day 
should  be  celebrated  by  Iributei  to  Uie  memoiT  of 
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one  who  has  done  to  much  for  Englaad,  and  {ndeed 
far  civfliMtimi  ttU  tbe  world  orer.  Tkere  wu,  of 
conne,  a  sreat  popular.  domontcnitioD  on  the  Tyne- 
side,  the  dbtrict  in  which  SKphenKm  lired.  Eight 
mil«  frent  Ncwcaalle  it  the  old  and  now  dacsj«d 
coJtieT'VillBgc  m  which  he  fint  mw  the  light,  and  the 
humble  cottage  which  wai  hi*  Urtliplace  ii  itill  pra- 
wned, and  on  thaday^tfaeceolanaryfonnedaccn- 
ml  object  of  iaUtttt  to  many  t^mt^rtf  of  penoiu 
Vut  ptoctamaa  were  orgatilzcd  in  NewcatUe  ic 
liODOixr  of  &e  occasiont  and  in 'many  places  banquets 
were  held  and  speeches  were  made  lo  which  the 
ctaaiacterand  cjarca  of  Stephenson  (oraHd  thethetna. 
It  isgroti^ing  toreSect  (hat  IhcBc  gtaleAd  acknow- 
Icdements  to  the  (iriginatar  of  the  railway  tyitem 
Dnaot  be  legnded,  eren  by  tbe  most  cyiiical,»men 
slnificatJQMs  of  woddlyniMm.  Not  onlr  has  George 
Stephensoa'a  work  cootribnled  incalciilafaly  to  the 
diffiuion  of  IcBoiTledge.tfaedeTelopinentofcamiiitra, 
and  the  daily  convemeace  and  advsntage  of  millioni 
■tuning  effected,  indeed,  a  nighty  revolution  in  the 
wdal  cMiditioii  of  the  dvilised  world— but  the  >iunt 
ind  method  in  whkh  he  achieved  Ukm  rcsniti  fbrni 
I  dstingnWiiiif  tialwe  of  one  of  the  noM' ttkting 
lemniB  in  iodiutrial  biography  ercr  penned.  It  wu 
not  mere,  aetf^edilne  irtdch  gave  St^henton  the 
iiupiratioa  of  his  life ;— tt  wa«  ■  gennine  iaterest  la 
bisTorIc  lor  ita  own  sake,  and  aa  providing  a  gnat 
instminent  of  material  progress  which  men  might  use 
with  BukAown  posdbUlties  of  benefit  to  IbemsdTei 
>ncl  the  race.  Me  wai  a  man  of  simple  ud  In  muty 
'cpocts  diUd-like  sool,  <tf  intense  tndostiy  and  of 
tmcDnqnerablc  posevorsnce. 


ENGXJSH   GIRLS  A 


■>   THE  PEULS  O 


Hiss  Pryde,  of  No.  1-5,  Rae  da  I%it,  Paris,  wito 
lot  br  some  time  been  engaged  In  an  eatnett  work 
oabAalf  oflLagtMi  Gestleworoen  in  Redaced  Cir. 
cmstances,  ha*  stnid  out  a  new  entarpriie  for  the 
b«uAt  of  yoDng  Enftishwomen  in  tho  French  capstal 
*Uch  impreascs  as  as  happy  in  eomeptioQ  and  likdy 
to  be  very  fitUtfid  in  good  reanlt*.  Her  idea  is  to 
establish  diniog-raoBu  is  Paris  apcclaUy  tot  the  nse 
of  English  gttls.  As  she  tnly  ohacCTes,  "  French 
lutwnint'  liftt  is  bad  for  the  landy  wanderer  is  a 
foieign  land,  fidl  of  dangsn  and  temptatlaai,  and  Is 
EaiersUy  the  first  at«p  towards  rain."  She  will  begin 
^  n^g  her  own  hoase  ibi  the  puipuse  of  pnnidinga 
'^^oK,  in  which  meals  may  be  taken  beyond  the  reach 
(^  such  petilons  iofloences  as  those  to  which  she 
allndea.  Theachema,  we  nndcntand,  oonipiehends 
'P'^  arrangement  fbr  Snndays,  a  point  the  import- 
»M6  of^ichwillbeobrioos  to  anyone  even  ^htly 
a  Bfi!.     Such 


'^^'ned  out  with  tact  andjndgment,  haa,  we  be 
f>^  pioepect  of  siKceei,  and  mwf  open  the  way  to 
Wcdd  benefit  to  not  a  Jew  of  a  ckss  wUcbbtsa 
"^S  daia  upon  the  conrideiation  and  regard  of 
theii  evil  »»,-• .-^  _w-i TIT 


-"'■  ujonuyiDen  hin  cuDDirywomen.  .ne  may 
wd  that  Hits  Piyde's  London  addicts  it  77,  Mary- 
"OMie  Road,  Baker  Street,  W. 


IL— MISSMW  JOTTINQS. 


TheRer.Griffilh  John,  of  Hankow,  who  lor  twenty- 
fire  yesii  has  been  a  miasionary  in  China,  and  who 
ii  equally  eminent  for  his  burning  eathnsiisoi  for 
His  woti[  and  hi)  signal  abiUty,  has  lately  communi- 
cated to  an  American  periodical  a  striking  aod  tm- 
prenive  sketch  of  tiie  progress  of  Christian  aggressive 
entcipriaa  in  the  Chinese  Empire  diuing  the  last  forty 
years.  Ur.  John  reminds  us  tbU  forty  years  ago 
China  seemed  lo  be  facnneticaUy  sealed  apdnst  the 
foreigner.  Dr.  Mofmoa,  tbe  &ttt  ProtesUot  mission- 
ary to  that  conntry,  was  obligad  to  dl»  iui  work  id 
silence  and  secrecy.  In  the  face  of  the. most  jealous 
tospicsons  and  the  greatest  diflkallief  h«  translated 
the  Scriptarei  and  «npikd  dictianaries,  bnt  he  was 
never  able  to  preach  Lbs  goaptl  openly,  and  after 
twenty-six  yean  of  toil  he  coald  only  point  to  ten 
converts.  The  Treaty  of  1842  marked  the  dawn  of 
a  new  era  in  Chiaa.  Five  ports  were  tlien  thrown 
open  to  the  merchant  and  lo  the  missionary,  and 
sixlKen  y«srs  latar  nine  were  added  to  this  number, 
and  pensisuon  to  travel  liinnighoDt  the  whole  country 
was  given,  A  quarter  of  m.  oentniy  ago,  when  Ur, 
John's  tmseionaiy  career  liegui,  only  the  Ave  ports 
were  open,  and  foreignets  who.  wished  tq  penetrate 
into  the  interior  were  only  allowed  to  do  lo  on  con- 
dition that  they  retiiraed  to  the  port  from  which  they 
■et  out  within  twenty-four  hours  of  their  departure. 
Now  oU  is  changed,  )<  Ibewholo  Empire  is  open  to 
M,  and  the  miwinoary  haa  the  right  to  go  and  deliver 
I  message  in  every  province,  city,  town,  and  hamlet 
tbe  land.'  This  liberty  has  t>een  largely  used, 
Thirteen  out  of  tbe  eigbteem  provinces  have  been 
occapied  by  missloiiaria  and  t)i«r  families.  The 
gospel  has  been  proclaiinqd  in  nearly  all  the  pri^paj 
and  towns.  The  Sibla  liai  been  distributed 
everywhere  Mid  Christian  literature  lias  been  scat- 
tered orer  the  face  of  the  land.  Clmrcbes  have  been 
fotmoi  at  the  ports,  aod  in  nuny  sn  ipland  city, 
town,  and  village ;  and  isolated  Cbristiani  are  to  be 
with  here,  there,  and  everywbeie,"  Summing 
up,  statiltically,  the  results  of  Protestant  missionary 
labonl  in  China,  Mr.  John  says  that  thoe  are  now  in 
that  couDtty  "  nioia  tlian  six  hundred  stations  and  out- 
ttatioat  j  more  thai)  liitte  fanndted  organised  churches, 
of  wldch  aboBt  twenty  are  whtriJy  self-supporting, 
and  about  two  hundred  end  fifty  partially  so.  There 
are  seventy  or  dghty  ordained  pteachen  and  pastors, 
more  than  £vc  bandied  asitstant  preachers,  some 
seventy  or  eigh^  eolporteuis,  and  about  ninety  Bibl»- 
women."  Xbei*  are  allogethei  between  Meen  aod 
twenty  thonsand  commtmieants.  In  1S43,  there 
not  siK  convoti  in  the  whole  of  China.  Mr. 
John's  sketch  of  his  own  special  Epha«  of  Uboor,  tlic 
province  of  Hupeh,  giv«s  some  idea  of  the  vastneM 
of  the  field  and  of  tbe  greatnets  of  the  work  to  be 
done.  Hop^  b  Urgor  than  England  and  Wale* 
together ;  it  contain*  mne  than  seventy  thotisand 
square  miles  and  a  population  of  upwards  of  twenty 
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millions.  The  task  which  lies  befoie  the  ChrutiaD 
missionary  in  China  is  stitl  one  of  gigantic — and  apart 
from  the  ihtmeht  of  the  Diyioe  word  of  promise,  of 
appalling — magnitude,  but  it  is  evident  that  a  measure 
of  progress  has  been  realised  which  alTords  ground 
for  conlideDce,  and  mateiial  and  intellectual  iaSueiices 
ue  preparing  the  wa;  for  the  progress  of  the  gospel 
at  a  nmch  more  rapid  rate.  "China,"  says  Mr.  John, 
"  is  moTing  on — not  williogly,  I  confess,  aerertlie- 
less  moving  on.  The  mighty  forces  which  are  acting 
upon  her  are  gradually  orercooiiag  her  ioertness  and 
carrying  her  along.  Ere  long  she  will  catch  the 
spirit  of  the  age,  and  astonish  the  world  with  the 
rapidity  of  her  onward  march.  The  resources  of  the 
country  are  simply  ineihattstible,  and  the  Chinese 
are  capable  of  the  highest  derelopmenC.  I  am  look- 
ing forward  with  the  utmost  confidence  to  a  time 
when  that  great  but  slambeting  nation  will  awake 
and  shake  itself  from  the  dost,  and  when  that  wonder- 
fol  land  shall  njolce  and  blossom  as  the  rose," 

UOVEMBNX  AND   FftOGRESS  IN   INDIA. 

Looking  over  various  communications  which  have 
lately  been  published  from  missionaries  in  India,  we 
are  struck  by  the  general  testimony  borne  to  the  ever- 
deepening  and  spreading  effect  which  is  being  produced 
upon  the  native  mind  by  the  diffusion  of  Christian 
ideas  and  bjr  the  direct  preaching  of  the  gospel. 
Letters  from  representative*  of  the  Church  Missionary 
Society  give  some  interesting  instances  of  individual 
conversion.  Writing  from  Bombay,  the  Rev.  T. 
Carss  mentions  the  case  of  a  respectable-looking 
Hiadoo,  who  ailed  upon  him  and  expressed  his 
wish  to  become  a  Christian.  The  visitor,  however, 
in  the  conise  of  bis  interview  stated  that  he  was 
without  a  situation,  and  asked  the  missionary  to  uie 
his  influence  to  secure  him  a  clerkship.  Mr.  Cans's 
suspicions  were  at  once  aroused,  and  with  a  sinking 
heart  he  thought,  "  The  old  story,  not  Christ,  but  the 
loaves  and  fishes  I "  It  turned  out  that  the  fears 
and'  suspicions  thus  indicated  were  unrounded,  for 
the  man  persevered  in  his  inquiries  after  Christian 
truth,  notwithstanding  the  discovery  that  he  could 
gain  nothing  by  it  in  a  worldly  point  of  view, 
and  since  his  removal  from  Bombay,  after  having 
obtained  employment  elsewhere,  has  kept  np  a 
grxi^ng  correspondence  with  Mr.  Carss.  No  doubt 
missionaries  generally  find  by  painful  experience  that 
it  is  needful  to  be  on  their  guard  against  persons  who 
areattnc(edlothcChristianpi«fesiionbymerelyielfish 
motives ;  but  upon  the  other  hand,  a  large  number  of 
cases^prabably  the  great  majority — occur  in  which 
even  the  first  indications  of  a  di^Mjsitioa  to  listen  to 
Christian  teaching  are  visited  with  heavy  social 
penalties,  and  are  met  with  violent  oj^osition.  In 
the  records  ber««  tis  we  find  more  Ihui  one  case  in 
which  very  considerable  temporal  sacrifices  were  in- 
curred by  the  acceptance  of  Christianity ;  and 
inatauce*  are  constantly  occurring  in  various  parts  of 
the  milNon  field  in  which  the  requirement  is  still 


made  of  those  who  desire  to  become  Chiislian  dij- 
ciples— "  Sell  all  that  thou  hast,  and  come,  follow  Mc." 
In  Calcutta  recently  some  special  effoits  have  been 
made  in  the  work  of  open-air  preaching,  in  which  i 
respected  American  Methodist  missionary  has  been 
prominent.  These  iiave  been  attended  with  mm 
considerable  excitement  among  the  people,  and  h>vt 
attracted  large  audiences.  The  Calcutta  mnuidpalily 
have,  it  wtmld  leem,  been  led  to  throw  some  dilG. 
culty  in  the  way  of  open-air  preaching  in  consequeecc 
of  these  services.  Possibly  a  word  of  wise  aid 
cautions  counsel  might  be  whispered  into  the  car  oi 
some  of  the  more  eager  and  zealous  of  the  missioD. 
aries  on  a  point  of  this  kind.  Upon  the  whole,  ticnr- 
ever,  it  is  dear,  as  one  who  writes  from  the  spot 
testifies,  that  "there  is  a  growing  ferment  of  thongbt 
among  the  educated  in  India,  and  it  is  most  impor- 
tant that  Christian  inSaeoce  should  be  brought  ta  bear 
In  order  that  the  movement  may  be  guided  aiighL" 


Mr.  J.  K.  Uackeniie,  M.R.C.S.,  a  medical  mis.  i 
nonary,  connected  with  the  London  Hissiouiy 
Society,  at  Tientsin,  Notth  China,  repnts  Uie  com- 
pletion and  opening  of  a  hospital  there,  nudciToj 
gratifying  and  encouraging  circumstances.  Iiulccd, 
in  one  respect,  the  case  appears  to  be  uniqae,  for  | 
while  medical  mission-hospitals  in  China  havehiiliei-  ! 
to  been  built  and  sustained  almost  eatird/  bj 
ford  gnen,  the  hospital  at  Tientsin  has  been  built  aid 
sustained  thus  far  enlirdy  by  the  subscriptions  of  tlu 
Chinese  thesnselves.  The  native  vicen^  o!  ibe 
melropoUtan  province  has  taken  a  very  intdligenl  and 
practical  interest  in  the  enterprise,  and  took  Jii 
principal  part  in  the  opening  ceremony  a  few  mwlk 
ago.  This  distinguished  official  supplied  thefiuii!! 
for  the  working  expenses  for  the  hospital  vni^ 
conducted  by  Mr.  Mackenzie,  during  the  SS\M 
months  ending  November  jo,  iSSo,  amoonting  it  lU 
to  jf  1,31X1,  and  the  Clunese  public  subscribed  to  tbt 
building-fond  ;£'l,  146,  besides  purchasing  mediciao, 
&c.,  to  the  value  of  ^150.  The  hospital  Ihui  p'»- 
vided  is  a  spacious  and  attractive-looking  boildiDE. 
with  accommodation  lor  thirty-six  in-patients,  and  vili 
excellent  surgery,  dispensary,  drug-store,  «ailiil|- 
rooms,  and  various  conveniences  and  apfJuacts. 
Arrangements  have  been  made  for  extentioa  and 
addition,  ss  occasion  maj  require.  The  large  «ait- 
ing-room  of  the  hospital  is  used  on  Sundafi  ai 
other  occarions  for  holdbg  divine  letvice,  and  os  ibt 
Sunday  following  the  <^ening  a  very  iatncsUiE 
praise-meeting  waa  held  in  it,  which  was  atletdtd  t? 
members  of  all  the  churches  of  Tientsin  and  ■■< 
addressed  by  missionaries  connected  with  four  01  6t 
different  sodetiea.  The  hospital  has  been  fitled  wilb 
patients  ever  since  its  opening,  and  it  is  evidai  thai 
the  woit  of  the  medical  mission  in  Tieitaia  a  re- 
garded with  grateTuI  interest  and  approval  by  the 
inhabitants,  and  that  it  is  likely  to  prove  »  ""W" 
effectual  aid  in  the  work  of  introducing  Chiit^^T '" 
the  favourable  attention  oftlie  people. 


COBWEBS  AND  CABLES. 


By  HESBA  STRETTON,  Author  o 


CHAPTER  XVUl. — THB  DSAD  ARE  fORCIVBK. 

ROLAND  SEFTON'S  pocket-book,  con- 
taining his  passport  and  the  papers  and 
photographs,  had  reached  Mr.  Clifford  the 
iky  before,  with  an  official  intimation  of  his 
death  from  the  consulate  at  Seme.  The 
identification  was  complete,  and  the  inquiry 
into  the  fatal  accident  had  resulted  in  blame 
to  no  one,  as  the  traveller  had  declined  thi 
services  of  a  trustworthy  guide  from  Mei- 
rengen  to  Engclberg.  This  was  precisely 
■what  Roland  would  have  done,  the  whole 
country  being  as  familiar  to  him  as  to  any 
native.  No  doubt  crossed  Mr.  Clifford's 
mind  that  his  old  friend's  son  had  met  his 
untimely  end  while  a  fugitive  firom  his 
country,  from  dread  chiefly  qf  his  own  im- 
placable sense  of  justice. 

Roland  was  dead;  but  justice  was  not 
satisfied.  Mr.  Clifford  knew  perfectly  well 
that  the  news  of  bis  tragic  fate  would  create 
^n  immediate  and  complete  reaction  in  his 
favour  among  his  fellow-townsmen.  Hitherto 
he  had  been  only  v^uely  accused  of  crime, 
which  his  absence  chiefly  had  tended  to  fasten ' 
tipon  him ;  but  as  there  had  been  no  oppor- 
tunity of  bringing  him  to  public  trial,  it  would 
soon  be  believed  that  there  was  no  evidence 
against  him.  Many  persons  thought  already 
that  the  junior  partner  was  away  either  on 
pleasure  or  business,  because  the  senior  had 
taken  his  place.  Only  a  few,  himself  and 
the  three  or  four  obscure  people  who  actually 
suffered  from  his  defalcations,  would  recollect 
them.  By-and-by  Roland  Sefton  would  be 
remembered  as  the  kind,  benevolent,  even 
Christian  man,  whose  life,  so  soon  cut  short, 
had  been  full  of  promise  for  fais  native  town. 

Mr.  Clifford  himself  felt  a  pang  of  r^et 
and  sorrow  when,  he  heard  the  news.  Years 
3go  he  had  loved  the  frank,  warm-hearted 
boy,  his  friend's  only  child,  with  a  very  true 
affection.  He  had  an  only  boy,  too,  older 
than  Roland  by  a  few  years,  and  these  two 
*ere  to  succeed  their  fathers  in  the  long- 
established  firm.  Then  came  the  bitter  dis- 
appointment in  his  own  son,  But  since  he 
|>ad  suffered  his  son  to  die  in  his  sins,  reap- 
"^g  the  fiill  harvest  of  his  transgressions,  he 
had  felt  that  any  forgiveness  shown  to  other 
Renders  would  be  a  cruel  injustice  to  him. 
Yet  as  Rolaiid'3  passport  and  the  children's 


Jessica's  First  Prayer,"  "Ik  Prisos  akd  Out,"  irc. 

lut  like  cablH."— iV'f  ailriiHUd  lo  Ifaptlmt  t- 

photographs  lay  before  him   on  his  ofRce 


desk — the  same  desk  at  which  Roland  was 
sitting  but  a  few  months  ago,  a  man  in  the 
full  vigour  of  life,  with  an  apparendy  prosper- 
ous and  happy  future  lying  before  him— Mr. 
Clifford  for  a  moment  or  two  yielded  to  the 
vain  wish  that  Roland  had  throim  himself  on 
his  mercy.  Yet  his  conscience  told  him  that 
he  would  have  refused  to  show  him  mercy, 
and  his  regret  was  mingled  with  a  tinge  of 
remorse. 

His  first  care  was  to  prevent  the  intelli- 
gence reaching  Felicita  by  means  of  the 
newspapers,  and  he  sent  immediately  for 
Phebe  Marlowe  to  accompany  him  to  the 
seaside,  in  order  to  break  the  news  to  her. 
Fhebe's  excessive  grief  astonished  him,  though 
she  had  so  much  natural  control  over  her- 
self, in  her  sympathy  for  others,  as  to  relieve 
him  of  all  anxiety  on  her  account,  and  to 
keep  Felicita's  secret  journey  from  being 
suspected.  But  to  Phebe,  Roland's  death 
was  fraught  with  more  tragic  circumstances 
than  any  one  else  could  conceive.  He  was 
hastening  to  meet  his  wife,  possibly  with 
some  scheme  for  their  future,  which  might 
have  hope  and  deliverance  in  it,  when 
this  calamity  hurried  him  away  into  the 
awfiil,  uitknown  world,  on  whose  threshold 
we  are  ever  standing.  But  for  her  ardent 
sympathy  for  Felicita,  Phebe  would  have 
been  herself  overwhelmed.  It  was  the 
thought  of  her,  with  this  terrible  and  secret 
addition  to  her  sorrow,  which  bore  her 
through  the  long  journey  and  helped  her  to 
meet  Felicita  with  somediing  like  calmness. 

From  the  bay-window  of  the  lodging-house 
Mr.  Clifford  watched  Felicita  coming  slowly 
and  feebly  towards  the  house.  So  fragile 
she  looked,  so  unutterably  sorrow-stricken, 
that  a  rush  of  compassion  and  pity  opened 
the  flood-gates  of  his  heart,  and  suffused  his 
stem  eyes  with  tears.  DoubUess  Phebe 
had  told  her  all.  Yet  she  was  coming  alone 
to  meet  him,  her  husband's  enemy  and  per- 
secutor, as  if  he  was  a  friend.  He  would  be 
a  friend  such  as  she  had  never  known  be- 
fore. There  would  be  no  vain  weeping,  no 
womanish  wailing  in  ber ;  her  grief  was  too 
deep  for,  that.  And  he  would  respect  it ;  he 
would  spare  her  all  the  pain  he  could.  At 
this  moment,  if  Roland  could  have  risen 
bom  the  dead,  he  would  have  clasped  him 
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in  his  arms,  and  wept  upon  his  neck,  as  the 
&ther  welcomed  his  prodigal  son. 

Feticita  did  not  speak  when  she  entered 
the  toom,  but  looked  at  him  with  a  stead- 
fastness in  her  dark  sad  eyes,  which  again 
dimmed  his  with  tears.  Almost  fondly  he 
pressed  her  bands  in  his,  and  led  her  to  a 
chair,  and  placed  another  near  enough  for 
him  to  speak  to  her  in  a  low  and  quiet  voice, 
altogether  unlike  the  awfiil  tones  he  used 
in  the  bank,  which  made  the  clerks  quail 
before  him.  His  hand  trembled  as  he  took 
the  little  photographs  out  of  their  envelope, 
so  worn  and  stained,  and  laid  tfaem  before 
her.  She  looked  at  them  with  tearless  eyes, 
and  let  them  fall  upon  her  lap  as  things  of 
little  interest. 

"  Phebe  has  told  you  ?  "  he  said  pitifully, 

"  Yes,"  she  whispered. 

"  You  did  not  know  before  ?  "  he  said. 

She  shook  her  head  mutely.  A  long,  ir 
tricate  path  of  falsehood  stretched  before 
her,  from  which  she  could  not  turn  aside,  a 
maze  in  which  she  was  already  entangled 
and  lost ;  but  her  lips  were  reluctant  to  utter 
the  first  words  of  untruth. 

"  These  were  found  on  hira,"  he  continued, 
pointing  to  the  children's  portraits.  "  I  am 
afraid  we  cannot  doubt  the  facts.  Tlie 
description  is  like  him,  and  his  papers  and 
passport  place  the  identity  beyond  a  qoes- 
tion.  But  I  have  dispatdied  a  trusty  mes- 
senger to  Switzerland  to  make  further  in- 
quiries, and  ascertain  eveiy  particular." 

"  Will  he  see  him  ?  "  asked  Feliciu  with  a 
start  of  terror. 

"  No,  my  poor  girl,"  said  the  old  banker 
"  it  happened  ten  days  ago,  and  he  was 
buried,  so  they  say,  ahnost  immediately. 
But  I  wish  to  have  a  memorial  stone  put 
over  his  grave,  that  if  any  of  us,  1  or  you,  or 
the  -children,  should  wish  to  visit  it  at 
some  future  time,  it  should  not  be  past 
finding." 

He  spoke  tenderly  and  sorrowfully,  as  if 
he  imagined  himself  standing  beside  the 
grave  of  his  old  friend's  son,  recalling  the 
past  and  grieving  over  it.  His  own  boy 
was  buried  in  some  unknown  common  fosse 
in  Paris,  Felicila  looked  up  at  him  with  her 
strange,  steady,  searching  gaze. 

"  You  have  forgiven  him  ?  "  she  said. 

"Yes,"  he  answered;  "men  always  for- 
give the  dead." 

"Oh,  Roland!  Roland  I"  she  cried,  wring- 
ing her  hands  for  an  instant.  Then,  resuming 
her  composure,  she  gazed  quietly  into  his 
pitiful  face  again.  I 

"  It  is  kind  of  you  to  think  of  his  grave," 


she  said ;  "  but  I  shall  never  go  there,  nor 
shall  the  children  go,  if  I  can  help  it." 

"  Hush ! "  he  answered  imperatively,  "You, 
then,  have  not  forgiven  hira  ?  Yet  I  forgive 
him,  who  have  lost  most." 

"  You  t "  she  exclaimed  with  a  sudden 
outburst  of  passion.  "You  have  lost  a  feir 
thousand  pounds  ;  but  what  have  I  k>st? 
My  faith  and  trust  in  goodness ;  my  husband's 
love  and  care.  I  have  lost  him,  the  father  of 
my  children,  my  home,  nay,  even  myself.  I 
am  no  longer  what  I  thought  I  was.  That 
is  what  Roland  robs  me  of,  and  you  say  it  is 
more  for  you  to  forgive  than  for  me ! " 

He  had  never  seen  her  thus  moved  and 
vehement,  and  he  shrank  a  liule  from  it,  as 
most  men  shrink  from  any  unusual  exhibitloa 
of  emotion.  Though  she  had  not  wepi,  be 
was  afiaid  now  of  a  scene,  and  hastened  to 
speak  of  another  subject. 

"  Well,  well,"  he  said  soothingly,  "  that  is 
all  true,  no  doubt.  Poor  Roland!  But  I 
am  your  husband's  executor  and  the  chil- 
dren's guardian,  conjointly  with  youiself.  It 
will  be  proved  immediately,  and  I  shall  take 
charge  of  your  afEairs." 

"  I  thought,"  she  answered  in  a  hesitating 
manner,  "  that  there  was  nothing  left,  that 
we  were  ruined,  and  had  nothing.  Why  did  | 
Roland  take  your  bonds,  if  he  had  money  P 
Why  did  he  defraud  other  people  ?  There 
cannot  be  any  money  coming  to  me  and 
the  children,  and  why  should  the  will  be 
proved?" 

"  My  dear  girl,"  he  aaid,  "  you  kno* 
nothing  about  afiairs.  Your  unde,  Lord 
Rivcrsford,  would  never  have  allowed  Roland 
to  mairy  you  without  a  settlement,  and  a 
good  one  too.  His  death  was  the  best  thing 
for  you.  It  saves  you  from  poverty  and 
dependence,  as  well  as  from  disgrace,  I 
hardly  know  yet  how  matters  stand,  hut  you 
will  have  litde  leas  than  a  thousand  a  year.  . 
You  need  not  trouble  yourself  about  these 
matters;  leave  them  to  me  and  Lord  Rivers- 
ford.  He  called  upon  me  yesteniay,  as  soon 
as  he  heard  the  sad  news,  and  we  ananged 
everything." 

Felicila  did  not  hear  his  words  distinctly, 
though  her  brain  caught  their  meaning  j 
vaguely.  She  was  picturing  herself  fee  ^'*™ 
poverty,  surrounded  with  most  of  her  ac- 
customed luxuries  and  shielded  from  ev"y 
hardship,  whilst  Roland  was  homeless  and 
penniless,  cast  upon  his  own  resources  to 
earn  his  daily  bread  and  a  shelter  for  every 
night,  with  nothing  but  a  poor  handicraft  to 
support  him.  She  had  not  expected  this 
contiast  in  their  lot.     Pover^  had  seeoi" 
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to  lie  befoie  hei  also.  But  now  how  oFten 
•mold  his  image  start  up  before  her  as  she 
had  seen  him  last,  gaunt  and  h^gard,  with 
rough  hair  and  blistered  skin  serving  him  as 
a  mask,  clad  in  coarse  clothing,  already  worn 
and  ragged,  not  at  rest  in  the  grave,  as  every 
one  but  herself  believed  him,  but  dragging 
ODt  a  miserable  and  sordid  existence,  year  by 
year,  with  no  hopes  for  the  future,  and  no 
happy  memories  of  the  past ! 

"  Mr.  Clifford,"  she  said,  when  the  sound 
of  his  voice  humming  in  her  ears  bad  ceased, 
"  1  shall  not  take  one  farthing  of  any  money 
xilted  upon  me  by  my  husband.  I  have  no 
right  to  it.  Let  it  go  to  pay  the  sums  he 
ippropriated.  I  will  maintai::  myself  and 
my  children." 

"You  cannot  do  it,"  he  replied ;  "you  do 
not  know  what  you  are  talking  about.  The 
money  is  settled  upon  your  children ;  all 
that  belongs  to  you  is  the  yearly  income 
from  it" 

"That,  at  least,  I  will  never  touch,"  she 
said  earnestly ;  "  it  shall  be  set  aside  to 
repay  those  just  claims.  When  all  those  are 
pad  I  will  take  it,  but  not  before.  Yours  is 
the  largest,  and  I  will  take  means  to  find 
out  the  others.  With  my  mother's  'two 
hundred  a  year  and  what  I  earn  myself,  we 
shaJl  keep  the  children.  Lord  Riversford 
has  no  control  over  me.  I  am  a  woman, 
ind  I  will  act  for  myself" 

"You  cannot  do  it,"  he  repeated;  "you 
have  no  notion  of  what  you  are  undertaking 
lodo.  Mrs.  Sefton,  my  dear  young  lady,  I 
am  cone,  with  Lord  Riversford's  sanction, 
to  ask  you  to  return  to  your  home  again,  to 
Madame's  old  home — your  children's  birth- 
plate.  I  think,  and  Ix)rd  Riversford  thinks, 
jou  should  come  back,  and  bring  up  Felix 
to  take  his  grandfather's  and  fathers  place." 
"  His  father's  place  I "  interrupted  Felicita. 
"No, my  son  shall  never  enter  into  business. 
I  would  rather  sec  him  a  common  soldier 
or  sailor,  or  day-labourer,  earning  his  bread 
by  any  honest  toil.  He  shall  have  no  traffic 
"1  money,  such  as  his  father  had ;  he  shall 
have  no  such  temptations.  Whatever  my  son 
IS,  he  shall  never  be  a  banker." 

_"  Good  heavens,  madam  ! "  exclaimed  Mr. 
Clifford.  Felicita's  stony  quietude  was  gone, 
^^i  in  its  place  was  such  a  passionate 
^ergy  as  he  had  never  witnessed  before  in 
any  woman. 

"It  was  money  that  tempted  Roland  to 
uefraud  jrou  and  dishonour  himself,"  she 
^^i  "  It  drove  poor  Acton  to  commit 
smdde,  and  it  hardened  your  heart  against 
yom:  friend's  son.    Felix  shall  be  free  from  it. 


He  shall  earn  his  bread  and  bis  place  in  the 
world  in  some  other  way,  and  till  he  can  do 
that  I  will  earn  it  for  him.  Every  shilling  I 
spend  from  henceforth  shall  be  clean,  the 
fruit  of  my  own  hands,  not  Roland's — not  his, 
whether  he  be  alive  or  dead." 

Before  Mr.  Qiflford  could  answer,  the  door 
was  flung  open,  and  Felix,  breathless  with 
rapid  running,  rushed  into  the  room  and 
flung  himself  into  his  mother's  arms.  No 
words  could  come  at  first  ;  but  he  drew  long 
and  terrible  sobs.  The  bo/s  uptimied  face 
was  pale,  and  his  eyes,  tearless  as  her  own 
bad  been,  were  fastened  in  an  agony  upon 
hers.  She  could  not  soothe  or  comfort  him, 
for  she  knew  his  grief  was  wasted  on  a  false- 
hood ;  but  she  looked  down  on  her  son's 
face  with  a  feeling  of  terror. 

"  Oh,  my  father  !  my  beloved  father ! "  he 
sobbed  at  last,  "Is  he  dead,  mother?  You 
never  told  me  anything  that  wasn't  true. 
He  can't  be  dead,  though  Phebc  says  so. 
Is  it  true,  mother  ?  " 

Felicita  bent  her  head  till  it  rested  on  tht 
boy's  uplifted  face.  His  sobs  shook  her, 
and  the  close  clasp  of  his  arms  was  painful ; 
but  she  neither  spoke  nor  moved.  She 
heard  Phebe  coming  in,  and  knew  that 
Roland's  mother  was  there,  and  Hilda  came 
to  dasp  her  little  arms  about  her  as  Felix 
was  domg.  But  her  heart  had  gone  back  to 
the  moment  when  Roland  had  knelt  beside 
her  in  the  quiet  little  church,  and  she  had 
said  to  him  deliberately,  "  I  choose  your 
death."     He  was  dead  to  her. 

"  Is  it  true,  mother  ?"  wailed  Felix.  "  Oh, 
tell  me  it  isn't  true ! " 

"  It  is  true,"  she  answered.  But  the  long, 
tense  strain  had  been  too  much  for  her 
strength,  and  she  sank  fainting  on  the 
ground. 

CHAPTER  XIX.— Ainu  OR  AND  PtJBLtSUKR. 

It  was  all  in  vain  that  Mr.  Clifford  tried 
to  turn  Fehcita  from  her  resolution.  Phebe 
cordially  upheld  her,  and  gave  her  courage 
to  persist  against  all  arguments.  Both  of 
them  cared  little  for  poverty— Phebe  because 
she  knew  it,  Felicita  because  she  did  not 
know  it.  Felicita  had  never  known  a  lime 
when  money  had  to  be  considered;  it  had 
come  to  her  pretty  much  in  the  same  way 
as  the  air  she  breathed,  and  the  food  she  ate, 
without  any  care  or  prevision  of  hw  own. 
Phebe  on  the  other  hand  knew  that  she  could 
earn  her  own  living  at  any  time  by  the  work 
of  her  strong  young  arms,  and  her  wants  were 
so  few  that  they  could  easily  be  supplied. 

It  was  decided  before  Phebe  went  hojasj^iC 
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again,  and  decided  in  the  face  of  Mr.  Clifford's 
opposition,  that  a  small  house  should  be 
taken  in  London,  and  partly  furnished  from 
the  old  house  at  Riversborough,  where 
Feliciti  would  be  ia  closer  and  easier  com- 
munications with  the  publishers.  Mr.  Clifford 
laughed  to  himself  at  the  idea  that  she  could 
gain  a  maintenance  by  literature ;  as  all  the 
literary  people  he  had  ever  met  or  heard 
of  bewailed  their  poverty.  But  there  was 
Madame's  little  income  of  two  hundred  a 
year ;  that  formed  a  basis,  not  altogether  an 
insecure  or  despicable  one.  It  would  pay 
more  than  the  rent,  with  the  rates  and 
taxes.  1 

The  yearly  income  from  Felicita's  marriage 
settlement,  which  no  representations  could 
persuade  her  to  touch,  was  to  go  to  the 
gradual  repayment  of  Roland's  debts,  the 
poorest  men  being  paid  first,  and  Mr.  CliSord, 
who  reluctantly  consented  to  the  scheme,  to 
receive  his  the  last  Though  Madame  had 
never  believed  in  her  son's  guilt,  her  just  and 
simple  soul  was  satisfied  and  set  at  rest  by 
this  arrangement.  She  had  not  been  able 
to  blame  bim ;  but  it  had  been  a  heavy 
burden  to  her  to  think  of  Others  suffering  loss 
through  him.  It  was  then  almost  with  cheer- 
fulness that  she  set  herself  to  keep  house  for 
bet  daughter-in-law  and  her  grand-children 
under  such  widely  different  circumstances. 

Before  Christmas  a  house  was  found  for 
them  in  Cheyne  Walk.  The  Chelsea  Em- 
bankment was  not  then  thought  of,  and  the 
streets  leading  to  it,  like  those  now  lying 
behind  it,  were  mean  and  crowded.  It  was 
a  narrow  house,  with  rooms  so  small  that 
when  the  massive  furniture  from  their  old 
house  was  set  up  in  it  there  was  no  space  for 
moving  about  freely.  Madame  had  known 
only  two  houses — the  old  straggling,  pictur- 
esque country  manse,  in  the  Jura,  with  its 
walnut-trees  shading  the  windows,  and 
tossing  up  their  branches  now  and  then 
to  give  glimpses  of  snow-mountains  on  the 
horizon ;  and  her  husband's  pleasant  and 
luxurious  house  at  Riversborough,  with 
every  comfort  that  could  be  devised  gathered 
into  it.  There  was  the  river  certainly  flow- 
ing past  this  new  habitation,  and  bearing  on 
its  full  and  rapid  tide  a  constantly  shifting 
panorama  of  boats,  of  which  the  children 
never  tired;  and  from  Felicita's  window  there 
was  a  fait  reach  of  the  river  in  view;  whilst 
from  the  dormer  windows  of  the  attic  above, 
where  Felix  slept,  there  was  a  still  wider 
prospect.  But  in  the  close  back  room,  which 
Madame  allotted  to  herself  and  Hilda,  there 
was  only  a  view  of  back  streets  and  slums, 


with  sights  and  sounds  which  filled  her  iriih 
dismay  and  disgust. 

But  Madame  made  the  best  of  the  woeM 
change.  The  deep,  quiet  love  she  had  givtn 
to  her  son  she  transferred  to  Felicita,  vh. 
she  well  knew,  had  been  his  idol.  Slu 
believed  that  the  sorrows  of  these  kst  f« 
months  had  not  sprung  out  of  the  gronnd, 
but  had  for  some  reason  come  dovn  Inxn 
God,  the  God  of  her  fathers,  in  whom  slu 
put  her  trust  Her  son  had  been  oM 
away  by  Him ;  but  three  were  left,  ie 
daughter  and  her  grand -children,  and  she 
could  do  nothing  better  in  life  than  dnolc 
herself  to  them. 

But  to  Felicita  her  new  life  was  like  walk- 
ing bare-foot  on  a  path  of  thorns.  I'n'J 
now  she  had  been  so  sheltered  and  giunici 
kept  from  the  wind  blowing  too  ronghlj 
upon  her,  that  every  hour  brought  a  sh^ 
pin-prick  to  her.  To  have  no  cairiige  n 
her  command,  no  maid  to  wait  upon  iu^-^ 
not  even  a  skil&l  servant  to  discharge  onli- 
nary  household  duties  well  and  quicklj^-n 
live  in  a  little  room  where  she  felt  »s  il  ie 
could  hardly  breathe,  to  hear  every  souid 
through  the  waits,  to  have  the  smell  of  coot 
ing  pervade  the  house — these,  and  nuni'^'j 
less  similar  discomforts,  made  her  iaitiaiitnil 
into  her  new  sphere  a  series  of  surprises  anJ 
disappointments. 

But  she  must  bestir  herself  if  even  ia 
small  amount  of  comfort  and  well-bcug 
were  to  be  kept  up.  Madame's  incoK 
would  not  maintain  their  household  even  ODi^j 
present  humble  footing.  Felicita's  flnt  bw 
had  done  well ;  it  had  been  fairly  re""™ 
by  some  papers,  and  flatteringly  rciiewii  ^ 
other  critics  who  had  known  the  lafe  turi 
Riversford.  On  the  whole  it  had  bw » 
good  success,  and  her  name  was  no  l«pi 
quite  unknown.  Her  publishers  were  *^"S 
to  take  another  book  as  soon  as  it  '^^ 
ready;  they  did  more,  they  condftctnaea 
to  ask  for  it.  But  the  ;£^so  they  had  Hr 
the  first,  though  it  had  seemed  a  '"*'^j 
sum  to  her  when  regarded  fl'om  the  sUw- 
point  of  a  woman  surrounded  bj  we^j 
luxury,  and  able  to  spend  the  whole  ol  n  « 
some  trinket,  looked  small  enough— too  iirt 
—as  the  result  of  many  weeks  of  laW 
by  which  she  and  her  children  were  lo  t«  j 
fed.  If  her  work  was  worth  no  more  lli»  i 
that,  she  must  writ«  at  least  six  such  bow 
in  a  year,  and  every  year  I  FeiiciU's  be^i  | 
sank  at  the  thought. 

There  seemed  to  be  only  one  resource,  swo 
one  of  her  publUbers  had  ofiered  aosdia^ 
of  ;£io  only,  sjying  fi^  .'^J'^^  "^ 
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veil  for  her  and  ronning  a  risk  themselvu. 
She  must  take  her  manuscript  and  offer  it  as 
so  much  merchandise  from  house  to  house, 
selling  it  to  the  best  bidder.  This  was  against 
all  her  instincts  as  an  author,  and  if  she  had 
remained  a  wealthy  woman  she  would  not 
have  borne  it  She  was  too  true  and 
original  an  artist  not  to  feel  how  sacred  a 
thing  earnest  and  truthful  work  like  hers 
*as.  She  loved  it,  and  did  it  conscientiously. 
She  would  not  let  it  go  out  of  her  hands  dis- 
graced with  blunders.  Het  thoughts  were 
like  cliildren  to  her,  not  to  be  sent  out  into 
ihe  world  ragged  and  uncouth,  exposed  to 
jast  ridicule  and  to  shame. 

Felicita  and  Madame  set  out  on  their 
search  after  a  liberal  publisher  on  a  gloomy 
day  in  January.  For  the  first  time  in  her 
life  FeUcita  found  herself  in  an  omnibus, 
wiih  her  feet  buried  in  damp  straw,  and 
sttange  fellow-passengers  crushing  against 
her.  In  no  part  of  London  do  the  omni- 
buses bear  comparison  with  the  well-ap- 
pointed carnages  rich  people  are  accustomed 
10;  and  this  one,  besides  other  discomforts, 
«is  crowded  till  there  was  barely  room  to 
oiove  hand  or  foot. 

"  It  is  very  cheap,"  said  Madame  cheer- 
fully, after  she  had  paid  the  fare  when  they 
oere  set  down  in  Trafalgar  Square,  "  sad  not 
so  very  inconvenient." 

A  fog  filled  the  air  and  shrouded  all 
lie suiiounding  buildings  in  dull  obscurity; 
whilst  the  fountains,  rising  and  falling  with 
an  odd  and  ghostly  movement  as  of  gigantic 
living  creatures,  were  seen  dimly  white  m  the 
midst  of  the  grey  gloom.  The  ceaseless 
stream  of  hurrying  passers-by  lost  itself  in 
ilarkness  only  a  few  paces  from  them.  The 
chimes  of  unseen  belfries  and  the  roll  of  car- 
riages visible  only  for  a  few  seconds,  fell  upon 
ifcieir  ears.  Felicita,  in  the  secret  excitement 
fi  her  mood,  felt  herself  in  some  impossible 
"frld,  some  phantasmagoria  of  a  dream, 
which  must  presently  disperse,  and  she  would 
find  herself  at  home  again,  in  her  quiet, 
Qainty  study  at  Riversborough,  where  most 
of  the  manuscript,  which  she  held  so  closely 
m  her  hand,  had  been  written.  But  the 
areain  was  dbpelled  when  she  found  herself 
entering  the  publishing -house  she  had  fixed 
upon  as  her  first  scene  of  venture.  It  was  a 
quiet  place,  with  two  or  three  clerks  busily 
wgaged  in  some  private  conversadon,  too 
miaesting  to  be  abruptly  terminated  by  the 
wtrance  of  two  ladies  dressed  in  mourning, 
one  of  whom  carried  a  roll  of  manuscript.  If 
felicita  had  been  wise  the  manuscript  would 
not  have  been  there  to  betray  her.  It  made  it 


exceedingly  difficult  for  her  to  obtain  admis- 
sion to  the  publisher,  in  his  private  room 
beyond ;  and  it  was  only  when  she  turned 
away  to  go,  with  a  sudden  outflaahing  of  aris- 
tocratic haughtiness,  that  the  clerk  reluctantly 
offered  to  t^e  her  card,  and  a  message  to  his 
employer. 

In  a  few  moments  Felicita  was  entering  the 
dark  den  where  the  fate  of  her  book  was  in 
the  balance.  Unfortunately  for  her  she  pre- 
sented too  close  a  resemblance  to  the  well- 
known  type  of  a  distressed  author.  Her  deep 
mourning,  the  thick  veil  almost  concealing 
her  face,  a  straw  clinging  to  the  hem  of  her 
dress  and  telling  too  plainly  of  omnibus- 
riding;  her  somewhat  sad  and  agitated  voice; 
Madame's  widow's  cap,  and  unpretending 
demeanour — all  were  against  her  chances  ol 
attention.  The  publisher,  who  had  risen 
from  his  desk,  did  not  invite  them  to  be 
seated.  He  glanced  at  Felicita's  card,  which 
bore  the  simple  inscription,  "  Mrs.  Sefton." 

"  You  know  my  name  7  "  she  asked,  falter- 
ing a  little  before  his  keen-eyed,  shrewd, 
business-like  observation.  He  shook  his 
head  slightly. 

"  I  am  the  writer  of  a  book  called  '  Haugh- 
mond  Towers,' "  ^e  added,  "  published  by 
Messrs.  Price  and  Gould.  It  came  out  last 
May." 

"  I  never  heard  of  it,"  he  answered 
solemnly, 

Felicita  felt  as  if  he  had  struck  her.  This 
was  an  unaccountable  thing :  he  was  a  pul> 
lisher,  and  she  an  author,  yet  he  had  never 
heard  of  her  book.  It  was  impossible  that 
she  had  understood  him;  and  she  spoke 
again  eagerly, 

"It  was  noticed  in  all  the  reviews,"  she  said, 
"  and  my  publishers  assured  me  it  was  quite 
a  success.  I  could  send  you  the  reviews  of  it." 

"  Pray  do  not  trouble  yourself,"  he  an- 
swered, "I  do  not  doubt  it  in  the  least. 
But  there  are  hundreds  of  books  published 
every  season ;  and  it  is  impossible  for  one 
head,  even  a  publisher's,  to  retain  all  the 
titles  and  the  names  of  the  authors." 

"  But  I  hope  mine  was  not  like  hundreds 
of  others,"  remarked  Felicita. 

"  Every  author  hopes  so,"  he  said  ;  "  and 
besides  the  mass  that  is  printed,  somehow, 
at  some  one's  expense,  there  are  hundreds  of 
manuscripts  submitted  to  us.  Pardon  me, 
but  may  I  ask  if  you  write  for  amusement  or 
for  remuneration." 

"  For  my  living,"  she  replied,  with  a  sorrow- 
ful inflection  of  her  voice  which  alarmed  the 
publisher.      How    often    had    he    faced    a 
widowed  mother  and  her  daughter,  in  m^iun-   ^ 
-  ^'    "  o 
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ing  so  deep  as  to  suggest  the  recentness  of 
their  loss !  There  was  a  slight  movement  of 
his  hand,  unperceived  by  either  of  them,  and 
a  brisk  rap  was  heard  on  the  door  behind 
them, 

"  In  a  moment,"  he  said,  looking  over  their 
heads.  "  I  am  afraid,"  he  went  on,  "  if  I 
asked  you  to  leave  your  manuscript  on  ap- 
probation, it  might  be  months  before  our 
readers  could  look  at  it.  We  have  scores,  if 
not  hundreds,  waiting." 

"  Could  you  recommend  any  publisher  to 
me?"  asked  Felicita. 

"  Why  not  go  again  to  Price  and  Gould  ?  " 
he  inquired. 

"  I  must  get  more  money  than  they  pay 
me,"  she  answered  ingenuously. 

The  publisher  shrugged  his  shoulders.  If 
her  manuscript  had  contained  Milton's 
"Paradise  Lost  "or  Goldsmith's  "  Vicar  of 
Wake 5 eld,"  such  an  admission  would  have 
swamped  it  There  is  no  fate  swifl  enough 
for  an  unknown  author  who  asks  for  inore 
money  than  that  which  a  publisher's  sense  of 
justice  awards  to  him, 

"  I  am  sorry  I  can  do  nothing  for  you,"  he 
said,  "  but  my  time  is  very  precious.     Good 

looming No  thanks,  I  beg.  It  would  be 

a  pleasure,  I  am  sure,  if  I  could  do  anything." 

Felicita's  heart  sank  very  low  as  she  turned 
into  the  dismal  street,  and  trod  the  muddy 
pavement.  A  few  illusions  shrivelled  up  that 
wintry  morning,  under  that  murky  sky.  The 
name  she  was  so  fearful  of  staining,  the  name 
she  had  fondly  ima^pncd  as  noised  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  the  name  for  which  she 
had  demanded  so  great  a  sacrifice,  and  had 
sacrificed  so  much  herself,  was  not  known 
in  those  circles  where  She  might  most  have 
expected  to  find  it  a  passport  to  attention  and 
esteem.  It  had  travelled  very  little  indeed 
beyond  the  narrow  sphere  of  Riversboiough, 

CHAPTER  XX.— A  DUMB  MAN'S  GRIEF. 

The  winter  fogs  which  made  London  so 
gloomy  did  not  leave  the  country  sky 
clear  and  bright.  All  the  land  lay  under  a 
shroud  of  mist  and  vapour ;  and  even  on  the 
'  uplands  round  old  Marlowe's  httle  farmstead 
the  heavens  were  grey  and  cold,  and  the  wide 
prospect  shut  out  by  a  curtain  of  dim  clouds. 
The  rude  natural  tracks  leading  over  the 
moor  to  the  farm  became  almost  impassable. 
The  thatched  roof  was  sodden  with  damp, 
and  the  deep  eaves  shed  oK  the  water  with 
the  sound  of  a  perpetual  dropping.  Behind 
the  house  the  dark,  storm-beaten,  distorted 
firs,  and  the  solitary  yew-tree  blown  all  to  one 
side,  grew  black  with  the  damp.    The  isola- 


tion of  the  little  dwelling-place  was  as  com- 
plete as  if  a  flood  had  covered  the  face  of  the 
earth,  leaving  its 'two  inmates  the  sole  sur- 
vivors of  the  human  race. 

Several  months  had  passed  since  old  Mar- 
lowe had  executed  his  last  piece  o£  finished 
work.  The  blow  that  Roland  Sefton's  dis- 
honesty had  inflicted  upon  him  had  paralyzed 
his  heart — that  most  mis«:able  of  all  kinds  of 
paralysis.  He  could  sdll  go  about,  handle 
his  tools,  set  his  thin  old  fingers  to  work ; 
but  as  soon  as  he  had  put  a  few  marks  upon 
his  block  of  oak,  his  heart  died  within  him, 
and  he  threw  down  his  useless  toots  with  i. 
sob  as  bitter  as  ever  broke  from  an  old  man's 
lips- 
There  was  no  relief  for  him,  as  for  olher 
men,  in  speech  easily,  perhaps  hastily  uttered, 
in  companionship  with  his  fellows.  Any 
solace  of  this  kind  was  too  difficult  and  too 
deUberate  for  him  to  seek  it  in  writing  bis 
lamentations  on  a  slate,  or  spelling  them  off 
on  his  fingers ;  but  his  grief  and  anger  struck 
inwards  more  deeply. 

Phebe  saw  his  sorrow,  and  would  have 
cheered  him  if  she  could ;  but  she,  too,  was 
sorely  stricken,  and  she  was  young.  Sht 
tried  to  set  him  an  example  of  diligent  work, 
and  placed  her  easel  beside  his  cania^, 
painting  as  long  as  the  grey  and  fleeriog  day- 
hght  permitted.  Now  and  then  die  attempted 
to  sing  some  of  her  old  merry  songs,  knowing 
that  his  watchful  eyes  would;  see  the  move- 
ment of  her  lips ;  but  though  her  Ups  moved 
her  face  was  sad,  and  her  heart  heavy,  Some- 
times too  she  forgot  all  about  her,  and  fell 
into  an  absorbed  reverie,  brooding  over  the 
past,  until  a  sob  or  half-articulate  ay  from  her 
father  aroused  her.  These,  outcries  of  his 
troubled  her  more  than  any  other  change  jh 
him.  He  had  been  altogether  mute  in  tlie 
former  tranquil  and  placid  days,  saristed  lo 
talk  with  her  in  siient  signs ;  but  there  wss 
something  in  his  mind  to  express  now,"''''^ 
quiet  and  dumb  s'lgps  could  not  convey-  A.' 
intervals,  both  by  day  and  night,  her  affecuon 
for  him  was  tortured  by  these  hoarse  m 
stifled  cries  of  grief  mingled  with  rage. 

There  was  a  certain  sense  of  the  duties  ol 
citizenship  in  old  Marlowe's  mind,  which  very 
few  women,  certainly  not  a  gill  as  young  as 
Phebe,  could  have  shared.  Many  .years  «o 
the  elder  Sefton  had  perceived  that  the  com- 
panionless  man  was  groping  vaguely  ^}^ 
many  a  dim  thought,  political  and  soci^i 
which  few  men  of  his  class  would  have  be«n 
troubled  with.  He  had  gives  to  biai  ««^ 
books,  which  old  Marlowe  bad  pondetw 
over.    Now  he  feUtijat,  quite  apMt.fW"'"' 
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own  pecsooal  ground  of  resentment,  be  had 
done  wrong  to  the  laws  of  his  country  by 
aiding  an  offender  of  them  to  escape  and 
elude  the  just  penalty.  He  felt  ahnost  a 
coDtempt  for  Roland  Sefton  that  he  had  not 
remained  to  bear  the  consequences  of  his 
aime. 

The  news  of  Roland's  death  brought  some- 
thing like  satisfaction  to  his  mind ;  there  was 
a  chill,  dejected  sense  of  justice  having  been 
<kiQe.  He  had  not  prospered  in  his  crime. 
Though  he  had  eluded  man's  judgment,  yet 
vengeance  had  not  suffered  him  to  live. 
There  was  no  relenting  towards  him,  as  there 
was  in  Mr.  CUfford's  mind.  Something  like 
the  old  heathen  conception  of  a  divine 
righteousness  in  this  arbitrary  punishment  of 
the  evil-doer  gave  him  a  transient  content. 
He  did  not  object  therefore  to  Fhebe's  hasty 
visit  10  Mrs.  Sefton  at  the  sea-side,  in  order 
to  break  the  news  to  her.  The  inward  satis- 
bction  he  felt  sustained  him ;  and  he  even 
set  about  a  piece  of  work  long  since  begun, 
a  hawk  swooping  down  upon  his  prey, 

The  evening  on  which  Phebe  reached 
hcHoe  again  he  was  more  like  his  former  self. 
He  asked  her  many  questions  about  the  sea, 
»hich  he  had  never  seen ;  and  told  her  what 
he  had  been  doing  whilst  she  was  away.  An 
old,  veil-thumbed  translation  of  Plato's  Dia- 
li^es  was  lying  on  the  carved  dresser  behind 
him,  in  which  he  had  been  reading  eveiy 
night— instead  of  the  Bible,  he  said. 

"  It  was  him.  Mi.  Roland,  that  gave  it  to 
me,"  he  continued,  "and  listen  to  what  I 
read  last  night:  'Those  who  have  committed 
<:rinKs,  great  yet  not  unpardonable — they  are 
plutiged  into  Tartarus,  where  they  go  who 
betray  their  friends  for  money — the  pains  of 
which  they  undeigo  for  a  year.  Buf  at  the 
end  of  the  year  they  come  forth  again  to  a 
lake.  Over  which  the  souls  of  the  dead  are 
taken  to  be  judged.  And  then  they  lift  up 
their  voices,  and  call  upon  the  souls  of  them 
they  have  wronged  to  have  pity  upon  them, 
and  to  forgive  tfiem,  and  let  them  come  out 
of  theic  prison.  And  if  they  prevail  they 
•^"DK  fbrdi,  and  cease  from  their  troubles  j 
but  if  not  they  are  carried  back  again  into 
Tartarus,  until  they  obtain  mercy  of  them 
whocn  they  have  wronged.'  Bat  it  seems  as 
'f  they  have  to  wait  until  them  they  have 
Wronged  are  dead  themselves." 

The  brown  crooked  fingers  ceased  spelling 
out  the  solemn  words,  and  Phebe  lifted  up 
b«  eyes  from  them  to  her  father's  face.  She 
noticed  for  the  first  time  how  sraik«n  and 
™low  it  was,  and  how  dimly  and  wearily  his 
5y«  looked  out  from  under  their  shaggy  eye- 


brows. She  buried  her  &ce  in  her  hands, 
and  broke  down  into  a  passion  of  tears. 
The  vivid  picture  her  father's  quotation 
brought  before  her  mind  filled  it  with  horror 
and  grief,  that  passed  all  words. 

The  wind  was  wailing  round  the  house 
with  a  ceaseless  moan  of  pain,  in  which  she 
could  almost  distinguish  the  tones  of  ahuman 
voice  lamenting  its  lost  and  wretched  fate. 
The  cry  rose  and  fell,  and  passed  on,  and 
came  back  again,  muttering  and  calling,  but 
never  dying awayaltogether.  Itsounded  toher 
like  the  cry  of  a  belated  wanderer  calling  foe 
help.  She  rose  hastily  and  opened  the  cottage 
door,  as  if  she  couU  hear  Roland  Scfton's 
voice  through  the  darkness  and  the  distance. 
But  he  was  dead,  and  had  been  in  his  grave 
for  many  days  already.  Was  she  to  hear 
that  lost,  foriom  cry  ringing  in  her  ears  for 
ever?  Oh!  if  she  could  but  have  known 
something  of  him  between  that  night  when 
he  walked  beside  her  through  the  dark 
deserted  roads,  pouring  out  his  whole  sorrow- 
ful soul  to  her,  and  the  hour  when  in  the 
darkness  again  he  had  strayed  from  his  paUi 
and  been  swallowed  up  of  death !  Was  it 
true  that  he  had  gone  down  into  that  great 
gulf  of  secrecy  and  silence,  without  a  wcufd  of 
comfort  spoken,  or  a  ray  of  light  shed  upon 
its  pri^ound  mystery? 

"The  cold  wind  blew  in  through  the  open 
door  and  she  shut  it  again,  going  back  to 
her  low  chair  on  the  hearth.  Through  her 
blinding  tears  she  saw  her  father's  brown 
hands  stretched  out  to  her,  and  the  withered 
fingers  speaking  eagerly. 

"I  shall  be  there  before  long,"  he  said; 
"  he  will  not  have  to  wait  very  long  for  me. 
And  if  you  bid  me,  I  will  forgive  him  at  once. 
I  cannot  bear  to  see  your  tears.  Tell  me, 
must  I  forgive  him  ?  I  will  do  anything,  if 
you  will  look  up  at  me  again,  and  smile." 

It  was  a  strange  smile  that  gleamed 
through  Phebe's  tears;  but  she  had  never 
heard  an  appeal  like  this  from  her  dumb 
father  without  responding  to  it. 

"Must  I  for^ve  him?"  be  asked. 

" '  If  ye  forgive  men  their  trespasses,' "  she 
answered,  " '  your  heavenly  Father  will  also 
fo^ive  yours ;  but  if  ye  forgive  not  men 
their  trespasses,  neither  will  your  heavenly 
Father  forgive  yours.'  It  was  oui  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  who  said  that;  not  your  old 
Socrates,  father," 

"  It  is  a  hard  saying,"  he  replied. 

"I  don't  think  60,"  she  said;  "it  was 
what  Jesus  Christ  was  doing  every  day  he 

From  that  time  old  Marlowe,did^9t  J^^^  iC 
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As  the  dark  stormy  da.ys  passed  on  he 
sometimes  put  a  touch  or  two  to  the  out- 
stretched wings  of  his  swooping  hawk,  but  it 
did  not  get  on  fast.  With  a  pathetic  ding- 
ing to  Phebe  he  seldom  let  her  stay  long  out 
of  his  sight,  but  followed  her  about  like  a 
child,  or  sat  on  the  hearth  watching  her  as 
she  went  about  her  house-work.  Only  by 
those  unconscious  sobs  and  outcries,  in- 
audible to  himself,  did  he  betray  the  grief 
that  was  gnawing  at  his  heart.  Very  often 
did  Phebe  put  aside  her  work  and,  standing 
before  him,  ask  such  questions  as  the  follow- 
ing on  her  swiftly  moving  fingers. 

"  Don't  you  believe  in  God,  our  Father  in 
heaven,  the  Father  Almighty,  who  made  us?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  would  reply  by  a  nod, 

"  And  in  Jesus  Christ,  His  Son,  onr  Lord, 
who  lived,  and  died  for  us,  and  rose 
again  ? " 

"Yes,  yes,"  was  the  silent,  emphatic 
answer. 

"  And  yet  you  grieve  and  fret  over  the  loss 
of  money  I "  she  would  say,  with  a  wistful 
smile  on  her  young  face. 

"  You  are  a  child ;  you  know  nothing,"  he 
replied. 

For  without  a  sigh  the  old  man  was  going 
forward  consciously  to  meet  death.  Every 
morning  when  the  dawn  awoke  him  he  felt 
weaker  as  he  rose  from  his  bed  ;  every  day  his 
sight  was  dimmer  and  his  hand  less  steady  ; 
every  night  the  steep  flight  of  stairs  seemed 
steeper,  and  he  ascended  them  feebly  by  his 
hands  as  well  as  feet.  He  could  not  bring 
himself  to  write  upon  his  slate,  or  to  spell 
out  upon  his  fingers,  the  dread  words,  "  I  am 
dying;"  and  Phebe  was  not  old  or  ex> 
perienced  enough  to  read  the  signs  of  an 
approaching  death.  That  her  father  should 
be  taken  away  from  her  never  crossed  her 
thoughts. 

It  was  the  vague,  mournful  prospect  of 
soon  leaving  her  alone  in  the  wide  world, 
that  made  his  loss  loom  more  largely  and 
persistently  before  the  dumb  old  man's  mind. 
Certainly  he  believed  all  that  Phebe  said  to 
him.  God  loved  her,  cared  for  her,  ordered 
her  life ;  yet  he,  her  father,  could  not  recon- 
cile himself  to  the  idea  of  her  being  leA 
penniless  and  friendless  in  the  cold  and  cruel 
world.  He  could  have  left  her  more  peace- 
fiilly  in  God's  bands,  if  she  had  those  six 
hundred  pounds  of  his  earnings  to  inherit. 

The  sad  winter  wore  slowly  away.  Now 
and  then  the  table-land  around  them  put  on 
its  while  familiar  livery  of  anow ;  and  old 


Marlowe's  dim  eyes  gazed  at  it  through  his 
lattice  window,  recollecting  the  winters  of 
long  years  ago,  when  neither  snow  nor  stom 
came  amiss  to  him.  But  the  slight  sprinkling 
soon  melted  away,  and  the  dun-coloured  fog 
and  cloudy  curtain  shut  them  in  again,  cut- 
ting them  off  from  the  rest  of  the  world,  as  il 
their  little  dwelling  was  the  ark,  stranded  m 
the  hill's  summit,  amid  a  waste  of  water 

CHAPTER  XXI. — PLATO   AND  PAUL. 

Phebe's  nearest  neighbour,  except  the  I 
farm-labourer  who  did  an  occasional  day's  ' 
labour  for  her  father,  was  Mrs.  Nixey,  lie 
tenant  of  a  farm-house,  which  lay  at  the  head 
of  a  valley  running  up  into  the  range  of  hills. 
Mrs.  Nixey  had  given  as  much  supervision 
to  Phebe's  motherless  childhood  as  hei  father 
had  permitted,  in  his  jealous  detenninatioit 
to  be  everything  to  his  little  daughter.  Oi' 
late  years,  ever  since  old  Marlowe,  in  the 
triumph  of  making  an  investment,  had  com- 
municated that  important  fact  to  her  on  his 
slate,  she  had  indulged  in  a  day-dream  ofhei 
own,  which  had  filled  her  head  for  houri, 
whilst  sitting  beside  her  kitchen  fire  busily 
knitting  long  worsted  stockings  for  hei  soo 
Simon. 

Simon  was  thirty  years  of  age,  and  il  "ss 
high  time  she  found  a  wife  for  him.  Who 
could  be  better  than  Phebe,  who  had  giowi 
up  under  her  own  eyes,  a  good,  strong, 
industrious  girl,  with  six  hundred  pounds 
and  Upfold  Farm  for  her  fortune?  As  sbt 
brooded  over  this  idea,  a  second  tboughtgit* 
out  of  it.  How  convenient  it  would  be  if 
she  herself  married  the  dumb  old  fathei,  and 
retired  to  the  little  farmstead,  changing 
places  with  Phebe,  her  daughter-in-lav.  Sbe 
would  still  be  near  enough  to  come  down  "> 
her  son's  house  at  harvest-time  an^  FS' 
killing,  and  when  the  milk  was  abundait, 
and  cheese  and  butter  to  make.  And  At 
httle  house  on  the  hills  was  built  wilh'iUs 
a  yard  thick,  and  well  lined  with  good  oat 
wainscoting;  she  could  Weep  it  warm fw Iw- 
self  and  the  old  man.  The  scheme  had  as 
much  interest  and  charm  for  her  as  if  she  hM 
been  a  peeress  looking  out  for  an  digihl^ 
alhance  for  her  son. 

But  it  had  always  proved  difficult  to  tale 
the  first  steps  toward  so  delicate  a  negoiia- 
tion.  She  was  not  a  ready  writer;  and  ewn 
if  she  had  been,  Mrs.  Nixey  felt  that  it  would 
be  almost  impossible  to  write  her  day^rea^ 
in  bold  and  plain  words  upon  old  Mario*' * 
slate.  If  Mariowe  was  deaf,  Phebe  was 
singularly  blind  and  dull.  Siracra  NUey  had 
played  with  her  when  she  ww  f^^' ""' ' 
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W  been  always  as  a  big,  gromi-up  boy, 
Joing  man's  work;  and  it  was  only  of  laic 
"iM  she  had  realised  thai  he  was  now  almost 
an  old  man.  For  the  last  year  or  two  he  had 
™gwed  at  the  church  door  to  walk  home 
»;"i  hn  and  her  father,  but  she  had  thought 
"7  "  "■  He  was  their  nearest  neighbour, 
na  made  himself  useful  in  giving  her  father 
h^  1  t  ^^^  ^'"'^  **'™'  besides  sparing 
norl  °^'^'  to  do  them  an  occasional  day's 
*■    "  seemed  perfectly  natural  that  he 


should  walk  home  with  them   across  the 
moors  from  their  distant  parish  church. 

But  as  soon  as  the  roads  were  passable 
Mrs.  Nixey  made  her  way  up  to  the  sohtary 
farmstead.  The  last  time  she  had  seen  old 
Marlowe  he  had  been  ailing,  yet  she  was 
quite  unprepared  for  the  rapid  change  that 
had  passed  over  him.  He  was  cowering  in 
the  chimney-comer,  his  face  yellow  and 
shrivelled,  and  his  ejes,  once  blue  as  Phebe's 
own,  sunken  in  their  sockets,  and  glowering 
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dimly  at  her,  with  the  strange  intensity  of 
gaze  in  the  deaf  and  dumb.  There  was  a 
little  oak  table  before  him,  with  his  copy  of 
Plato's  Dialogues  and  a  black-leather  Bible 
that  had  belonged  to  his  forefathers,  lying 
upon  it ;  but  both  of  them  were  closed,  and 
he  looked  drowsy  and  listless. 

"  Good  sakcs  !  Phcbe,"  cried  Mrs.  Nixey, 
"  whatever  ails  thy  father  ?  He  looks  more 
like  dust  and  ashes  than  a  livin'  man.  Hast 
thou  sent  for  no  physic  for  him  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  know  he  was  ill,"  answered 
Phebc.  "  Father  always  feels  the  winter 
long  and  trying.  He'll  be  all  right  when  the 
sprmg  comes." 

"  I'll  ask  him  what's  the  matter  with  bun, 
said  Mrs.  Nixey,  drawing  his  slate  to  her,  ^nd 
writing  in  the  boldest  letters  she  could  form, 
as  if  his  deafoess  made  it  needful  to  write 
large. 

"What's  the  matter?"  she  asked. 

"  Nothing,  save  old  age,"  he  answered  in  bis 
small  neat  handwriting,  There  was  a  gentle 
smile  on  his  face  as  he  pushed  the  slate  under 
the  eyes  of  Mrs.  Nixey  and  Phebe.  He  had 
sometimes  thought  he  must  tell  Fhebe  he 
would  not  be  long  with  her ;  but  his  hands 
refused  to  convey  such  sad  warnings  to  his 
young  daughter.  He  had  put  it  off  from  day 
to  day ;  though  he  was  not  sony  now  to  give 
some  slight  hmt  of  his  fears. 

"  Old  !  he's  no  older  nor  me,"  said  Mrs. 
Nixey.  "A  pretty  thing  it  'ud  be  if  folks 
gave  up  at  sixty  or  so.  There's  another  ten 
years'  work  in  you,"  she  wrote  on  the  slate. 

"Ten  years'  work."  How  earnestly  he 
wished  it  was  tnie  I  He  might  still  earn  a 
little  fortune  for  Phebe  ;  for  he  was  known 
all  dirough  the  county,  and  beyond,  and 
could  get  a  good  price  for  his  car\-ing.  He 
stretched  out  his  hand  and  took  down  his 
unfinished  work,  looking  longingly  at  it. 

Phebe'a  fingers  were  moving  fast,  so  fast 
that  he  could  not  follow  tbem.  Of  late  he 
had  been  unable  to  seize  the  meaning  of 
those  swifl,  glancing  finger-tips.  He  had 
reached  the  stage  of  a  man  who  can  no 
longer  catch  the  lower  tones  of  a  familiar  voice, 
and  has  to  guess  at  the  words  thus  spoken. 
If  he  lired  long  enough  to  lose  his  sight  he 
would  be  cut  off  from  oil  communion  with 
the  outer  world,  even  with  his  daughter. 

"Come  dose  to  me,  and  speak  more 
slowly,"  he  said  to  her.  "  I  am  growing  old 
and  dark.  Yet  I  am  onfy  sixty,  and  my 
father  lived  to  be  over  seventy.  I  was  over 
forty  when  you  were  bom.  It  was  a  sunny 
day,  and  I  kept  away  from  the  house,  jn  the 
shed,  till  I  saw  Mrs.  Nixey  there  beckoning 


to  me.  And  when  I  came  in  the  house  here 
she  laid  you  in  my  arms.  God  was  very 
good  to  me  that  day." 

"  He  is  always  good,"  answered  Phebe. 

"  So  the  parson  teaches  us,"  he  continued ; 
"but  it  was  very  hard  for  me  to  lose  that 
money.  It  struck  me  a  dreadful  blo«, 
Phebe,  If  I'd  been  twenty  years  younger  I 
could  have  home  it ;  but  when  a  man's 
turned  sixty  there's  no  chance.  And  he 
robbed  me  of  more  than  money ;  he  robbed 
me  of  love.     J  loved  him  next  to  you." 

She  knew  that  so  well  that  she  did  not 
answer  him.  Her  love  for  Roland  SeltoD 
lived  still  J  but  it  was  altogether  changed 
&om  the  bright,  girlish  admiration  and  trustful 
confidence  it  had  once  been.  His  conduct 
had  altered  life  itself  to  her;  it  was  colder 
and  darker,  with  deeper  and  longer  shadows 
in  it.  And  now  there  was  coming  the  darkest 
shadow  of  all. 

"  Read  this,"  he  said,  opening  the  "  Phsedo," 
and  pointing  to  some  words  with  his  crooked 
and  trembling  finger.  She  stooped  her  head 
till  her  soft  cheek  rested  against  his  with  a 
caressing  and  soothing  touch. 

"  I  go  to  die,  you  to  live ;  but  which  is 
best  God  alone  can  know,"  she  read.  Her 
arm  stole  round  his  neck,  and  her  cheek  was 
pressed  more  closely  against  his.  Mrs.  Nixey  s 
hard  face  softened  a  little  as  she  looked  at 
them ;  but  she  could  not  help  thinking  oi' 
the  new  turn  affairs  were  taking.  If  old 
Marlowe  died,  it  might  be  more  convenient, 
on  the  whole,  than  for  her  to  marry  him. 
How  snugly  she  could  live  up  here,  with  a 
cow  or  two,  and  a  little  maid  from  the  work- 
house to  be  her  companion  and  drudge ! 

Quite  unconscious  of  Mrs.  Nixe/s  plws, 
Fhebe  had  drawn  the  old  black-leather  Bibl« 
towards  her,  turning  over  the  stained  and 
yellow  leaves  "with  one  hand,  for  she  wouid 
not  withdraw  her  arm  from  her  fiuhet's  neck. 
She  did  not  know  exactly  where  to  find  the 
words  she  wanted  j  but  at  last  she  came 
upon  them.  The  grey,  shaggy  locks  of  ^^ 
old  man,  and  the  rippling,  glossy  waves  of 
Phebe's  brown  hair  mingled  as  they  bent 
their  heads  again  over  the  same  page. 

"  For  whether  we  live,  we  live  unto  the 
Lord ;  and  whether  we  die,  we  die  unto  the 
Lord :  whether  we  live,  therefore,  or  die,  we 
are  the  Lord's.  For  to  this  end  Christ  both 
died,  and  rose,  and  revived,  that  he  might  Ix 
Lord  both  pf  the  dead  and  the  living."  ^^ 
"  That  is  better  than  your  old  Socrates,' 
said  Phebe,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  a 
faint  smile  playing  about  'her  lips,  "Out 
Lord  has  gone  on  before  us,  through  life  and 
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<Ieath.     There  is  ootbing  ve  can  have 
bear  that  He  has  not  boroe." 

"He  never  had  to  leave  a  young  girl  hke 
you  alone  ia  the  vorld,"  answered  her  father. 

For  3  moment  Ffaebe's  fingers  were  still, 
and  old  Mailowe  looked  up  at  her,  like 
trho  has  gained  a  miserable  victory  ovi 
messenger  of  glad  tidings. 

"  But  He  had  to  leave  His  mother,  who 
was  growing  old,  when  the  sword  had  pierced 
through  her  very  soul,"  answered  Phebe. 
"That  was  a  hard  thing  to  do." 

The  old  man  nodded,  and  his  withered 
hands  folded  over  each  other  on  the  open 
page  before  him.  Mrs.  Nixey,  who  could 
understand  nothing  of  their  silent  speech, 
was  staring  at  them  inquisitively,  as  if  trying 
lo  discover  what  they  said  by  the  expression 
of  their  faces. 

"  Ask  thy  father  if  h^'s  made  his  will,"  she 
said,  "  I've  heard  say  as  land  canno'  go  to 
1  woman  if  there's  no  wiJ) ;  and  it  'ud  niver 
do  for  Upfold  to  go  to  a  far-away  stranger. 
Maybe  he  reckons  on  all  he  has  goin'  to 
you  quite  natural.  But  there's  law  agen'  it ; 
the  agent  told  me  so  years  ago,  I  niver 
heard  of  any  relations  thy  father  had,  but 
they'll  find  what's  called  an  heir-at-law,  take 
my  word  for  it,  if  he  doesn't  leave  iver  a 
will" 

But,  instead  of  answering,  Phebe  rushed 
past  her  up  the  steep,  dark  staircase,  and 
*lrs.  Nixey  heard  her  sobbing  and  crying  in 
lie  little  room  above.  It  was  quite  natural, 
thought  the  hard  old  woman,  with  a  momentary 
(eelmg  of  pity  for  the  lonely  girl ;  but  it  was 
necessary  to  make  sure  of  Upfold  Farm,  and 
she  drew  old  Marlowe's  slate  to  her,  and 
*iote  on  it,  very  distinctly,  "  Has  thee  made 
ihywiU?" 

The  dejected,  miserable  expression  came 
back  to  his  face,  as  his  thoughts  were  recalled 
to  the  loss  he  had  sustained,  and  he  nodded 
his  answer  to  Mrs.  Nixey. 

"And  left  all  to  Phebe?"  she  wrote 
agdn. 

Agun  he  nodded.  It  was  all  right  so  far, 
and  Mrs.  Nixey  felt  glad'she  had  made  sure 
of  the  ground.  The  little  farm  was  worth 
^'5  ^yeai;  and  old  Marlowe  himself  had 
"nee  told  her  that  his  money  brought  him  in 
£i6  yearly,  without  a  stroke  of  work  on  his 
P*rt.  How  money  could  be  guned  in  this 
^y,  with  »roply  leaving  it  alone,  she  could 
|iot  understand.  But  here  was  Phebe  Mar- 
'0*e  wiih  jQ^o  a  year  for  her  fortune ;  a 
^«  not  to  be  lost  by  her  son  Simon. 

ne  hesitated  for  a  few  minutes,  listening  to 
«*  «>&  low  EobB  overhead ;  but  her  sense  of 


judicious  forestalling  of  the  future  prevailed 
over  her  sympathy  with  the  troubled  girl. 

"  Phebe  'U  be  very  lonesome,"  she  wrote  ; 
and  old  Marlowe  looked  sadly  into  her  face, 
with  his  sunken  eyes.  There  was  no  need 
to  nod  assent  to  her  words. 

"  I've  been  like  a  mother  to  her,"  wrote 
Mrs.  Nixey ;  and  she  rubbed  both  the  sen- 
tences off  the  state  with  her  pocket-handker- 
chief, and  sat  pondering  over  the  wording  of 
hei  next  communication.  It  was  difficult 
and  embarrassing,  this  mode  of  intercourse 
on  a  subj  ect  which  even  she  felt  to  be  delicate. 
How  much  easier  it  would  have  been  if  old 
Marlowe  could  hear  and  speak  like  other 
men  I  He  watched  her  closely  as  she  wrote 
word  after  word,  and  rubbed  them  out  again, 
unable  to  satisfy  herself.  At  last  he  stretched 
out  his  hand  and  seized  the  slate,  just  as  she 
was  again  about  to  nib  out  the  sentence. 

"  Our  Simon  'd  marry  her  to-morrow,"  was 
written  upon  it. 

Old  Marlowe  sat  looking  at  the  words 
without  raising  his  eyes  or  making  any  sign. 
He  had  never  seen  the  man  yet  worthy  of 
being  the  husband  of  his  daughter;  and 
Simon  Nixey  was  not  much  to  his  mind. 
Still,  he  was  a  kind-hearted  man,  and  well- 
to-do  for  his  station ;  he  kept  a  servant  to 
wait  on  his  mother,  and  he  would  do  no  less 
for  his  wife.  Phebe  would  not  be  left  deso- 
late if  she  could  make  up  her  mind  to  marry 
him.  But  with  a  deep,  instinctive  jealousy, 
born  of  his  absolute  separation  from  his  kind, 
he  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  sharing  her 
love  with  any  one.  She  must  continue  to  be 
all  his  own  for  the  little  time  he  had  to  live. 

"  If  Phebe  likes  to  marry  him  when  I'm 
gone  I've  no  objection,"  he  wrote ;  and  then, 
with  a  feeling  of  irritation  and  bitterness,  he 
rubbed  out  the  words  with  the  palm  of  his 
hand  and  turned  his  back  upon  Mrs,  Nixey. 

CHAPTER  XXII, — A   REJECTED    SUITOR, 

All  the  next  day  Phebe  remained  veiy 
near  to  her  father,  leaving  her  house-work  and 
painting  to  sit  beside  him  on  the  low  chair 
he  had  carved  for  her  when  she  was  a  child. 
For  the  first  time  she  noticed  how  slowly  he 
caught  her  meaning  when  she  spoke  to  him, 
and  how  he  himself  was  forgetting  how  to 
express  his  thoughts  on  his  fingers.  The 
time  might  come  when  he  could  no  longer 
hold  any  intercourse  with  her  or  she  with 
him.  There  was  unutterable  sadness  in  this 
new  dread. 

"  You  used  to  laugh  and  sing,"  he  said, 
"but  you  never  do  it  now;  never  since  be 
robbed  me.   He  robbed  me  of  that  too,    I'm  , . 
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a  poor,  helpless,  deaf  old  man ;  and  God 
never  let  me  hear  my  child's  voice.  He  used 
to  tell  me  it  was  sweet  and  pleasant  to  hear ; 
and  your  laugh  made  every  one  merry  who 
heard  it.  But  I  could  see  you  laugh,  and 
now  I  never  see  it." 

She  could  not  laugh  now,  and  her  smile 
was  sadder  than  tears;  so  she  bent  down  her 
head,  and  laid  it  against  his  Itnce  where  he 
could  not  see  her  face.  By-and-by  he 
touched  her,  and  she  lifted  up  her  tear- 
dimmed  eyes  to  his  fingers. 

"  Promise  me,"  he  said,  "  not  to  sell  this 
old  place.  It  has  belonged  to  the  Marlowes 
from  generation  to  generation.  Who  can  tell 
but  the  dead  come  back  to  the  place  where 
they've  lived  so  long?  If  you  can,  keep  it 
for  my  sake." 

"  I  promise  it,"  she  answered,  "  I  will 
never  sell  it," 

"  Perhaps  I  shall  lose  my  power  to  speak 
to  yon,"  he  went  on,  "  but  don't  you  fret  as 
if  I  did  not  forgive  him  as  robbed  me.  He 
learnt  to  talk  on  his  fingers  for  my  sake;  and 
I'll  say  '  God  bless  him '  for  your  sake.  If 
we  meet  one  another  in  the  next  world  I'll 
forgive  him  freely ;  and  if  need  be,  I'll  ask 
pardon  for  him.     Phebe,  I  do  forgive  him," 

As  he  spoke  there  was  a  brighter  light  in 
his  sunken  eyes,  and  a  smile  on  his  face,  such 
■  as  she  had  not  seen  since  the  day  he  had 
helped  Roland  Scfton  to  escape.  She  took 
both  of  his  hands  into  hers  and  kissed  them 
fondly.  But  by-and-by,  though  it  was  yet 
clear  day,  he  crept  feebly  np-stairs  to  his 
dark  little  loft  under  the  thatched  roof,  and 
lay  down  on  the  bed  where  his  father  and 
grandfather  had  died  before  him. 

At  first  he  was  able  to  talk  a  little  in  short, 
brief  sentences;  but  veiy  soon  that  which  he 
had  dreaded  came  upon  him.  His  fingers 
grew  too  stiff  to  form  the  signs,  and  his  eyes 
too  dim  to  discern  even  the  slowest  move- 
ment of  her  dear  hands.  There  was  now  no 
communication  between  them  but  that  of 
touch,  and  he  could  not  bear  to  miss  the 
gentle  clasp  of  Phebe's  hand.  When  she 
moved  away  from  him  he  tossed  wearily 
from  side  to  side,  groping  restlessly  with  his 
thin  fingers.  In  utter  silence  and  darkness, 
but  hand  to  hand  with  her,  he  at  last  passed 

The  next  few  days  was  a  strange  and 
bewildering  time  to  Phebe.  Neighbours 
were  coming  and  going,  and  takmg  the 
arrangements  for  the  funeral  into  their  own 
hands,  with  little  reference  to  her.  The 
clergyman  of  the  parish,  who  lived  three 
miles   off,  rode  over  the  hills  to  bold  a 


solemn  interview  with  her.  Mrs.  Nixey 
would  not  leave  her  alone,  and  if  she  could 
have  had  her  way  would  have  carried  hei  off 
to  her  own  bouse.  But  this  Phebe  would 
not  submit  to;  except  the  two  nights  she  had 
been  away  when  she  went  to  the  sea-side  to 
break  the  news  of  Roland's  death  to  Felicita 
and  her  mother,  she  had  never  been  absent 
for  a.  night  from  home.  Why  should  she  be 
afraid  of  that  quiet,  still  form,  which  even  io 
death  was  dearer  to  her  than  any  other  upon 
earth? 

But  Mrs.  Nixey  walked  beside  her,  next 
the  cofiin,  when  the  small  funeral  procession 
wound  its  way  slowly  over  the  uplands  lo 
the  country  churchyard,  where  the  deaf-and- 
dumb  old  wood-carver  was  laid  in  a  grave 
beside  his  wife.  It  was  almost  impossible  to 
shake  her  o£f  on  their  return,  but  Phebe 
could  bear  companionship  no  longer.  She 
must  walk  back  alone  along  the  familiar 
fields,  where  the  green  corn  was  springing 
among  the  furrows,  and  under  the  brown 
hedgerows  where  all  the  buds  were  swelling, 
to  the  open  moor  lying  clear  and  barren  in 
an  unbroken  plain  before  her.  How  often 
had  she  walked  along  these  narrow  sheep- 
tracks  with  her  father  pacing  on  in  fioDt, 
speechless,  but  so  full  of  silent  sympathy 
with  her  that  words  were  not  missed  betn'een 
them !  Their  litt!e''Tiome stead  lay  like  an 
island  in  a  sea  of  heather  and  fern,  with  no 
other  dwelling  in  sight;  but,  oh,  how  empty 
and  desolate  it  seemed ! 

The  old  house-dog  crept  up  quietly  to  ber, 
and  whined  softly;  and  the  cow,  as  she  went 
into  the  shed  to  milk  her,  turned  and  licked 
her  hand  gently,  as  if  these  dumb  creatures 
knew  hqr  sorrow.  There  were  some  evening 
tasks  to  be  performed,  for  the  labourer,  who 
had  been  to  the  funeral,  was  staying  in  the 
Ulage  with  the  other  men  who  had  helped 
to  carry  her  father's  coffin,  to  rest  themselves 
and  have  some  refreshment  in  the  iiltle  inn 
there.  She  lingered  over  each  duty  willi  * 
dreary  sense  of  the  emptiness  of  the  honse 
haunting  her,  and  of  .the  silence  of  the  hearth 
where  all  the  long  evening  must  be  spent 
alone. 

It  was  late  in  February,  and  though  the 
fern  and  heather  and  gorse  were  not  yet  in 
bud,  there  was  a  purple  tinge  upon  the  moor 
foretelling  the  quickly  coming  spring.  The 
birds  that  had  been  silent  all  winter  were 
chirping  under  the  eaves,  or  fluttered  up 
from  the  causeway,  where  she  had  been 
scattering  com,  at  the  sound  of  her  footstqK 
across  the  little  farm-yard.  The  sun,  near  ia 
setting,  was  shining  across  the  uplaiidE,  sixi 
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throwing  long  shadows  from  every  low  bush 
and  brake.  Phebe  mounted  the  old  horse- 
block by  the  garden-wicket,  and  looked 
around  her,  shading  her  eyes  with  her  hand. 
The  soft  west  wind,  blowing  over  many  miles 
of  moor  and  meadows  and  kissing  her  cheek, 
seemed  like  the  touch  of  a  dear  old  friend, 
and  the  thin,  grey  cloud  overhead  appeared 
only  as  a  slight  veil  scarcely  hiding  a  beloved 
face.  It  would  not  hare  startled  her  if  she 
had  seen  her  father  come  to  the  dooi 
beckooiog  to  her  with  his  quiet  smile,  or  if 
she  bad  caught  sight  of  Roland  Sefton 
crossing  the  moor,  with  his  swift,  strong 
stride,  and  his  face  all  aglow  with  the  delight 
of  his  mountain  ramble. 

"  But  Ihey  are  both  dead,"  she  said  to  her- 
self. "  If  only  Mr.  Roland  had  been  living  in 
Riversborough  he  would  have  told  me  what 
to  do." 

She  was  too  young  to  connect  her  father's 
death  in  any  way  with  Roland  Sefton's  crime. 
They  two  were  the  dearest  persons  in  the 
world  to  her;  and  both  were  now  gone  into 
the  mysterious  darkness  of  the  next  world, 
meeting  there,  perhaps,  with  all  earthly  dis- 
cords forgiven  and  forgotten  more  perfectly 
tban  they  could  have  been  here.  She 
remembered  how  her  father's  dull,  joyless 
face  used  to  brighten  when  Roland  was 
talking  to  him ;  talking  with  slow,  unac- 
customed fingers,  which  the  dumb  man  would 
watch  intently,  and  catch  the  meaning  of  the 
phrase  before  it  was  half  finished,  flash- 
ing back  an  eager  answer  by  signs  and 
changefiil  expression  of  his  features.  There 
would  be  no  need  of  signs  and  gestures 
wiiere  they  had  gone.  Her  father,  perhaps, 
was  speaking  to  him  now. 

Phebe  had  passed  into  a  reverie,  as  full 
of  pleasure  as  of  pain,  and  she  fanded  she 
heiid  her  father's  voice,  that  voice  which  she 
had  never  heard.  She  started  and  awoke 
herself.  It  was  growing  dusk,  and  she  was 
«int  with  hunger  and  fatigue.  The  wintry 
sun  had  sunk  some  time  since  behind  the 
brow  of  the  hill,  leaving  only  a  few  faint 
lines  of  clouds  running  across  a  dear  amber 
light.  She  stepped  down  from  the  horse- 
lj)ock  reluctantly,  and  with  slow  steps 
loitered  up  the  garden-path  to  the  deserted 
cottage. 

It  might  have  been  better,  she  thought,  if 
she  had  let  Mrs.  Nixey  come  home  with  her; 
hut,  oh  t  how  tired  she  was  of  her  aimless 
cnittet,  which  seemed  to  din  the  ear  and 
anve  away  all  quiet  thought  from  the  heart 
She  had  been  very  weary  of  all  the  fuss  that 
nad  made  a  Babel  of  the  little  homestead 


since  her  father's  death.  But  now  that  she 
was  absolutely  alone,  the  loneliness  seemed 
awful. 

It  was  quite  dark  before  the  fire  burned 
up  and  threw  its  flickering  light  over  her  old 
home.  She  sat  down  on  the  hearth  opposite 
her  father's  empty  chair,  in  her  own  place, 
the  place  which  had  been  hers  ever  since  she 
could  remember.  How  long  would  it  be 
hers?  She  knew  that  one  volume  of  her  life 
was  ended  and  closed ;  the  new  volume  was 
all  hidden  from  her.  She  was  not  afraid  of 
opening  it ;  for  there  was  a  fund  of  courage 
and  hope  in  her  nature,  of  whict^  she  did  not 
know  all  the  wealth.  Therewasalso  the  simple 
trust  of  a  child  in  the  goodness  of  God.. 

She  had  finished  her  tea  and  was  sitting, 
apparently  idle,  with  her  hands  lying  on 
her  lap,  when  a  sudden  knock  at  the 
door  startled  and  almost  frightened  her. 
Until  this  moment  she  had  never  thought 
of  the  loneliness  of  the  house  as  possessing 
any  element  of  danger;  but  now  she  turned 
her  eyes  to  the  uncurtained  window,  through 
which  she  had  been  so  plainly  visible,  and 
wished  that  she  had  taken  the  precaution  of 
putting  the  bar  on  the  door.  It  was  too  late, 
for  the  latch  was  already  lifted,  and  she  had 
scarcely  time  to  say  with  a  tremulous  voice, 
"Come  in." 

"It's  me — Simon  Nixey,"  said  a  loud, 
familiar  voice,  as  the  door  opened  and  the 
tall  ungainly  figure  of  the  farmer  filled  up  the 
doorway.  He  had  been  at  her  father's 
funeral,  and  was  still  in  his  Sunday  suit, 
standing  sheepishly  within  the  door,  and 
stroking  the  moumlng-band  round  his  hat, 
as  he  gazed  at  her  with  a  shamefaced  ex- 
pression, altogether  unlike  the  bluntness  of 
his  usual  manner. 

"Is  there  anything  the  matter,  Mr. 
Nixey  ? "  asked  Phebe.  "  Have  you  time  to 
take  a  seat?" 

"Oh,  ay  I  I'll  sit  down,"  he  answered, 
stepping  forward  readily  and  settling  himself 
down  in  her  father's  chair,  in  spite  of  her 
hasty  movement  to  prevent  it  "  Mother 
thought  as  you'd  be  lonesome,"  he  continued; 
"  hei  and  ine've  been  talking  of  nothing  else 
but  you  all  evening.  And  mother  said  your 
heart  'ud  be  sore  and  tender  to-night,  and 
more  likely  to  take  to  comfort.  And  I'd  my 
best  clothes  on,  and  couldn't  go  to  fodder 
up,  so  I  said  I'd  step  up  here  and  see  if  you 
was  as  lonesome  as  we  thought.  You  looked 
pretty  lonesome  through  the  window.  You 
wouldn't  mind  me  staying  a  half-hour  or  so?" 

"Oh,  no,"  said  Phebe  simply;  "y6u're 
kindly  welcome,"  ,  > 
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"That's  what  I'd  like  to  be  always,"  he 
went  on,  "and  there's  a  deal  about  me  to 
make  me  welcome,  come  to  think  on  it.  Out 
house  is  a  good  one,  and  the  buildings 
they'Te  all  good ;  atid  I  got  the  first  prize  foi 
my  pigs  at  the  last  show,  and  the  second 
prize  for  my  bull  the  show  before  that. 
Nobody  can  call  me  a  poor  fanner.  You 
recollect  painting  my  prize-bull  for  me,  don't 
you,  Phebe?" 

"To  be  sure  I  do,"  she  answered. 

"  Ay  I  and  mother  shook  like  a  leaf  when 
I  told  her  you'd  gone  into  his  shed,  and  him 
not  tied  up.  '  Never  you  mind,  mother,'  I 
says, '  there's  neither  man  nor  beast  'ud  hurt 
little  Phebe.'  You'd  enjoy  painting  my  prize 
pigs,  I  know  ;  and  there'd  be  plenty  o'  time. 
VVouldn't  you  now  ?" 

"  Very  much,"  she  said,  "  if  I  have  time." 

■"That's  something  to  look  forward  to,"  he 
continued.  "  I'm  always  thinking  what  you'd 
like  to  paint,  and  make  a  picture  of.  I 
should  like  to  be  painted  myself,  and  mother ; 
and  therell  be  plenty  o'  time.  For  I'm  not 
a  man  to  see  you  overdone  with  work,  Phebe. 
I've  been  thinking  about  it  for  the  last  five 
year,  ever  since  you  were  a  pretty  young  lass 
of  fifteen.  '  She'll  be  a  good  girl,'  mother 
said, '  and  if  old  Marlowe  dies  before  you're 
wed,  Simon,  you'd  best  marry  Phebe."  I've 
put  it  off,  Phebe,  over  and  over  again,  when 
there's  been  girls  only  waiting  the  asking ; 
and  now  I'm  glad  I  can  bring  you  comfort. 
There's  a  home  al!  ready  for  you,  with  cows 
and  poultry  for  you  to  manage,  and  get  the 
good  of,  for  mother  always  has  the  butter 
money  and  the  egg  money,  and  you'll  have 
it  now.  And  there's  stores  of  linen,  mother 
says,  and  everything  that  any  farmer's  wife 
could  desire." 

Phebe  laughed,  a  low,  gentle,  musical 
laugh,  which  had  surprise  in  it,  but  no  deri- 
sion. The  sight  of  the  gaunt  embarrassed 
man  opposite  to  her,  his  face  burning  red, 
and  his  clumsy  hands  twisting  and  untwisting 
as  he  uttered  his  persuasive  sentences,  drove 
her  sadness  away  for  the  moment.  Her 
pleasant,  surprised  laugh  made  him  laugh 
too. 

"  Ay  1  mother  was  right ;  she  always  is," 
said  Nixey,  rubbing  his  great  hands  gleefully. 


" '  There'll  be  scores  of  lads  after  her,'  says 
mother, '  for  old  Marlowe  has  piles  o'  monej 
in  Sefton's  Old  Bank,  everybody  knows  thaL 
But,  Phebe,  there  aren't  a  many  houses  like 
mine  for  you  to  step  right  into.  I'm  glad  I 
came  to  bring  you  comfort  to-night." 

"But  father  lost  all  his  money  in  the 
Old  Bank  nine  months  ago,"  answered 
Phebe. 

"  Lost  all  his  money ! "  repeated  Nixey 
slowly  and  emphatically.  There  was  a  deep 
silence  in  the  tittle  house,  whilst  be  gazed  u 
her  with  open  mouth  and  astonished  eyes. 
Phebe  had  covered  her  face  with  her  hands, 
forgetting  him  and  everything  else  in  the 
recollection  of  that  bitter  sorrow  of  hers  nine 
months  ago  ;  worse  than  her  soirow  non. 
Nixey  spoke  again  after  a  few  minutes  in  a 
husky  and  melancholy  voice. 

"  It  shan't  make  no  difference,  Phebe,"  he 
said  :  "  I  came  to  bring  you  comfort,  and  HI 
not  take  it  away  again.  There  they  all  are 
for  you,  linen  and  pigs,  and  cows  and  poul- 
try. I  don't  mind  a  straw  what  mother  'ill 
say.  Only  you  wipe  away  those  tears  and 
laugh  again,  my  pretty  dear.  Look  up  »t 
Simon  and  laugh  again." 

"  It's  very  good  of  you,"  she  answered, 
looking  up  into  his  face  wi^h  her  blue  eyes     ' 
simply  and  frankly,  "and  I  shall  never  forget 
it.    But  I  could  not  marry  you.    I  could  not 
marry  anybody." 

"  But  you  must,"  he  said  imperiously ;  "i 
pretty,  young  girl  like  you  can't  live  aloot 
here  in  this  lonesome  place.  Mother  says  it 
wouldn't  be  decent  or  safe.  You'll  want  a  , 
home,  and  it  had  best  be  mine.  Come  no*: 
you'll  never  have  a  better  offer  if  you're  lost 
all  your  money.  But  your  land  lies  nighest 
to  my  farm,  and  it's  worth  more  to  me  tliaa 
anybody  else.  It  wouldn't  be  a  bad  bargain 
for  me,  Phebe ;  and  I've  waited  five  years 
for  you  besides.  If  you'U  only  say  y«, '"" 
go  down  and  face  mother,  and  havt  it  out 
with  her  at  once." 

But  Phebe  could  not  be  brought  to  say 
yes,  though  Nixey  used  every  argument  ana 
persuasion  he  could  think.  He  went  avay 
at  last,  in  dudgeon,  leaving  her  alone,  but 
not  so  sad  as  before.  The  new  volume  of 
her  life  had  already  been  opened. 
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THE  STRENGTH  OF  THE  HILLS. 

lEhe  ^tai^  of  tht  Sngabiiu. 
By  JOHN   STOUGHTON,  D.D. 


A  DISTINGUISHED  sUtesman,  who 
'*  has  just  passed  away,  remarked,  "  I  am 
not  surprised  that  the  ancients  worshipped 
trees.  Lakes  and  mountains,  however  glori- 
ous for  a  time,  in  time  weary ;  sylvan  scenery 
newr  palls."  Whatever  may  be  thought  of 
Lord  Beaconsfield's  dictum,  there  is,  at  all 
evenls,  this  great  difference  between  two 
kinds  ol  landscape,  that  woods  tell  of  beauty, 
and  mountains  of  strength.  Nothing  can 
enceed  the  beauty  of  old  English  parks  and 
forests :  Windsor,  with  its  picturesque  oaks 
jndelms;  BumhamBeeches,with  its  shadowed 
^ades;  Birklands,  with  its  silvery  groups. 
.\nd  besides  woodland  beauty,  how  much  do 
we  find  in  many  an  English  county  of  bright 
green  pasture  by  the  river-side,  what  plea- 
sant gardens  and  orchards  and  charming  vil- 
lage nooks!  But  the  idea  of  strength  is 
embodied  in  Welsh  hills  and  Scotch  moun- 
Uins,  above  all  inSwissAlps  and  Italian  Apen- 
nines. In  yet  another  way  do  we  think  of 
■'the  strength  of  ihe  hills."     They  have  an 


invigorating  effect  not  to  be  matched  by 
sylvan  influences.  A  stroll  in  the  country 
calms  and  soothes  the  mind  troubled  by 
business  cares ;  but  a  ciimb  to  some  Alpine 
height  braces  up  our  energies,  and  sends  a 
fresh  tide  of  life  and  health  through  the 
whole  system.  As  to  the  renewal  of  physical 
strength — there  is  nothing  comparable  to 
that  which  comes  from  "  the  strength  of  the 
hills."  The  strength  which  we  maintain  in 
the  winter,  which  we  feed  and  cheer  by  the 
warm  fireside,  which  we  revive  by  rest,  and 
gladden  by  the  intercourse  of  domestic  life 
and  friendship,  what  a  fresh  impulse  it  receives 
when  holiday  time  returns  and  we  are  off  to 
Switzerland  I  As  we  think  of  the  Psalmist's 
words,  "Strength  and  beauty  arc  in  His 
sanctuary,"  we  may  apply  them  to  the  great 
temple  of  nature,  with  its  rocky  walls  and  its 
pavement  of  verdure.  In  the  latter  we  see 
"  the  beauty  of  the  Ix)rd ; "  of  the  former  we 
can  devoutly  say,  "The  strength  of  the  hills 
is  His  also." 
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A  visit  to  the  Engadine  has  alTorded  to 
many  a  reader  illustrations  of  these  remarks ; 
and  with  the  aid  of  our  artist,  we  wilt  now 
gather  together  some  reminiscences  in  har- 
mony with  what  has  just  been  said,  recalling 
grateful  experiences  to  the  mind  of  old  tourists, 
and  inspiring  welcome  wishes  in  the  breasts 
of  the  untra veiled. 

Amidst  the  sceaery  of  the  Engadine,  the 
first  object  which  strikes,  the  last  of  which 
we  lose  sight,  are  the  hills.  In  the  route 
over  the  Albula  from  Coire,  after  pene- 
trating tremendous  gorges,  in  the  depths 
of  which  roaring  streams  when  unseen  make 
their  presence  known,  we  come  upon  the 
sight  of  Piz  Salteras,  Piz  Vallogn,  and  Piz 
d'AIea  —  snow-patched  pinnacles,  shooting 
up  to  heaven  amongst  masses  of  granite, 
porphyry,  and  hornblende;  and  then  there 
opens  out  the  magnificent  We issen stein, 
6,660  feet  above  the  sea-level.  In  the  oppo- 
site direction,  to  the  south-east  of  Pontresina, 
lies  the  Bemina  Pass,  where  a  group  of  hills 
come  within  view  but  little  inferior  to  the 
Monte  Rosa  range.  There  beds  of  ever- 
lasting snow  reveal   themselves  in  dazzling 
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village  of  Pontresina  to  a  point  whidi  com- 
mands a  fine  view  towards  the  Italian  sidf. 
will  well  repay  the  trouble  and  expense  of  if* 
excursion.  After  the  lapse  of  several  jtafi" 
have  a  lively  impression  of  it  at  the  pf*"' 
moment.  Pushing  on  towards  Poschisvo,  st 
the  north  end  of  the  lake  bearing  thai  mm. 
is  a  pleasant  watering  place  called  U  Pk*| 
an  establishment  of  sulphurous  baths  heated 
by  steam  and  filling  yellow  marble  cistenis. 
The  accommodation  is  good  and  atnai^ 
numbers  of  Milanese  citizens  from  tbfiri"". 
dirty  streets  in  summer  time.  Butof  alllbe; 
hills  near  Pontresina,  not  one  is  so  mucti 
noted,  so  well-known,  and  so  often  "n^Jr; 
as  Piz  Languard,  10,7  rs  feet  high-  y'\ 
ascent  can  easily  be  made  in  three  of  '"^ 
hours,  through  a  larch  wood  and  then  ova 
green  slopes,  till  the  climber  reaches  ae 
base  of  the  peak,  made  of  miaslaW-  - 
further  ascent  takes  you  across  a  space  hM 
by  blocks  of  stone  patched  with  sno"'-  ■ 
wooden  cross  crowns  the  lop  of  the  '^fK 
tain.  A  lady  of  our  party  complaioW J^ 
fatigue,  when  the  excursion  was  oW  D^' 
she  bravely  struggled  to  the  summit,  fainia^ 
weary,  to  be  abundantly  rewarded  oy  <^ 
panorama,  on  a  clear  day,  5pr»*"* 
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all  round.  The  eye  can  traverse  the  enor- 
mous sweep  of  the  compass  point  after  point, 
each  pic  or  peak  being  capable  of  distinct 
identification,  through  the  help  of  such  an 
admirable  panorama  plate  as  that  supplied 
in  Ball's  "Guide  to  the  Central  Alps." 
Baedeker  is  also  very  good  in  this  respect. 
Some  love  best  the  valleys,  and  prefer  look- 
ing up  to  the  hills — this  is  particularly  the 
case  afler  life  has  turned  the  comer ;  but  the 
young  will  rather  have  a  good  mountain 
climb  in  the  fresh  morning  breeze,  when 
a  lighter  atmosphere  on  the  summit  produces 
an  exhilarating  effect. 

In    the   bosoms  of   the   hills   are   noble 
glaciers.     Our  artist  supplies  us  with  a  view 


of  the  Roseg  Glacier.  Two  ice  streams 
there  meet  at  the  foot  of  mountains  clothed 
with  snow ;  and  on  such  a  spot  one  calls  to 
mind  the  theory  of  glacier  motion  so  sue 
cinctly  expressed  by  Professor  Forbes.  "A 
glacier  is  an  imperfect  fluid,  or  a  viscous  body, 
which  is  urged  down  slopes  of  a  certain  in- 
clination by  the  mutual  pressure  of  its  parts." 
Professor  Tyndall  pubUshes  another  expla- 
nation which  he  calls  the  pressure  tlieory, 
resembling,  in  some  respects,  that  of  Forbes, 
only  denying  that  the  glacier  is  a  viscid  sub- 
stance. The  downward  direction,  according 
toTyndall,  isexplainedbythe  principle  of  gra- 
vitation. Whatever  the  theory  adopted  may 
be,  and  we  are  not  competent  to  discuss  the 


question,  the  phenomenon  is  truly  wonder- 
ful, and  it  appears  at  a  little  distance  like  a 
frozen  sea,  the  sur&ce  undulating  wave  after 
wave.  Indeed  it  seems  a  miniature  repro- 
duction of  the  waving  hills  seen  sweeping 
miles  and  miles  away  from  the  top  of  Piz 
Languard.  But  when  nearly  approached, 
and  traversed  by  the  aid  of  a  guide  and  an 
alpenstock,  the  frozen  sea  is  found  full  of 
tents  and  fissures,  down  which  you  look 
intoblue  cavemswith  crystal  water — moraines 
lining  the  sides  of  the  glacier,  and  detracting 
from  its  appearance  by  unsightly  ridges  of 
grit  and  dirt.  Glacier  tables,  as  they  are  called, 
sometimes  vary  the  surface,  being  masses  of 
rock  resting  on  and  protecting  the  ice  below, 
X-37 


and  SO  forming  a  stone  capital  on  the  top  of 
an  ice  pillar.  There  is  another  well-known 
glacier,  the  Morteratsch,  above  Pontresina, 
near  the  Bemina  Pass,  at  the  end  of  a  gorge 
close  to  the  water&ll  of  the  Flatzbach.  The 
lower  part,  as  the  guide-book  says,  "  is  easily 

■  traversed,  and  a  rough  track  has  been  carried 

j  along  both  banks,  used  by  the  sheep  that 
are  pastured  on  the  slopes."    The  descrip- 

I  tion  brings  to  mind  our  excursion  up  the 
valley  to  the  glacier  long  ago,  and  the  per- 

'  severing  attempts  our  companions  made  to 
keep  a  footing  on  the  treacherous  ice,  as 
they  desired  to  reach  the  Isla  Pers,  a  project' 
ing  rock,  compared  with,  but  inferior  to,  the 
celebrated  Jardin  on  the  Mer  de  Glace.    The 
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drive  along  the  valley  was  full  of  enjoyment, 
albeit  we  had  no  better  conveyance  than  a 
rude  kind  of  waggon. 

We  have  mentioned  the  Albula  and 
Bemina  passes.  Twn  others  should  be 
named,  the  Julier  and  the  Maloja.  The 
first  brings  the  traveller  from  Coire  to  Satnaden, 
the  second  takes  liim  down  from  the  Enga- 
dine  to  Ilaly.  The  summit  of  the  former, 
5,089  feet,  commands  a.  fine  view  of  the 
Oberhalbstein ;  and  in  one  of  the  windings  of 
the  road,  near  the  farm  of  Vazerol,  is  a  spot 
where,  according  to  an  old  Swiss  custom,  re- 
presentatives of  the  three  Leagues  of  Upper 
Rhaetia  took  an  oath  of  everlasting  union 
in  the  year  1471.  Grandeur  of  a  surprising 
aspect,  sometimes  frowning  and  savage, 
appears  at  different  stages  of  the  route, 
diversified  and  softened  at  times  by  grassy 
v^leys  and  wooded  heights,  until  Silva  Plana 
is  reached,  which,  though  5,958  feet  above 
the  sea-level,  expands  in  a  wide  valley 
backed  by  snon^treaked  mountains.  The 
village  of  Silva  Plana  is  a  picturesque  object 
in  the  midst  of  the  beautiful  vale,  enck^d 
by  meadows  and  little  green  lakes,  and  near 
to  woods  of  larch  and  pine,  "  The  strength 
of  the  hills "  is  exemplified  in  the  Julier 
Pass,  until  it  touches  the  vale  of  Silva  Plana, 
and  proceeds  as  far  as  Samaden ;  but  the 
beau^  of  woodland  scenery  awaits  the  tonrist 
who  intends  to  visit  the  Lake  of  Como  by 
way  of  the  Maloja  Pass.  We  can  never 
forget  a  eunny  day  when  we  reached  the 
edge  of  the  glorious  descent  and  set  our  face 


Italy-wards.  Ofall thepassesweevercrossed, 
and  we  have  crossed  many,  this,  though  by 
no  means  the  grandest,  is  the  loveliest,  the 
most  charming.  The  guide-books  give  At 
route  on  the  ascending  side  fix)m  Italy  to 
the  Engadine  and  suggest  little  or  no  idea  of 
the  extreme  beauty,  the  enchanting  attrac- 
tiveness of  the  descending  aspect  from  At 
Engadine  to  Italy.  Wonderfully  are  our 
ideas  of  scenery  altered  by  the  positions  in 
which  we  sit ;  and  going  and  returning  by 
the  same  road  often  appear  like  jouniep 
along  two  different  localities.  Nobody  "bo 
has  only  come  up  the  Maloja  Pass  on 
judge  of  what  it  is  to  go  down.  The  descenE 
is  along  a  narrow  valley  watered  by  tie 
Mera,  and,  whilst  the  upper  part  is  sotoe- 
what  Alpine,  the  lower  is  rich  in  all  [lis 
luxuriance  of  Italian  vegetation.  The  tliici 
chestnut  woods  can  never  be  forgotten;  bm 
can  the  villages,  casdes,  and  bridges, — wbidi, 
though  dirty  and  dilapidated  enough,  u^ 
positions  enchanting  to  those  who  are  in 
search  of  the  {Hcturesque.  Turns  in  that 
road  will  remain  pictures  in  raemoryfor  erer- 
At  the  bottom  of  the  descent  staiidK  Chi*- 
venna,  with  its  mired  castle,  its  pleasant  vinf 
yards  and  gardens,  its  campanile,  and  its 
two  chamel  houses. 

The  three  main  centres  for  Eogaonie 
viators  are  Samaden,  St.  Montr,  and  Poa- 
tiesina.  We  have  no  very  pleasant  recoiiec 
tion  of  oar  arrival  at  the  first  of  these  places. 
There  the  diligences  stop,  and  on  oor  iaqow- 
ing  for  accommodation  at  Iha  huge  hotel  »c 
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found  that  every  room  was  occupied.  We 
had  to  seek  a  lodging  in  the  village,  and 
were  conducted  to  a  strange  sort  or  building, 
serving  the  ptitpose  of  coach-house  and  ware- 
house. Penetrating  its  dark,  dirty  recesses, 
we  came  to  a  little  bedroom,  queerly  furnished, 
where,  under  the  circumstances,  we  were 
thankful,  however,  to  spend  the  night ;  for  at 
first  it  seemed  uncertain  whether  we  should 
discover  any  resting  place  at  all  except  in 
ihe  open  air,  under  the  shadow  of  the  hills. 
Things  are  altered  since  then,  and  Sanoaden 


can  now  boast  of  mansion-like  hotels,  and 
Hofs,  and  Pensions  quite  adequate,  we  would 
think,  to  the  wants  of  summer  tourists,  how- 
ever numerous.  St.  Moritz  is  situated  on  a 
mountain  slope,  looking, to  the  south,  and 
is  sheltered  from  the  winds  by  its  lordly  hills 
and  its  pleasant  larch  woods.  Its  baths  are 
a  great  attraction.  The  Kurhaus  is  on  the 
right  bank  of  the  river  just  above  a  green 
lake,  and  can  accommodate  three  hundred 
people.  The  baths,  it  is  said,  were  used  by 
tbe  Romans,  and  they  have  been  praised  by 


Paracelsns.  Fa^ions  change.  At  the  com- 
QcncemeDt  d  this  century  nobody  cared 
about  St.  Moritz,  nowadays  there  is  a  perfect 
fush  to  the  much-talked-of  spot.  The  springs 
"e  medicinal,  and  are  used  both  for  hot 
OMhs  and  for  morning  draughts.  The 
•sterna  are  of  wood  and  of  marble,  and  you 
P*rmore  for  the  marble  than  the  wood.  The 
Chapel  of  Sl  Gian  is  not  far  off,  and  its  dark 
'tooows  arc  not  unwelcome  on  a  hot  day, 
«"■,  though  die  Engadine  be  so  elevated  and 
««»y,  one  is  glad  sometimes  at  noon  to  get 
■"t  of  the  glare  of  the  sun. 


or  the  three  villages  we  prefer  Poutresina. 
Twelve  years  ago  the  Krone  was  the  chief  if 
not  the  only  resort  of  tourists,  and  few,  com- 
paratively, then  resorted  to  that  delightful 
retreat.  The  hotel  was  of  a  primitive  des- 
cription, with  only  tidy  little  bedrooms,  a 
plain  saiit  d  maitger,  and  a  sort  of  boudoir. 
But  the  little  bedrooms  at  the  back  overlooked 
a  lovely  valley  j  the  sa^/e  i  manger  gathered 
round  the  table  all  the  guests  in  the  house, 
who  came  to  look  on  themselves  as  members 
of  one  family ;  and  the  boudoir  was  an  even- 
ing retreat,  where  conversatitjns.^cei^fi 
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on,  and  acquaintanceships  fonned,  to  be 
remembered  with  satisfaction  in  after  years. 
The  company  was  very  select,  consist- 
ing, when  we  were  there,  of  several  clergy- 
men, some  dignitaries,  and  a  few  parties 
well  educated  and  accomplished.  Altogether, 
we  were  as  happy  as  the  days  were  long. 
When  the  post  came  in  at  mid-day,  we  were 
all  crowding  in  the  street  to  get  our  letters ; 
and,  after  dinner,  we  used  to  bargain  with  the 
Italian  boys,  who  came  up  to  the  inn  door, 
to  sell  us  fine  bunches  of  grapes  for  a  mere 
trifle.  Excursions  to  the  glaciers  and  up  the 
mountains,  walks  to  St.  Moritz  and  back, 
rambles  in  the  woods  and  along  the  green 
slopes,  diversified  our  time,  and  silent  musings 
at  eventide  led  our  thoughts  upward  to  Him 
"  who  setteth  fast  the  mountains,  being  girded 
with  power,"  On  Sunday  evenings,  after  wor- 
shipping together  in  the  village  church,  we 
assembled  in  the  boudoir  and  spent  an  hour 
in  singing  hymns  common  to  all  our  Protestant 
Churches.  Most  present  were  members  of 
the  Establishment,  some  were  J>issenters,  but, 
for  a  happy  while,  we  were  all  of  one  heart 
and  of  one  mind.    Hynanology  is  a  wonderful 


harraonizer.    About  creeds,  about 

rites,  about  buildings,  about  minis- 
terial orders  we  differ — but  open  3 
I  hymn-book,  and  sing  afew  popular 
verses  to  a  popular  tune,  and  we 
are  "all  one  in  Christ  Jesus."  We 
felt  it  so  in  the  Engadine  that  Sun- 
day night,  in  a  way  never  lo  be 
forgotten ;  and  often  have  friends 
then  present  referred  to  it  asoneot 
the  most  sacred  seasons  ever  en- 
joyed—  a  real  "  Evangelical  Al- 
liance," as  it  was  remarked  at  the 
time.  Would  that  such  hours  of 
spiritual  fellowship  were  more  fc 
quently  sought ! 

The  population  of  the  Engadine 
is  very  primitive.    The  people  liie 
in  great  simplicity,  gathered  to- 
gether in  little  scattered  groups, 
or  inhabiting  lonely  chaidi  on  the 
mountain  sides,  tending  theirflocti 
and  herds.    Corn  does  notflourisb 
in  the  district;    there  aie  a  fef 
patches  of  oats  and  potatoes,  and 
a  litde  rye  ;  but  there  is  plenty  of 
coarse  grass,  used  for  litter,  and 
excellent  pasturage  ;  the  meado«^ 
also  yield  good  crops  of  hay,  nhicn 
labourers  from    other  neighbour- 
hoods   help    the    inhabitants  W 
gather  in.     But  many  of  the  En- 
gadine  villagers  are  very  enier 
prising,  and,  leaving  their  homes  in  early  h'e. 
repair  to  other  lands,  where,  as  confeclionHS. 
coffee-house  keepers,  and  manufacturers  0' 
chocolate  and  liqueurs,  they  secure  a  good 
living  and  make  money,  and  then  retire  k 
the  evening  of  their  days  to  spend  the  rest  ol 
life  under  the  shadow  of  their  native  hills- 
Such  folks    make  their   houses  wonderfuUy 
comfortable.     The  rooms  are  neat,  and  lie 
windows  decorated,  and  the  inmates  uw' 
civil  and   obliging.     For  a  few  nights,  nt" 
being  able  to  get  beds  at   the  Kr<m,*^ 
slept  in  a  house  belonging  to  a  man  who  lad 
seen  much  of  the  world,  and  made  a  hide 
fortune  in  a  foreign  city ;  and  it  was  e<ceed- 
ingly  grateful  to  see  the  order,  the  cleanliness, 
and   the  conveniences  of  the  home  life  0' 
these  interesting  moimtaineers.    Their  poli'<- 
ness  was  extreme.     The  compliments  m 
paid    were   well    turned ;    and,    meeting  ^ 
strangers,  we  parted  as  friends.    Their  goveni- 
ment  is  a  democracy  pure  and  simple,   ^i^ 
man  takes  a  part  in  public  affairs.    There  :s 
an  Engadine  proverb  to  the  effect  that," ne« 
to  God  and  the  sun,  the  poorest  inhabitant 'S 
the  chief  magistrate."  vBttt,*?^!^*^  , 
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case  in  this  world,  where  society  is  in  theory 
democratic,  aristocratic  tendencies  notwith- 
standing betray  themselves,  and  there  are 
"  noble  families  "  even  in  the  Engadine.  In 
the  adjacent  region  of  the  Oberaip  there  are 
old  houses,  castles,  and  chateaux ;  and  in 
the  narrow  streets  of  Ilani  may  be  seen 
armorial  bearings  over  the  doorways. 

The  history  of  the  people  is  full  of  interest, 
and  runs  back  to  a  remote  period,  where  it 
becomes  entangled  with  controversies.  The 
irkhabitants  belong  to  the  Grison  race  ;  and 
about  the  Grisons  much  has  been  written. 
Coxe,  in  his  Swiss  "  Travels,"  written  at  the 
close  of  the  last  century,  brings  a  good  deal  of 
research  to  bear  on  the  subject.  The  inhabi- 
tants of  this  mountain  fastness  appear  in  old 
tame  sustaining  treaty  relations  with  great 
tiuropean  powers.  The  French  Revolution 
vaiade  new  changes ;  but,  for  a  long  time  past, 
vTie  Canton  of  the  Grisons  has  been  an 
integral  part  of  Switzerland. 

The  people  of  the  Engadine  do  not  use 
Italian   or  German,   but  a   dialect  of  the 
Eomansch.    There  are  two  principal  dialects, 
that  of  the  Grey  League,  spoken  in  the  valleys 
of  Dissentis  and  Ilanz,  and  that  of  the  Latin, 
wmraon  in  the  Engadine,  the  Albula,  and 
the  Miinster  valleys.    Whence  was  the  Ro- 
maosch  derived  ?     That  is  a  thorny  question, 
upon  which  we  cannot  enter.     Coxe  says, 
"The  earhest  language,  which  undoubtedly 
draws  its  origin  from  the  colloquial  Latin,  is 
iheandent  Romansch,  called  Lingua  Bomana, 
the  mother  of  the  French  tongue.     It  was 
understood  in  Italy,  in  the  Morea,  and  at 
Constantinople,  and  was    universally  dif- 
fused  throughout   the   southern  parts  of 
Europe  in  the  ninth  and  tenth  centuries. 
Planta  has  unquestionably  proved  that  this 
tongue  and  the  Romansch  of  the  Grisons 
ate  the  same  language.    We  cannot  ex- 
pect, perhaps,  the  same  evident  affinity 
between  the  Romansch  of  theGrisons  and 
any  other  langu^e  now  existing;  but,  in 
comparing  it  with  the  Italian,  and  particu- 
larly some  provincial  dialects  of  Italy,  the 
Spanish,   the    patois   of  Provence,    Lan- 
Euedoc,  Gascony,  and  Lorraine,  we  shall 
Easily  perceive  that  they  originated  from 
'he  same  stock,  with  the  difference  which 
'iine,  a  variety  of  pronunciation,  and  the 
**ii)iture  of  other  tongues  must  necessarily 
Occasion  in  all  languages." 

It  is  a  curious  and  interesting  fact  that 
the  Romansch,  which  had  been  a  mere  bar- 
tarous  jargon  down  to  the  time  of  the  Re- 
formation, then  began  to  t<ike  a  new  and 
harmonious  granmiatical  shape,  under  a 


scholar  named  John  de  Travers,  who  was 
both  a  soldier  and  a  divine.  He  pro- 
moted the  Protestant  faith  in  the  Grisons. 
Fev  natives  of  the  Engadine  had  at  that 
period  any  education  whatever,  and  John 
de  Travers  sought  at  once  to  improve 
their  intellect  and  to  save  their  souls.  He 
preached  from  the  parish  pulpit,  and  began 
to  write  in  the  Latin  tongue,  thus  prepar- 
ing for  another  labourer  in  the  same  field. 
This  was  Philip  Salutz,  called  GalHcius,  who 
in  IS34  translated  the  Lord's  Prayer,  the 
Apostles'  Creed,  and  the  Decalogue  into  the 
Engadine  dialect.  Then  arose  others,  espe- 
cially Huldric  Campcl,  who  wrote  Sacred 
Dramas,  and  prepared  a  translation  of  the 
Psalms  of  David  for  use  in  Protestant 
worship.  All  this  is  hke  reading  the  history 
of  our  own  old  Anglo-Saxon  literature,  in 
which  the  earliest  attempts  at  book-making 
take  a  religious  and  Scripture  form.  No 
version  of  the  Bible  in  Romansch  appeared 
until  1679,  when  one  was  published  in  the 
dialect  of  the  Engadine  with  explanatory 
notes.  Theolc^cal  tracts  were  printed  in 
the  same  language,  and  amongst  them  was 
a  translation  of  a  work  by  Richard  Baxter 
on  Vows.  A  version  of  the  New  Testament 
for  the  people  of  the  Grey  League  was  pro- 
duced in  1648.  The  first  translation  of  all 
the  sacred  books  bears  date  lyrS,  andwas 
published  at  Coireat  the  expense  of  the  clergy, 
and  dedicated  by  the  printer  to  our  George  I., 
who  returned  a  present  of  fifty  guineas. 
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When  we  were  in  the  Engadine,  it  was  our 
good  fortune  to  meet  with  a  friend,  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Davies,  an  agent  of  the  British  and 
Foreign  Bible  Society,  who  was  visiting  the 
neighbourhood  for  the  purpose  of  making 
arrangements  with  reference  to  a  new  edition 
of  the  Scriptures  for  the  inhabitants  of  the 
Engadine.  The  text  had  been  read  and 
the  orthography  revised  by  two  competent 
pastors,  and  thanks  were  rendered  for 
the  publication  by  the  Ecclesiastical  Council 
of  the  Canton.  The  Scriptures  form  the 
nucleus  of  the  simple  literature  of  these 
highland  villagers.  Ten  thousand  of  them 
are  Protestants.  They  have  schools  as  well 
as  churches  ;  and  Mr.  Davies  mentioned  the 
fact,  as  illustrative  of  their  desire  for  Scripture 
knowledge,  that,  before  the  cheap  edition  of 
the  sacred  volume  was  supplied  by  the  Bible 
Society,  four  editions  of  the  whole  Bible,  and 
seven  editions  of  the  New  Testament,  had 
been  printed  by  private  enterprise,  and  pur- 
chased at  an  expense  far  greater  than  the  two 
shillings  they  now  pay  for  the  ore,   and 


seven  pence  halfpenny  for  the  odier.  Upon 
examining  the  revised  Engadine  venion," 
were  much  struck  with  the  Latin  and  Italian 
elements  which  run  through  the  whole,  coo- 
finning  the  theory  that  the  people  are  of 
Roman  and  Italian,  not  of  German  eitradiM- 
TJiere  are  some  interesting  particulars  con- 
nected with  the  introduction  of  Refo™" 
doctrine  and  worship  into  the  EngadB' 
not  commonly  known  to  English  lounsts, 
which  may  appropriately  be  introducd  ai 
the  close  of  this  paper.  We  have  sligMly 
touched  the  names  of  certain  persons  «Mj 
at  the  period  of  the  Reformation,  prachw 
and  wrote  on  its  behalf.  We  maynow  doHM 
another  distinguished  Protestant,  Heicule  1^ 
Salis,  who  resided  at  Chiavenna.and  forward^ 
the  interests  of  revived  religion  in  the  nagfr 
bourhood.  Zealous  Roman  Catholics  resists 
his  efforts ;  but  he,  on  the  othei  hand,  insists 
upon  the  right  of  free  religious  worsliipanwiir 
the  Grison  people.  By  a  public  Diet,  h(M 
at  Davos  in  1544,  it  was  decided  to  belaKl"! 
for  those  who; 
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to  have  teachers  and  schoolmasters  of  their 
own  opinions  ;  and  that  "  those  who  had  fled 
from  their  native  country  on  account  of  that 
religion  should  be  permitted  to  settle  in  any 
pari  of  the  Grison  territory  upon  subscribing 
the  presrribed  Protestant  confession  and 
giving  such  other  securities  as  the  law  re- 
quired." De  Salis  gave  a  chapel,  with  a 
house  and  garden  at  Chiavenna,  to  a  Protes- 
tant minister,  Julio  da  Milano  preached  with 
success  in  the  Engadine,  and  gathered  a 
congregation  at  Poschiavo;  he  also  bid  the 
foundation  for  other  Reformed  societies.  The 
liberty  allowed  in  the  Republic  of  the  Grisons 
to  Italian  Protestant  exiles,  called  at  the  time 
"Banditti,"  greatly  vexed  the  Italian  princes 
and  States  who  had  expelled  them  ;  but  the 
mountain  government  continued  firm,  and 
maintained  the  independence  of  their  State 
and  the  liberties  of  their  religion. 

During  our  stay  at  Pontresina  there  was  a 
bridge  over  the  little  river  that  we  often 
visited.  On  the  banks  of  the  river,  not  far 
from  the  bridge,  we  found  a  pleasant  retreat 
for  reading  and  meditation.  The  spot  is  con- 
nected with  the  following  incident :— There 
was  a  celebrated  Bishop  of  Capo  d'Istria  in 
theVenetian  territory— Vergerio  he  was  called 
— who  espoused  the  Protestant  cause.  He 
visited  the  Valtcline  and  penetrated  into  the 
Grison  valleys.  One  night  be  came  to  the 
village  of  Pontresina,  when  he  found  the 
people  destitute  of  a  pastor;  for  the  priest 
who  had  miuistered  among  them  had  died 


on  the  morning  of  that  very  day.  The  folks 
in  the  hostelry  where  Veigerio  lodged  were 
talking  about  a  successor.  Thereupon  he 
offered  to  preach  in  the  church  the  next  day, 
and  accordingly  did  so.  Knowing,  as  he  well 
might,  the  Protestant  sympathiesof  his  hearers, 
he  proclaimed  what  he  regarded  as  the  truth 
with  such  enthusiasm,  that  the  inhabitants 
resolved  to  abolish  the  Mass  and  declare 
themselves  Protestants,  So  runs  the  local 
tradition ;  and  it  adds  that  they  at  once  tore 
down  the  images  in  the  little  church  close 
by,  and,  carrying  them  to  the  bridge  just  men- 
tioned, plunged  them  into  the  roaring  waters. 
The  story  goes  that  the  people  of  Samaden 
followed  their  neighbours'  example. 

When  we  reflect  on  the  history,  civil  and 
religious,  of  the  Engadine  people  and  their 
neighbours,  and  couple  with  it  the  history  of 
other  mountain  tribes,  we  come  upon  the 
often-noticed  fact  of  the  harmony  between 
their  local  situation  and  their  free  and  inde- 
pendent habits.  The  Welsh,  the  Scotch, 
the  Tyrolese,  the  Vaudois,  the  Swiss,  are  all 
lovers  of  liberty  in  some  way  or  other.  They 
are  manly  and  bold,  their  own  masters  under 
God,  detesting  foreign  tyranny,  and  ready  to 
die  rather  than  see  their  birthplace  enslaved. 
Thus,  in  another  way  than  those  before 
pointed  out,  the  Engwline  dwellers  illustrate 
our  title,  "  the  strength  of  the  hills."  TTie 
resoluteness  of  their  political  and  religious 
convictions  correspond  with  the  health  and 
vigour  of  their  physical  constitution. 
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T   ONG  years  of  peace  have  stilled  the  battle-thunder, 
■*-^     Wild  grasses  quiver  where  the  fight  was  won, 
Masses  of  blossom,  lightly  blown  asunder, 

Drop  down  white  petals  on  the  silent  gun ; 
For  life  is  kind,  and  sweet  things  grow  unbidden, 

Turning  the  scenes  of  strife  to  bloomy  bowers; 
One  only  knows  what  secrets  may  be  hidden 
Beneath  His  cloud  of  flowers. 

Poor  heart,  above  thy  field  of  sorrow  sighing 
For  smitten  faith,  and  hope  untimely  slain. 

Leave  thou  the  soil  whereon  ihy  dead  are  lying 
To  the  soft  sunlight  and  the  cleansing  rain  ; 

Love  works  in  silence,  hiding  all  the  traces 
Of  bitter  co'nflict  on  the  trampled  sod, 

And  time  shall  show  thee  all  earth's  battle-places 
Veiled  by  the  hand  of  God. 

I.   L.  COSHAU. 
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NrOHTFALL. 

By  MARY  ROWLES. 

■yHE  hush  of  twilight,  far  and  wide, 
^     Falls  on  the  green  and  sloping  meadows ; 
AH  tremulous  the  aspens  stand, 
By  way-wom  zephyrs  lightly  fanned, 
Where  the  clear  brooklet's  mimic  tide 
Sweeps  onward  to  the  shadows. 

All  day  its  sun-flecked  ripples  flow 

Through  pastures  strown  with  hay  and  clover ; 
Through  lonely  glens,  where  alders  lean 
To  kiss  the  dimpled  waves,  unseen. 
And  sweet  wild  roses  blush  below 

The  brambles  drooping  over ! 

By  this  low  bridge  and  moss-grown  fence. 

In  fitful  mood  its  music  tarries ; 
While  fluted  beech-leaves  wide  dispread. 
And  circling  swallows  overhead 
Move  lightly,  till  each  wavelet  hence 

Some  fair  reflection  carries. 


Up  the  broad  shoulders  of  the  hiils 
Soft  twilight  shadows  climb  and  darken ; 

But  on  their  faces,  westward  set, 

A  smile  of  sunset  trembles  yet, 

And  there  a  throstle  sings,  and  thrills 
The  world  below  to  hearken  I 
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Far  off  ihe  cuckoo's  plaintive  call, 

Scarce  separate  from  the  silence  lingers ; 
In  shadowland  the  blossoms  sleep, 
Where  white-robed  mists  arise  to  keep 
Their  nightly  watch,  caressing  all 
\yith  silent,  dewy  fingers. 


< 


■k'/ 


4 


The  stars  peep  forth,  the  afterglow 
Fades  slowly  out  behind  the  larches ; 

The  birds  are  hushed — save  one  that  seems 

To  chirp  a  little  in  his  dreams — 

iVhen  outcast  breezes  faintly  blow 
Adown  the  woodland  arches. 


The  ripples  vanish,  seaward  drawn ; 

The  flowers  in  sleep  their  perfume  render 
So  nightly  round  each  darkening  slope. 
The  light  is  sown  m  patient  hope. 
That  the  rich  harvest  of  the  da\i-n 

May  rise  in  golden  splendour  1 
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CITIZENS    OF   HEAVEN, 

By   ALEXANDER    UACLAREN,    D.D. 


:  becosetb  ihe  goipcl  of  Cbriit :  tlut  whcthpr  I  codb  ind  me  Tin.  or  die  In  abKot, 
tand  fast  in  onsipirit,  with  one  mind  sliivmg  [agether  for  tba  taith  o[  [be  fiKpel ; 


XKI'E'  read  in  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles  that 
•  •  Philippi  was  the  chief  city  of  that  part 
of  Macedonia,  and  a  "  colony."  Now,  the 
connection  between  a  Roman  colony  and 
"Rome  was  a  great  deal  closer  than  that  be- 
tween an  English  colony  and  England.  It 
was,  in  fact,  a  bit  of  Rome  on  foreign  soil. 

The  colonists  and  their  children  were  I 
man  citizens.  Their  names  were  enrolled  on 
the  lists  of  Roman  tribes.  They  were 
vemed  not  by  the  provincial  authorities,  but 
by  their  own  magistrates,  and  the  law  to 
which  they  owed  obedience  was  not  that  of 
the  locality,  but  the  law  of  Rome. 

No  doubt  some  of  the  Philippian  Chris- 
tians possessed  these  privileges.  They  knew 
what  it  was  to  hve  in  a  community  to  which 
they  were  less  closely  bound  than  to  the 
great  city  beyond  the  sea.  They  were  mem- 
bers of  a  mighty  polity,  though  they  had 
never  seen  its  temples  nor  trod  its  streets. 
They  lived  in  Philippi,  but  they  belonged  to 
Rome.  Hence  there  is  a  peculiar  signifi- 
cance in  the  first  words  of  our  text.  The 
rendering,  "  conversation,"  was  inadequate 
even  when  it  was  made.  It  has  become 
more  so  now.  The  word  then  meant  "con- 
duct." It  now  means  little  more  than  words, 
But  though  the  phrase  may  express  loosely 
the  aposde's  general  idea,  it  loses  entirely 
the  striking  meUphor  under  which  it  is 
couched.  The  Revised  Version  gives  the 
literal  rendering  in  its  margin — "  Behave  as 
citizens" — though  it  adopts  in  its  text  a 
lendering  which  disregards  the  figure  in  the 
word,  and  contents  itself  with  the  less  pic- 
turesque and  vivid  phrase — "  let  your  man- 
ner of  life  be  worthy."  But  there  seems  no 
reason  for  leaving  out  the  metaphor;  it  en- 
tirely fits  in  with  the  purpose  of  the  apostle 
and  with  the  context 

The  meaning  is,  play  the  citizen  in  a  man- 
ner worthy  of  the  gospel.  Paul  does  not,  of 
course,  mean  discharge  your  civic  duties  as 
Christian  men,  though  some  Christian  Eng- 
glishmen  need  that  reminder;  but  the  city  of 
which  these  Philippians  were  citizens  was  the 
heavenly  Jerusalem,  the  metropolis,  the  mother 
city  of  us  all.  He  would  kindle  in  them  the 
consciousness  of  belonging  lo  another  order 
ot  things  than  that  around  them.  He  would 
stimulate  their  loyalty  to  obedience  to  the 


city's  laws.  As  the  outlying  colonies  of 
Rome  had  sometimes  entrusted  to  them 
the  task  of  keeping  the  frontiers  and  extend- 
ing the  power  of  the  imperial  city,  so  he 
stirs  them  up  to  aggressive  warfare ;  and,  as  in 
all  their  conflicts  the  little  colony  felt  that  the 
Empire  was  at  its  back,  and  therefore  looked 
undaunted  on  shoals  of  barbarian  foes,  so  he 
would  have  his  friends  at  Philippi  animated 
by  lofty  courage,  and  ever  confident  of  final 
victory. 

Such  seems  to  be  a  general  outline  of 
these  eager  exhortations  to  the  citizens  of 
heaven  m  this  outlying  colony  of  earth.  Let 
us  think  of  them  briefly  in  order  now. 

I.  /Ceip  fresh  the  seme  of  ielonging  to  ihe 
mother  oly. 

Paul  was  not  only  writing  to  Philippi,  but 
from  Rome,  where  he  might  see  how,  even 
in  degenerate  days,  the  consciousness  of 
being  a  Roman  gave  dignity  to  a  roan, 
and  how  the  idea  became  almost  a  reli- 
gion. He  would  kindle  a  similar  feeling  in 
Christians. 

We  do  belong  to  another  polity  or  order 
of  things  than  that  with  wbidi  we  are  con- 
nected by  the  bonds  of  flesh  and  sense.  Our 
true  affinities  are  with  the  mother  city.  True, 
we  arc  here  on  earth,  but  far  beyond  the  blue 
waters  is  another  community,  of  which  weare 
trulyniembers,andsometimes  in  calm  weather 
we  can  see,  if  we  climb  to  a  height  above  the 
smoke  of  the  valley  where  we  dwell,  the  faint 
outline  of  the  mountains  of  that  other  land, 
lying  dream-like  on  the  opal  waves,  and 
bathed  in  sunlight. 

Therefore  it  is  a  great  part  of  Christian 
discipline  to  keep  a  vivid  consciousness  that 
there  is  such  an  unseen  order  of  things  at 
present  in  existence.  We  speak  popularly  of 
"  the  future  life,"  and  are  apt  to  forget  that 
it  is  also  the  present  life  to  an  innumerable 
company.  In  fact,  this  film  of  an  earthly 
life  floats  in  that  greater  sphere  which  is  all 
around  it,  above,  beneath,  touching  it  at  every 
point. 

It  is,  as  Peter  says,  "ready  to  be  un- 
veiled." Yes,  behind  the  thin  curiain, 
through  which  stray  beams  of  Ihe  brightness 
sometimes  shoot,  that  other  order  stands, 
close  to  us,  parted  from  us  by  a  most  slender 
division,  only  a  woven  veil,  no  great  gulf  or 
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iron  barrier.  And,  before  long  His  hand 
vill  draw  it  back,  rattling  with  its  rings  as  it 
is  put  aside,  and  there  will  blaze  out  what 
has  always  been,  though  we  saw  it  not.  It 
is  so  close,  so  real,  so  bright,  so  Golenan,  that 
it  is  worth  while  to  try  to  feci  its  nearness ; 
and  we  aie  GO  purblind,  and  such  foolish 
slaves  of  mere  sense,  shaping  our  lives  on  the 
legal  maxim  that  things  which  are  non- 
apparent  must  be  treated  as  non-existent, 
that  it  needs  a  constant  effort  not  to  lose  the 
feeling  altogether. 

There  is  a  present  connection  between  all 
Christian  men  and  that  heavenly  City.  It 
not  merely  exists,  but  we  belong  to  it  in  the 
measure  in  which  we  are  Christians.  All 
these  figurative  expressions  about  our  citizen- 
ship being  in  heaven  and  the  like,  rest  on  the 
simple  fact  that  the  life  of  Christian  men  on 
earth  and  in  heaven  is  fundamentally  the 
same.  The  principles  which  guide,  the 
motives  which  sway,  the  tastes  and  desires, 
affections  and  impulses,  the  objects  and  aims, 
are  substantially  one.  A  Christian  man's 
true  affinities  are  with  the  things  not  seen, 
and  with  the  persons  there,  however  the  sur- 
face  relationships  knit  him  to  earth.  In  the 
degree  in  which  he  is  a  Chrit^tian,  he  is  a 
stranger  here  and  a  native  of  the  heavens. 
That  great  City  is,  like  some  of  the  capitals  of 
Europe,  built  on  a  broad  river,  with  the  mass 
of  the  metropolis  on  the  one  bank,  but  a 
wide-spreading  suburb  on  the  other.  As  the 
Trastevere  is  to  Rome,  as  Southwaik  to 
Xjondon,  so  is  earth  to  heaven,  the  bit  of  the 
city  on  the  other  side  the  bridge.  As  Philippi 
was  to  Rome,  so  is  earth  to  heaven,  the 
colony  on  the  outskirts  of  the  empire,  ringed 
round  by  barbarians,  and  separated  by  sound- 
ing seas,  but  keeping  open  its  communica- 
tions,  and  one  in  citizenship. 

Be  it  our  care,  then,  to  keep  the  sense  of 
that  dty  beyond  the  river  vivid  and  constant. 
Amid  the  shows  and  shams  of  earth  look 
«ver  onward  to  the  realities,  "the  things 
which  are,"  while  all  else  only  seems  to  be. 
The  things  which  are  seen  are  but  smoke 
wreaths,  floating  for  a  moment  across  space, 
and  melting  into  nothingness  while  we  look. 
We  do  not  belong  to  them  or  to  the  order  of 
things  to  which  they  belong.  There  is  no 
kindred  between  us  and  them.  Our  true 
relationships  arc  elsewhere.  In  this  present 
visible  world  all  other  creatures  liud  their 
sufficient  and  home-like  abode.  "  Foxes 
have  holes,  and  birds  their  roosting- places ;" 
but  man  alone  has  not  where  to  lay  his  head, 
nor  can  he  find  in  all  the  width  of  the  created 
universe  a  place  in  which  and  with  which  he 


can  be  satisfied.  Our  true  kabitat  is  else- 
where. So  let  us  set  our  thoughts  and  affec- 
tions on  things  above.  The  descendants  of 
the  original  settlers  in  our  colonies  talk  still 
of  coming  to  England  as  going  "  home," 
though  they  were  born  in  Australia,  and  have 
lived  there  all  their  lives.  In  like  manner 
we  Christian  people  should  keep  vigorous  in 
our  minds  the  thought  that  our  true  home  is 
there  where  we  have  never  been,  and  that 
here  we  are  foreigners  and  wanderers. 

Nor  need  that  feeling  of  detachment  from 
the  present  sadden  our  spirits,  or  weaken  our 
interest  in  the  things  around  us.  To  recog- 
nise our  separation  from  the  order  of  things 
in  which  we  "  move,"  because  we  belong  to 
that  majestic  unseen  order  in  which  we  r^ly 
"  have  our  being,"  makes  life  great  and  not 
small.  It  clothes  the  present  with  dignity 
beyond  what  is  possible  to  it  if  it  be  not 
looked  at  in  the  Ught  of  its  connection  with 
"  the  regions  beyond."  From  that  connec- 
tion life  derives  all  its  meaning.  Surely 
nothing  can  be  conceived  more  unmeaning, 
more  wearisome  in  its  monotony,  more  tragic 
in  its  joy,  more  purposeless  in  its  efforts, 
than  man's  life,  if  the  life  of  sense  and  time 
be  all.  Truly  it  is  "  like  a  tale  told  by  an 
idiot,  fiill  of  sound  and  fury,  signifying 
nothing."  "  The  white  radiance  of  eternity  " 
streaming  through  it  from  above  gives  all  its 
beauty  to  the  "dome  of  many-coloured 
glass  "  which  men  call  life.  They  who  feel 
most  their  connection  with  the  city  which 
hath  foundations  should  be  best  able  to  wring 
the  last  drop  of  pure  sweetness  out  of  all 
earthly  joys,  to  understand  the  meaning  of 
all  events,  and  to  be  interested  most  keenly, 
because  most  intelligently  and  most  nobly, 
in  the  homeliest  and  smallest  of  the  tasks 
and  concerns  of  the  present. 

So,  in  all  things,  act  as  citizens  of  the  great 
mother  of  heroes  and  saints  beyond  the  sea. 
Ever  feel  that  you  belong  to  another  order, 
and  let  the  thought,  "  Here  we  have  no  con- 
tinuing city,"  be  to  you  not  merely  the  bitter 
lesson  taught  by  the  transiency  of  earthly 
joys  and  treasures  and  loves,  but  the  happy 
result  of "  seeking  for  the  city  which  hath  the 
foundations," 

2,  Another  exliortation  which  our  text 
gives  is,  Uve  by  fhc  laws  ofthecily. 

The  Philippian  colonists  were  governed  by 
the  code  of  Rome,  Whatever  might  be  the 
law  of  the  province  of  Macedonia,  they  owed 
no  obedience  to  it.  So  Christian  men  are 
not  to  be  governed  by  the  maxims  and  rules 
ot  conduct  which  prevail  in  the  province,  but 
to  be  governed  froii:^  the  ct^pi^^  We  ought 
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to  get  from  on-lookers  the  same  character 
that  was  given  to  the  Jews,  that  we  are  "a 

people  whose  laws  are  different  from  all 
people  that  be  on  earth,"  and  we  ought  to 
reckon  such  a  character  our  highest  praise. 
Paul  would  have  these  Philippian  Christians 
act  "worthy  oi  the  gospel''    That  is  our  law. 

The  great  good  news  of  God  manifest  in  the 
flesh,  and  of  our  salvation  through  Christ  Jesus, 
is  not  merely  to  be  believed,  but  to  be 
obeyed.  The  gospel  is  not  merely  a  message 
of  deliverance,  it  is  also  a  rule  of  conduct. 
It  is  not  merely  theology,  it  is  also  ethics. 
Like  some  of  the  ancient  municipal  charters, 
the  grant  of  privileges  and  proclamation  of 
freedom  is  also  the  sovereign  code  which  im- 
poses duties  and  shapes  life.  A  gospel  of 
laziness  and  mere  exemption  from  hell  was 
not  Paul's  gospel.  A  gospel  of  doctrines,  to 
be  investigated,  spun  into  a  system  of  theo- 
logy, and  accepted  by  the  understanding,  and 
there  an  end,  was  not  Paul's  gospel.  He 
believed  that  the  great  facts  which  he  pro- 
claimed concerning  the  self-revelation  of  God 
in  Christ  would  unfold  into  a  sovereign  law 
of  life  for  every  true  believer,  and  so  his  one 
all-sufHcient  precept  and  standard  of  conduct 
are  in  these  simple  words,  "worthy  of  the 
gospel." 

That  law  is  all-sufRcient.  In  the  truths 
which  constituted  Paul's  gospel,  that  is  to  say, 
in  the  truths  of  the  life,  death,  and  resurrection 
of  Jesus  Christ,  lies  all  that  men  need  for 
conduct  and  character.  In  Him  we  have  the 
"realised  ideal,"  the  flawless  example,  and 
instead  of  a  thousand  precepts,  for  us  all 
duty  is  resolved  into  one — be  like  Christ. 
In  Him  we  have  the  mighty  motive,  powerful 
enough  to  overcome  all  forces  that  would 
draw  us  away,  and  like  some  strong  spring  to 
keep  us  in  closest  contact  with  Right  and 
Goodness.  Instead  of  a  confusing  variety 
of  appeals  to  manifold  motives  of  interest 
and  conscience,  and  one  knows  not  what 
beside,  we  have  the  one  all-powerful  appeal, 
"  If  ye  love  me,  keep  my  commandments," 
and  that  draws  all  the  agitations  and  fluctua- 
tions of  the  soul  after  it,  as  the  rounded  ful- 
ness of  the  moon  does  the  heaped  waters  in 
the  tidal  wave  that  girdles  the  world.  In 
Him. we  have  all  the  helps  that  weakness 
needs,  for  He  Himself  will  come  and  dwell 
with  us  and  in  us,  and  be  our  righteousness 
and  our  strength. 

Live  "  worthy  of  the  gospel,"  then.  How 
grand  the  unity  and  simplicity  thus  breathed 
into  our  duties  and  through  our  lives !  All 
duties  are  capable  ot  reduction  to  this  one,  and 
though  we  shall  still  need  detailed  instruc- 


tion and  specific  precepts,  we  shall  be  set 
free  from  the  pedantry  of  a  small  scrupulous 
casuistry,  which  fetters  men's  limbs  with 
microscopic  bands,  and  shall  joyfully  learn 
how  much  mightier  and  happier  is  the  life 
which  is  shaped  by  a  fruitful  principle,  than 
that  which  is  hampered  by  a  thousand  regula- 
tions. 

Nor  is  such  an  all-comprehensive  precept 
a  mere  toothless  generality.  Let  a  man  try 
honestly  to  shape  his  life  by  it ;  and  he  will 
find  soon  enough  how  close  it  grips  him,  and 
how  wide  it  stretches  and  how  deep  it  goes. 
The  greatest  principles  of  the  gospel  are  to 
be  fitted  to  the  smallest  duties.  Indeed 
that  combination — great  principles  and  small 
duties— is  the  secret  of  all  noble  and  calm 
life,  and  nowhere  should  it  be  so  beautifully 
exemplified  as  in  the  life  of  a  Christian 
man.  The  tiny  round  of  the  dew-drop  is 
shaped  by  the  same  laws  that  mould  the 
giant  sphere  of  the  largest  planet.  You  can- 
□otmake  a  map  of  the  poorest  grassfield  with- 
out celestial  observations.  The  star  is  not 
too  high  nor  too  brilliant  to  move  before  us 
and  guide  simple  men's  feet  along  their  pil- 
grimage. "Worthy  of  the  gospel"  is  a 
most  practical  and  stringent  law. 

And  it  is  an  exclusive  commandment  too, 
shutting  out  obedience  to  other  codes,  how- 
ever common  and  fashionable  they  may  be. 
We  are  governed  from  home,  and  we  give  no 
submission  to  provincial  authorities.  Never 
mind  what  people  say  about  you,  nor  what 
may  be  the  maxims  and  ways  of  the  men 
around  you.  These  are  no  guides  for  you. 
Public  opinion  (which  only  means  for  most 
of  us  the  hasty  judgments  of  the  halj-dozen 
people  who  happen  to  be  nearest  us),  use 
and  wont,  the  customs  of  our  set,  the  notions 
of  the  world  about  duty,  all  these  we  have 
nothing  to  do  with.  The  censures  or  the 
praise  of  men  need  not  move  us.  We  report 
to  head-quarters,  and  subordinates'  estimate 
need  be  nothing  to  us.  Let  us  then  say, 
"With  me  it  is  a  very  small  matter  that 
I  should  be  judged  of  men's  judgment  He 
that  judgeth  me  is  the  Lord."  When 
we  may  be  misunderstood  or  harshly  dealt 
with,  let  us  lift  our  eyes  to  the  lofty  seat 
where  the  Emperor  sits,  and  remove  ourselves 
from  men's  sentences  by  our  "appeal  unto 
Csesar,"  and,  in  all  varieties  of  circumstances 
and  duty,  let  us  take  the  gospel  which  is  the 
record  of  Christ's  life,  death,  and  character, 
for  our  only  law,  and  labour  that,  whate^-er 
others  may  think  of  us,  we  "may  be  well 
pleasing  to  him." 

3.  Further,   our  text,  bi(^,jb(>^l0iiists 
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fiS^^f  for  Ifie  advance  of  tkt  dominions  of  the 
eity. — Like  the  aimed  colonists  whom  Russia 
and  other  empires  had  on  their  frontier,  itho 
received  their  bits  of  land  on  condition  of 
holding  the  border  against  the  enemy,  and 
pushing  it  forward  a  league  or  two  when  pos- 
sible, Christian  men  are  set  down  in  their 
places  to  be  "  wardens  of  the  marches,"  citi- 
zen soldiers  who  hold  their  homesteads  on 
a  military  tenure,  and  are  to  "  strive  together 
for  i/ie  faith  of  the  gosfel." 

There  is  no  space  here  and  now  to  go  into 
details  of  the  exposition  of  this  part  of  our 
text.  Enough  to  say  in  brief  that  wc  are 
here  exhorted  to  "stand  fast;"  that  is,  as 
it  were,  the  defensive  side  of  our  warfare, 
maintaining  our  ground  and  repeUing  all  as- 
saults ;  that  this  successful  resistance  is  to  be 
"  in  one  spirit,"  inasmuch  4s  all  resistance 
depends  on  our  poor  feeble  spirits  being  in- 
grafted and  rooted  in  God's  Spirit,  in  vital 
union  with  whom  we  may  be  knit  together 
into  a  unity  which  shall  oppose  a  granite 
breakwater  to  the  onrushing  tide  of  opposi- 
tion ;  that  in  addition  to  the  unmoved  re- 
sistance w*!)ich  will  not  yield  an  inch  of  the 
sacred  soil  to  the  enemy,  we  are  to  carry  the 
war  onwards,  and,  not  content  with  holding 
our  own,  are  with  one  mind  to  strive  together 
for  the  faith  of  the  gospel.  There  is  to  be 
discipline,  then,  and  compact  organization, 
like  that  of  the  legions  whom  Paul,  from  his 
prison  among  the  Prjetoriaa  guards,  had 
often  seen  shining  in  steel,  moving  like  a 
machine,  grim,  irresistible.  The  cause  for 
which  we  are  to  fight  is  the  faith  of  the 
gospel,  an  expression  which  almost  seems  to 
justify  the  opinion  that,  "  the  faith "  here 
means,  as  it  does  in  later  usage,  the  sum  and 
substance  of  that  which  is  believed.  But 
«ven  here  the  word  may  have  its  usual  mean- 
ing of  the  subjective  act  of  trust  in  the 
gospel,  and  the  thought  may  be  that  we  are 
unitedly  to  fight  for  its  growing  power  in 
our  own  heart,  and  in  the  hearts  of  others. 
In  any  case  the  idea  is  plainly  here  that 
Christian  men  are  set  down  in  the  world,  like 
the  frontier  guard,  to  push  the  conquests  of 
the  empire,  and  to  win  more  ground  for 
their  Kjjig. 

Such  work  is  ever  needed,  never  more 
needed  tlian  now.  In  this  day  when  a  wave 
■of  unbelief  seems  passing  over  society,  when 
material  comfort  and  worldly  prosperity  are 
£0  dazzlingly  attractive  to  so  many,  the 
solemn  duty  is  laid  upon  us  with  even  mote 
than  usual  emphasis,  and  we  are  called  upon 
to  feel  more  than  ever  the  oneness  of  all  true 
Christiaiu,  and  to  close  up  our  ranks  for  the 


fight.  All  this  can  only  be  done  after  we 
have  obeyed  the  other  injunctions  of  this 
text.  The  degree  in  which  we  feel  that  we 
belong  to  another  order  of  things  than  this 
around  us,  and  the  degree  in  which  we  live 
by  the  Imperial  laws,  will  determine  the 
degree  in  which  we  can  fight  with  vigour  for 
tlie  growth  of  the  dominion  of  the  city.  Be 
it  ours  to  cherish  the  vivid  consciousness 
that  we  are  here  dwelling  not  in  the  cities  of 
the  Canaanites,  but  like  the  father  of  the 
faithful,  in  tents  pitched  at  their  gates, 
nomads  in  the  midst  of  a  civic  life  to  which 
we  do  not  belong,  in  order  that  we  may 
breathe  a  hallowing  iiifiuence  through  it,  and 
win  hearts  to  the  love  of  Him  whom  to 
imitate  is  perfection,  whom  to  serve  is 
freedom, 

4.  The  last  exhortation  to  the.  Colonists 
is,  Se  sure  of  victory. 

"  In  nothing  terrified  by  your  adversaries," 
says  Paul.  He  uses  a  very  vivid,  and 
some  people  might  think,  a  very  vulgar 
metaphor  here.  The  word  rendered  terrified 
properly  refers  to  a  horse  shying  or  plunging 
at  some  object.  It  is  generally  things  half 
seen  and  mistaken  for  something  more 
dreadful  than  themselves  that  make  horses 
shy;  and  it  is  usually  a  half-look  at  adversaries, 
and  a  mistaken  estimate  of  their  strength, 
that  make  Christians  afraid.  Go  up  to  your 
fears  and  speak  to  them,  and  as  ghosts  are 
said  to  do,  they  will  generally  fiide  away. 
So  we  may  go  into  the  battle,  as  the  rash 
French  minister  said  he  did  into  the  Franco- 
German  war,  "  with  a  light  heart,"  and  that 
for  good  reasons.  We  have  no  reason  to 
fear  for  ourselves.  We  have  no  reason  to 
fear  for  the  ark  of  God.  We  have  no  reason 
to  fear  for  the  growth  of  Christianity  in  the 
world.  Many  good  men  in  this  time  seem  to 
be  getting  half-ashamed  of  the  gospel,  and 
some  preachers  are  preaching  it  in  words 
which  seem  an  apology  rather  than  a  creed. 
Do  not  let  us  allow  the  enemy  to  overpower 
our  imaginations  in  that  fashion.  Do  not 
let  us  fight  as  if  we  expected  to  be  beaten, 
always  casting  our  eyes  over  our  shoulders, 
even  while  all  are  advancing,  to  make  sure 
of  our  retreat,  but  let  us  trust  our  gospel,  and 
trust  our  King,  and  let  us  take  to  heart  the 
old  admonition,  "  Lift  up  thy  voice  with 
strength;  lift  it  up,  be  not  afraid," 

Such  courage  is  a  prophecy  of  victory. 
Such  courage  is  based  upon  a  sure  hope. 
"  Our  citizenship  is  in  heaven,  from  whence 
also  we  look  for  the  Lord  Jesus  as  Saviour." 
The  little  outlying  colony  in  this  far-off  edge 
of  the  empire  is  ringed   about   by    wide- 
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stretching  hosts  of  duslcy  barbarians.  Far 
as  the  eye  can  reach  their  niTriads  cover  the 
/and,  and  the  watchers  rrom  the  ramparts 
might  well  be  dismayed  if  they  had  only 
their  own  resources  to  depend  on.  But  they 
know  that  the  Emperor  in  his  progress  will 
come  to  this  sorely  beset  outpost,  and  their 
eyes  are  fixed  on  the  pass  in  the  hills  where 
they  expect  to  see  the  waving  banners  and 
the  gleaiaing  spears.    Soon,  like  our  country- 


men in  Lucknow,  they  will  hear  the  music 
and  the  shouts  that  tell  He  b  at  hand.  Then 
when  He  comes,  He  will  raise  the  siege  and 
scatter  all  the  enemies  as  the  chaff  of  the 
threshing-floor,  and  the  Colonists  who  held 
the  post  will  go  with  Him  to  the  land  which 
they  have  never  seen,  but  which  is  their 
home,  and  will,  with  the  Victor,  sweep 
in  triomph  "through  the  gates  into  the 
city." 


IN  GREYFRIARS  CHURCHYARD. 


THERE  are  few  towns  which  possess  a 
greater  number  of  historical  interests 
clustering  around  them  than  Edinburgh. 
Every  feature  of  its  beauty  recalls  some 
incident  to  the  mind  of  its  loving  student. 

Its  castle,  its  palace,  its  hills,  its  endless 
monuments,  its  quiet  old  graveyards — time 
would  fail  in  the  enumeration.  Amongst 
them  all,  however,  each,  as  it  were,  vying 
with  the  other  in  point  of  interest,  there  is 
one  spot  which  might  perhaps  occupy  a  more 
prominent  place  in  the  list. 

Past  the  Castle  Rock  and  across  the 
Mound,  somewhat  beyond  the  termination 
of  George  IV.  Bridge,  stands  an  iron- 
faarred  gate  at  the  entrance  to  Greyfriars 
churchyard;  Behind  the  gate,  upon  the 
tombstones  are  graven  names  of  intensest 
interest  and  world-wide  fame.  Here  is  food 
for  the  antiquarian,  food  for  the  historian, 
and  food  for  the  simple  meditator :  all  are 
abundantly  provided.  There  is  a  quaintness 
about  the  aspect  of  the  churchyard  itself, 
especially  about  its  older  parts,  seldom 
observable  in  those  of  later  constniction. 

As  well  as  for  its  own  sake,  as  well  as 
for  the  memories  which  cluster  round  those 
lying  here,  many  of  the  incidents  connected 
wilh  the  Covenanting  times  have  thrown  a 
peculiar  historical  interest  around  this  spot. 

What  is  probably  the  most  frequented 
part  of  the  churchyard  lies  to  the  right  of  the 
entrance,  at  the  foot  of  an  incline  which 
slopes  northwards.  It  is  the  "  Martyrs' 
Tomb."  Three  worn,  earthen  steps,  each 
bounded  by  a  small  wooden  rim,  lead  down 
to  the  grave-slone,  which  bears  a  lengthy 
inscription  recording  the  deeds  and  merits 
of  those  lying  beneath  it,  who  had  suffered 
as  martyrs  for  the  cause  of  Christ.  Argyle, 
Guthrie,  and  Renwick  are  mentioned  on  the 
slab,  and  amongst  the  thousands  recorded  to 
have  suffered  and  died  Baillie  and  McKail 
should  not  be  omitted.     In  the  stillness  and 


solitariness  of  the  grave  it  is  easy  to  revive 
in  imagination  the  scenes  of  so  many  years 
ago,  and  to  go  over,  at  least  in  outline,  the 
lives  of  the  most  prominent  of  the  marlyrs. 
There  are  Argyle  and  Guthrie,  the  latter  the 
most  fearless  of  all  Remonstrants.  Perhaps 
even  more  affecting  than  their  public  doings 
and  public  sufferings  is  the  remembrance  of 
the  parting  between  them  on  the  eve  of  the 
former's  execution — a  tearful  parting  on 
Guthrie's  side,  although  he  ever  proved  so 
fearless  for  self.  There  is  Hugh  McKaii, 
the  universally  beloved,  the  universally 
lamented,  at  whose  execution,  as  the  old 
memoir  says,  "  Scarce  was  there  a  dry  cheek 
in  the  whole  street  or  windows  at  the  Cross 
of  Edinburgh;"  Robert  Baillie,  too,  as  Burnet 
briefly  describes  him:  "A  gentleman  of  great 
parts,  but  of  much  greater  virtue;"  and 
Renwick — the  "boy  Renwick,"  as  the  people 
called  him — the  last  of  the  martyrs,  what 
a  pathos  lingers  about  his  memory  1  Per- 
haps most  pathetic  is  the  closing  scene, 
where  he  addresses  his  friends  in  these  touch- 
ing words :  "  Yon  have  more  need  to  thank 
the  Lord  that  I  shall  now  be  taken  away 
from  the  reproaches  which  have  broken  my 
heart,  and  which  cannot  be  otherwise  wiped 
off."  "Poor  young  suffererl"  says  James 
Dodds,  by  way  of  comment;  "and  so  the 
evil  days  and  the  evil  tongues  had  struck 
him  more  keenly  than  appeared  to  the  out- 
ward eye." 

Near  the  south  wall  of  the  churchyard, 
and  atsomelittledistance  from  the  "Martyrs' 
Tomb,"  is  another  specially  interesting  sjwt, 
closely  connected  with,  and  so'  following 
naturally  upon  it,  although  distant,  in  point 
of  position.  Here  an  iron  gate  encloses  the 
"  Covenanters'  Prison."  The  gateway  is  old 
and  rusty,  firmly  chained  and  padlocked. 
The  within  presents  a  pcture  of  damp  and 
solitary  gloom,  and  the  graves  occupying 
either  side  of  the  pa&^y  MW  J^v^T^^"'^ 
o 
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friendship  with  the  sunshine.  Scarce  could 
there  be  a  greater  contrast  than  that  pre- 
sented by  the  scene  of  to-day  a.nd  the  same 
spot  some  two  hundred  years  ago.  Then  it 
was  a  crowded  prison,  confining  living  multi- 
tudes of  human  beings,  crowded  together, 
maltreated  by  their  bruUl  keepers,  sleeping 
on  the  bare,  damp  ground,  and  with  their 
commonest  daily  wants  but  scantily  supplied. 
Many  atime  were  the  food  and  raiment  brought 
them  by  the  compassionate  intercepted  by 
the  soldiers,  through  whose  hands  all  pro- 
vision must  pasB,  and  who  of^en,  in  the  night 
watches,  would  rob  their  miserable  prisoners 
of  any  small  valuable  they  might  possess. 

All  this  happened  after  the  battle  of  Both- 
well.  The  Royalists,  the  victorious  party, 
gathering  all  their  prisoners  together,  sent 
them  on  to  Edinburgh.  But  Edinburgh  had 
no  accommodation  in  its  town  prison  for  such 
a  number,  and  so  it  came  to  pass  that  this 
gloomy  enclosure  served  as  a  substitute  ; 
and  the  captives,  chained  in  couples  and 
marched  through  the  open  streets,  were 
crowded  in  here  to  endure  a  time  of  rare 
hardship  and  suffering.  Weeks  and  months 
thus  passed  away.  Some,  at  last  weary, 
suffering,  and  sick  at  heart,  gave  up  the 
struggle,  and  signed  the  pledge  which  should 
make  them  subject  to  the  reigning  powers. 
Others,  more  daring,  or  perhaps  more  favoured 
by  circumstances  than  their  companions, 
made  their  escape  by  means  of  scaling  the 
high  walls  which  shut  them  in.  Some,  too, 
worn  out  by  protracted  suffering  and  waiting, 
died  here ;  while  the  remainder — but  a  frac- 
tion of  the  original  number — were  some  time 
later  conveyed  to  a  neighbouring  port  and 
there  thrust  into  the  hold  of  a  vessel  which 
was  bound  abroad,'  but  which,  alas !  was 
fated  never  to  reach  its  destination.  It  is 
sad,  standing  here  before  the  old  gateway,  to 
recall  all  the  misery  which  has  been  lived 
behind  its  rusty  bars  ;  but  with  the  gloomy, 
damp  air  wfaicli  still  seems  to  pervade  it,  it  is 
not  difficult  to  bridge  over  the  intervening 
centuries  and  to  people  it  again  with  its  living 
hundreds. 

Just  by  the  principal  entrance-gate,  and 
still  within  the  Covenant  atmosphere,  there  is 
^t  another  relic  of  that  touching  and  sadly- 
interesting  time.  A  long,  low  iron  railing 
encloses  six  large  grave-stones,  which  are 
lyin^  flat  upon  the  grass.  One  of  these,  that 
of  historical  interest,  bears  upon  it  the  name 
of  Boswell.  Over  against  it,  scarce  a  stone's- 
tbrow  distant,  is  what  was  long  ago  the 
church's  chief  entrance-door.  Already  in  the 
Covenanting  spirit,  and  breathing  the  Cove* 


nanting  air,  it  is  not  hard  to  imagine  it  again 
the  ancient  entrance  and  everything  again  as 
it  then  was.  There  is  a  touching  scene  con- 
nected with  this  stone  before  us,  and  familiar 
to  every  reader  of  Scottish  history.  It  is  the 
signing  of  the  National  Covenant.  The  door, 
the  ancient  door,  is  opening  slowly  again  as 
it  did  two  hundred  years  ago.  The  old  Earl 
of  Sutherland,  bowed  and  silvered  with  age, 
advances  from  amongst  hundreds  of  specta- 
tors, and  here  upon  this  Stone,  amidst  the 
solemn  hush  which  must  then  have  pervaded 
the  assembled  throng,  first  signs  his  name  to 
the  solemn  I^eague  and  Covenant  spread  out 
upon  it,  Once  again  the  old  churchyard  is 
alive  with  the  excitement  of  that  hour.  Each 
in  his  turn  advances  from  his  place  to  follow 
the  exajnple  of  his  leader.  Some,  desiring  to 
manifest  their  perfect  sincerity,  add  "until 
death,"  Others,  overcome  with  the  agitation 
of  the  moment,  open  their  veins  and  inscribe 
their  names  in  blood.  In  what  deathlike 
stillness  is  the  Covenant  read  to  the  breathless 
audience,  as  all  "  engage,  for  ourselves,  our 
followers,  and  all  other  under  us,  both  ia 
public,  in  our  particular  families,  and  per- 
sonal carriage,  to  endeavour  to  keep  ourselves 
within  the  bounds  of  Christian  liberty,  and  to 
be  good  examples  to  others  of  all  godliness, 
soberness,  and  righteousness,  and  of  every 
duty  we  owe  to  God  and  man."  Since  the 
memorable  signature  the  stone  has,  however, 
been  refaced,  and  is  no  longer  in  its  original 
condition.  Being  then  in  private  ground 
it  is  still  retained  as  private  property,  and 
bears  a  private  name.  This  is  greatly  dis- 
appointing, the  more  so  as  its  modem  appear- 
ance to  a  large  extent  prevents  one  realising 
so  vividly  the  purpose  it  formerly  served. 
All  these  incidents,  grouped  about  one  par- 
ticular period,  are  deeply  interesting,  even 
when  regarded  from  a  merely  historical  point 
of  view ;  and  yet  there  is  a  sad  touch  about 
them  too,  and  we,  in  our  calmer  and  more 
enlightened  moments,  with  no  lack  of  appre- 
ciation of  the  sterling  worth  and  goodness  of 
these  men,  yet  feel  more  than  one  regretful 
pang  that  so  many  precious  lives  should  thus 
have  been  sacrificed ;  sacrificed,  too,  trom  the 
very  purity  of  motive  and  steadfastness  of 
faith  which  dictated  their  conduct. 

Passing  from  the  Covenanters,  there  arc 
yet  many  tombstones  of  merely  histoncaL, 
and  chieSy  Scottish,  interest.  Among  the 
number  are  those  of  William  Robertson,  our 
great  historian ;  of  the  father  and  sister  of  our 
master  novelist ;  of  our  pastoral  poet,  Allan 
Ramsay,  and  of  our  famous  scholar,  George 
Buchanan. 
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Some  distance  to  the  right  of  what  is  now 
the  church  entrance  is  interred  the  body  of 
William  Robertson.  His  is  a  remarkable 
lomb,  and  easily  distinguishable.  A  heavy 
pavement  covers  his  remains,  and  overhead  a 
stone  arch,  supported  by  w^  of  stone  and 
looked  in  upon  through  grated  iron  bars, 
encloses  his  re  3 ling-place.  By  force  of  con- 
trast with  lliis  gloomy  vault,  his  bright  career 
passes  before  one.  First  his  childhood,  then 
his  growing  literary  abilities,  his  increasing 
popularity  upon  the  successful  issue  of  his  his- 
tories, and  then  his  death  and  quiet  grave, 
here,  almost  overshadowed  by  the  church 
whose  pulpit  his  father  had  been  wont  to 
occupy,  and  to  whose  ministrations  he  had 
doubtless  so  often  listened.  Just  beyond 
this,  through  an  archway  standing  opposite, 
and  from  which  two  long  avenues  slope  north- 
ward, lie  the  remains  of  the  father  and  sister 
of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  There  is  nothing  notice- 
able in  their  resting-places  save  the  absence  of 
any  indication  of  them.  The  keeper  of  the 
churchyard  says  the  gravel  partially  covers 
their  remains,  but  not  even  a  stone  marks  the 
spot. 

An  inscription  graved  on  the  south  wall  of 
the  chancel  tells  its  own  history  of  Allan 
Ramsay,  which  requires  no  supplement : — 

"  In  this  Cemetery  was  inlerred  the  mortal  part  of 
an  immortal  poet,  Aliah  Rausav,  author  of  the 
'  Gentle  Shepherd,'  and  olhei  admirable  poems  in  the 
Scottish  dialect  He  was  bora  in  i636,  and  died  in 
1758."  


"Noir 


t  ben,  DO  pompau  I>t> 

animalnlbun, 

cell  pals  ScDlla'i  wny, 
M  o'er  ber  poet'i  dun." 


'er  fbigfrt  voa,  ci 
ODtlaShcpbfird' 


I,  wortky  Allan, 
art  Callan ; 


A  few  yards  north  of  the  entrance-gate 
stands  a  small  notice,  rather  than  tombstone, 
of  George  Buchanan.  This  presents  the 
appearance  of  a  small  black  square  erected 
on  a  short  pedestal,  and  bears  this  inscrip- 
tion : — 


nasi  dhtinguished  Reformers  of  tbe  sixteenth  ceotiu}-, 
and  the  l>est  Latin  poet  which  modem  Em^pe  has  pro- 
duced. He  was  born  in  the  patiih  of  Kjlleam, 
Stirlingshiie,  in  February,  1506,  and  died  at  Edin- 
burgli,  on  28th  September,  1582." 

It  is  reported  concerning  this  great  man, 
that  the  museum  of  the  Edinburgh  University 
contains  his  skull;  but  whether  this  be  the 
case   or  not,  cannot   with   certainty   be   af- 

These  are  but  a  few,  but  a  handful  amongst 
the  hundreds  lying  in  this  churchyard — hun- 
dreds both  in  life  and  death  presenting  such 
diversity ;  but  the  scene  of  so  much  stir  and 
activity  in  former  years  is  comparatively  quiet 
and  deserted  now. 

In  our  cursory  glance  at  what  has  been  ap- 
propriately styled  "  Scotland's  Westminster," 
we  have  selected  but  two  or  three  Scotchmen, 
and  sketched  in  simple  language  the  already 
familiar  history  of  the  Covenanters,  but,  lin- 
gering over  the  many  famous  tombs  which 
throng  it,  the  student  cannot  fail  to  find  much 
sacred  interest  as  well  as  no  small  profit  in 
the  study. 

A.    F.   R. 


LUTHER'S  HAMMER. 


CHALLENGING  the  license 
To  make  gain  of  sin, 
Luther  nails  his  protest ; 
Listen  to  the -din  1 

Striking  with  his  hammer, 
How  the  panels  shake  1 

How  the  gateway  trembles  t 
How  the  timid  quake  1 

Blow  on  blow  resounding, 

Echoed  from  afar  j 
How  the  world  is  shaken  1 

How  theChurches  jar ! 


And  throughout  the  ages 
Fraud  has  felt  the  force 

Of  the  Reformation, 
As  it  holds  its  course. 

We  to-day  are  feeling 

Heart  and  conscience  thrill. 
And  throughout  the  ages 

Men  will  feel  it  still. 

Till  the  death-stroke's  given 
To  all  force  and  fraud ; 

For  the  striking  hammer 
Is  the  word  of  God  ! 

R.  H.  s. 
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CHAPTER   IV. — A  VISIT  TO   THE   WINDMILL. 

■y  HROPWOOD  MILL  was  seen  from  far, 
-^  for  it  stood  high,  and  Joe,  too,  as  he  stood 
on  the  topmost  floor  among  the  sacks  and  the 
flour,  could  see  the  smoke  curling  up  from 
Oakhurst  Farm.  Mrs.  Greville  towards  the 
end  of  her  visit  hired  3.  little  pony-caniage 
from  Marketford,  and  more  than  once  Joe 
had  almost  fallen  in  the  way  of  it,  as  she  and 
her  daughter  drove  through  the  lanes. 

"  I  think  it  most  unkind  of  Joe  that  he 
has  not  been  to  see  us,  Lois,"  said  1" 
Greville  one  day.  "It  is  only  six  miles  to 
Thropwood,  he  might  have  walked  over." 

"  Uncle  doesn't  much  like  to  spare  him, 
miss,"  said  Esther  quietly. 

"  Oh,  he  would  have  found  the  way  to 
come  if  he  had  cared  to  do  so.  I'm  quite 
disappointed.  Mother  had  brought  him  some 
books,  and  I  bad  brought  him  some  models 
to  copy ;  besides,  I  should  like  to  have  my 
share  of  the  fairings  he  brings  home,"  she 
added  with  a  laugh.  "  See ;  I  have  still  the 
bracelet  he  made  me  with  his  knife  i  each 
bead  was  a  knot  in  a  hazel  stick.  Mother," 
she  added,  "why  shouldn't  we  drive  there 
this  afternoon,  and  uke  the  books  and  draw- 
ings ? " 

"  Why  not !  it's  a  good  thought,  Mary." 

"  Unde  Joseph  is  very  queer  sonietimes. 
Miss  Greville,"  said  Esther,  while  Lois 
laughed. 

"You  evidently  don't  want  me  to  go, 
Esther,  but  I  mean  to  go;  and  you  shall 
come  too — it  will  do  you  good.  There  is 
room  in  the  back  seat,  aud  you  can  take 
anything  to  Joe  you  wish." 

So  they  set  out,  and  a  pretty  drive  they 
bad,  following  the  course  of  a  stream,  fringed 
with  meadow-sweet  and  willow-herb,  which 
flowed  through  meadows  actually  made 
golden  by  showers  of  buttercups.  The 
hedges,  too,  were  full  of  song-birds,  and  the 
air  with  larks.  A  fresh  west  wind  shook  out 
the  yet  half-unfurled  leaves,  and  swept  over 
banks  of  primroses  and  speedwell. 

Spring  was,  as  she  ever  is,  full  of  the 
varying  charms  of  youth,  and  even  the  sky 
seemed  to  have  a  tenderer  beauty  wherewith 
to  canopy  her. 

Pother  was  very  silent.    She  was  a  little 
frightened  lest  Joe  should  be  very  angry  with 
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her,  and  she  also  did  not  quite  know  how  the 
bachelor  uncle  would  take  the  visit,  for  it 
was  quite  true  he  was  "rather  queer,"  and 
one  of  his  fancies  was  a  dlsl:..e  to  strangers. 
So  her  heart  went  pit-a-pat  as  they  dashed 
up  the  Giraight  drive  to  the  square,  neat, 
smart  farmhouse ;  and  Miss  Greville  drew 
sharply  up  with  a  merry  laugh.  She  was 
thinking  of  Joe  as  a  boy,  as  she  thought  she 
had  leu  him,  and  was  somewhat  startled 
when  a  big  broad-shouldered  man  with  a 
beard  came  across  the  garden  from  the  mill 
all  be-powdered  with  white,  and  took  off  his 
hat. 

"  He  is  gone  to  change  bis  coat,"  said 
Esther,  apologising  for  his  disappearing  at  a 
back  door. 

"  Tell  him  we  like  him  best  as  he  is,"  said 
Miss  Greville,  as  the  door  was  opened  by 
the  housekeeper,  a  trim,  well-dressed,  elderly 

It  had  been  the  work  of  some  minutes  to 
unbolt  and  open  the  unussd  front  door,  and 
Mrs.  Butterworth  was  hot  with  her  struggle 
with  a  rusty  key. 

"  Is  Mr.  Lockwood  at  home?"  said  Mrs. 
Greville. 

"  Well,  yes,  ma'am ;  he's  only  in  the 
orchard.  I  can  call  bim  if  you  want  him. 
We've  some  cade  lambs,  and  he  always  looks 
to  them  himself,  and  they  are  in  the  orchard." 

"  Oh,  I  should  like  to  see  the  lambs.  I 
see  him,  too.  I  will  go  to  him,"  said  Mary 
fearlessly,  as  she  tan  towards  the  orchard, 
followed  by  Esther  in  alarm.  Her  stiff, 
formal  unde,  to  be  approached  in  this  un- 
ceremonious way !  He,  too,  in  his  farm 
clothes  1  She  trembled  at  the  thought  of  his 
auger. 

But  to  her  amazement  he  met  Miss  Gre- 
iUe  with  a  pleased  smile,  as  she  said,  "  We 
thought  you  would  let  us  come  and  see  you, 
Mr.  Lockwood.  You  know  we  are  staying 
at  Oakhurst  Farm,  and  I  have  so  often  heard 
if  you  and  of  Thropwood  Mill," 

"It  is  very  good  of  you,  madam,"  he  re- 
plied with  a  polite  bow.  "  I  am  rarely 
honoured  by  visits  from  ladies." 

"  Joe  is  an  old  friend  of  mine,  and  I  have 
brought  him  some  books  and  drawings." 

"  Ah,  you  are  good  to  remember  him ;  he 
has  a  grateful  remembrance  of  all  your  kind- 
ness to  him.     Buf,„will,y,on^ppt^9wr]^in?" 
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he  added,  as  Mary  bent  to  caress  a  lamb 
which  nas  half-buried  in  the  long  raok  grass 
before  she  followed  him  to  the  carriage  where 
her  mother  still  sat.  "Madam,"  he  said 
"you  do  me  great  honour.  Will  you  come 
in?  Mrs.  Butterworth,  prepare  tea  in  the 
best  parlour  for  these  ladies,  and  let  my 
grandmother's  china  cups  be  used." 

The  old  man  had  a  somewhat  grand  ap- 
pearance from  being  very  tall  and  very  erect. 
He  wore  not  his  farm  clothes,  as  Esther  had 
feared,  but  a  blue  tait-coat  with  brass  buttons, 
breeches,  and  grey  woollen  stockings,  and 
shoes  with  buckles.  His  shirt,  too,  had  a 
frill  of  cambric  plaited  by  the  skilful  fingers 
of  Mrs.  Butterworth.  The  house  was  slippeQ" 
with  the  polish  of  the  dark  oak  floors.  All 
the  big  heavy  oak  furniture  stood  in  formal 
array  around  the  rooms  as  if  it  was  never 
moved,  and  a  ponderous  clock  in  an  old  oak 
case  ticked  with  solemnity  in  the  come 
the  room.  Silver  tankards  were  on  the  side- 
board, and  a  large  open  hearth  with  seats  ~ 
the  chimney  comers,  suggesting  comfortable 
winter  evenings  round  a  blazing  wood  fire. 
Big  old  china  bowls  set  out  in  formal  rows, 
and  quaint  tea-pots  and  plates  ornamented 
the  room,  for  Joseph  Lockwood  had  inherited 
as  the  elder  son  the  family  heirlooms  with 
this  portion  of  the  property,  which  had  been 
his  mother's. 

"I  don't  wonder  at  Joe  liking  to  come 
here,"  said  Mary;  "this  house  is  charming. 
It  is  just  as  it  was  a  hundred  years  ago,  I 
should  think." 

"  I  have  tried  to  keep  it  just  as  I  found  it, 
and  as  I  first  remembered  it,  ma'am;  and, 
yon  see,  there  have  been  no  little  pattering  feet 
about  the  place  to  wear  the  polish  of?,  or  to 
break  the  china,"  he  added,  "  Not  but  that 
I  had  rather  have  the  young  things  about  me 
— better  than  these  dead  treasures ;  but  God 
has  seen  fit  to  appoint  for  me  a  lonely  life, 
and,  in  a  way,  I  have  learnt  to  love  it." 

"  I  should  think  from  all  I  hear  at  Oak- 
hurst,"  said  Mrs.  Greville,  "that  you  have 
not  forgotten  now  to  find  your  way  to  the 
hearts  of  the  young  folk." 

"  Indeed,  he  has  not,"  said  Esther  heartily, 
stealing  to  her  uncle's  side  and  kissing  him. 
"  There  never  was  any  uncle  like  Uncle  Joe." 

"Ay,  ay,  bless  the  child  !  But  go  and  see 
where  the  lad  is,  and  hasten  Mrs.  Butterworth 
with  some  tea  for  the  ladies." 

But  there  was  no  need,  for  Joe  and  the  tea 
entered  simultaneously,  and  Esther  proceeded 
to  pour  it  out.  Fragrant  tea  with  rich  creamj 
ind  cakes  such  as  can  only  be  made  when 
the  good  things  of  a  fami  abound,  were  dis- 


pensed, and  then  Miss  Greville  sent  Joe  to 
.the  carriage  for  the  books  and  drawings. 
His  face  brightened  up  as  he  saw  these,  for 
until  then  he  had  been  sitting  strangely  grave 
and  silent. 

"There  is  'Ivanhoe'  for  you,  and  two 
volumes  of  Macaulay,  and  '  Tales  of  a  Grand- 
father.' When  you  have  done  these  they  can 
be  sent  back  to  us,  and  I  will  send  you  some 
more.  But,  now,  may  we  see  the  mill  ?  I 
never  have  seen  one." 

"Certainly,  madam.  Joseph,  go  and  see 
that  all  is  clean  and  cleared  for  the  ladies. 
We  must  mark  this  day  down  as  a  golden 
day  at  Thropwood  Mill,  for  we  rarely  have 
visitors,  and  Joe  and  I  sit  opposite  one 
another,  and  tell  each  other  our  own  notions 
till  we  begin  to  forget  there  are  other  folk  in 
the  world,  maybe  with  notions  quite  the  op- 
posite of  ours.  Ah,  here  he  comes  !  You 
ought  to  be  proud,  Joe.  Ask  Miss  GrevUle 
to  write  her  name  on  the  big  oak-bin,  and 
the  date  of  her  visit ;  not  that  we're  like  to 
forget  it." 

Mary  was  delighted  with  her  climb,  and 
with  the  view  from  the  mill,  with  the  clean- 
liness and  sweetness  of  everything,  and  the 
transfoitning  effect  of  the  subtle  and  pene- 
trating powder. 

"  It's  a  trial  to  ray  uncle's  tidiness,"  said 
Joe,  laughing.  "  He  comes  here  sometimes 
brushed  and  speckless,  and  goes  away  be- 
powdcred  like  a  snow-field.  He  doesn't 
come  much  to  the  mill  now,  but  when  he 
was  a  younger  man  he  worked  hard  at  it 
himself,  and  made  it  what  it  is — sound,  and 
good,  and  thorough — and  the  business  is  the 
best  milling  business  in  the  county.  He 
made  his  servants,  too,  what  they  are — as 
thorough-going  and  industrious  as  himself, 
and  now  3iey  reward  him  by  carrying  out  his 
wishes." 

"But  I  suppose  he  hopes  to  have  you 
here  soon  to  help?"  asked  Mrs.  Greville. 

"  Yes,  ma'am ;  but  how  can  I  leave  father  ? 
The  work  is  too  much  for  him.  If  I  left  him 
the  place  would  have  to  be  sold." 

"Sold? — nonsense,  that  must  never  be!" 
said  Mary.     "  I  would  die  for  it  if  I  were  you ." 

"  That  wouldn't  do  much  good,  miss,  1 
fear,"  said  Joe.  "  You  must  hold  your  ptmy 
well  up;  he  doesn't  seem  to  like  the  mill. 
I  wouldn't  use  the  whip,  miss." 

But  they  were  off— just  clearing  through 
the  gate-posts  and  shaving  the  edges  of  the 
grass-plot.  Perhaps  the  pony  had  had  too 
much  com ;  at  all  events,  he  dashed  on  in  a 
wild  way,  round  comers,  up  hills,  over  stones, 
all  at  the  same  mad  pacp.    ^hBr;TO{ijiot 
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with  them,  as  she  had  been  left  behind  to 
do  some  needle-work  for  Joe.  Mary  kughed 
— she  had  no  fear ;  but  Mra.  GreviUe  looked 
a  httle  white  and  troubled,  and  she  uttered  a 
loud  ciy  when,  on  turning  sharply  round  a 
comer,  they  came  straight  upon  a  large 
groaning,  hissing  engine.  With  unpardonable 
carelessness,  the  two  men  who  had  chaise  of 
it  were  both  behind,  perhaps  only  for  a  mo- 
ment, but  still  at  this  very  critical  moment. 
Tbe  pony  stopped  suddenly,  turned  sharply 
round,  throwing  both  the  ladies  out,  and  then 
dashed  furiously  off  with  the  carriage.  It 
was  well  that  Maiy  was  not  much  hurt,  for 
not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost,  as  the  hideous 
engine  came  on  with  putfs  and  snorts.  She 
had  only  just  time  to  drag  the  mother  to  the 
bank  before  it  was  upon  them. 

"  Go  to  the  mill,"  she  called  to  the  men, 
who  were  now  aroused  to  a  sense  of  the 
mischief  they  had  caused  by  their  careless- 
ness. "Send  help  at  oncej  this  lady  is 
seriously  hurt." 

And  so,  indeed,  it  seemed,  for  when  Mrs. 
Greville  recovered  her  consciousness,  she 
moaned  sadly,  as  if  in  great  pain.  The  few 
minutes  that  passed  while  they  were  alone 
were  terrible  indeed  to  Mary;  so  tenible 
that  they  seemed  to  pass  as  hours.  But  Joe, 
who  had  mounted  to  the  mill  to  see  how 
the  pony  would  behave,  having  doubts  of 
his  steadiness,  though  he  had  not  seen  the 
accident  actually  happen,  as  trees  hid  the 
road  through  which  they  were  passing  at  the 
time,  had  caught  sight  of  the  empty  carriage 
being  dragged  back  at  a  mad  pace,  and,  in 
less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell  it,  bad  rushed 
to  the  spot  where  the  two  ladies  were.  With 
tender  bands  he  raised  Mis.  Greville,  and 
with  the  bdp  of  Mary  carried  her  back  to  the 
farm  —  where  but  a  few  moments  since 
they  had  laughed  so  gaily.  Now  they  entered 
sadly  and  anxiously,  and  bore  their  burden, 
with  the  help  of  some  men  itom  the  fami,  to 
the  "best  room,"  and  laid  it  on  the  stately 
four-poster.  It  was  not  long  before  the 
doctor  came,  who  told  them  that  Mrs.  Gre- 
ville had  broken  her  leg,  but  that  he  also 
feared  other  serious  injuries.  Nothing  could 
be  done  but  to  make  her  as  comfortable  as 
possible  where  she  was,  as  it  would  be  im- 
possible to  move  her.  So  Esther  went  back 
with  the  sad  story  to  Oakhurst  Farm,  and  to 
fetch  all  that  the  ladies  required  for  their 
comfort  J  and  Joe  and  his  uncle  set  to  work 
to  supply  all  they  could,  and  to  make  their 
bare,  bachelor  home  a  fit  abode  for  ladies 
accustomed  to  more  delicate  and  refined  sur- 
roundings, not  allowing  a  murmur  to  escape 


them  at  the  interruption  which  this  accident 
had  caused  to  their  fixed  habits  and  fidgety 
fancies,  fanned  by  so  long  living  alone. 

The  characters  of  men  and  of  women  are 
bared  ruthlessly  under  such  circumstances  as 
these.  Selfishness  has  not  time  to  put  on 
its  cloak  of  seeming  sympathy,  and  if  courage 
and  self-contiol  are  not  the  constant  com- 
panions of  the  daily  life,  there  is  not  time  to 
call  them  when  accident  or  adversity  cross 
the  path.  There  is  not  time  or  ability  to 
learn  the  hard  task  of  submission  and  patience 
when  overtaken  by  misfortune,  if  that  lesson 
has  not  been  conned  daily  in  the  many  lesser 
trials  of  life.  So  when  the  last  great  event 
overtakes  us,  if  we  have  not  spent  our  lives 
in  attuning  our  hearts  to  heavenly  measures, 
there  will  not  be  time  to  harmonise  the  chords 
or  to  tune  the  slackened  strings,  so  long  ne- 
glected, but  the  whole  'being  will  be  at  dis- 
cord with  the  Divine  melody  and  the  per- 
fected song  of  heaven. 


How  solemnly  the  old  clock  struck  the 
hours  through  that  first  sad  night  of  watch- 
ing 1  It  was  true  that  Mary  was  not  alone, 
for  the  good  £sther  had  hastened  back  to 
share  her  loving  task,  and  was  on  one  side 
of  the  bed  as  Mary  stood  at  the  other. 
Esther  had  that  blessed  gift  of  nursing, 
especially  valuable  in  women.  It  can  be 
taught  doubtless,  and  science  and  experience 
can  perfect  it;  still,  nevertheless,  the  neces- 
sary gentleness,  self-forgetfulness,  devotion, 
patience,  hopefulness  must  be  there,  as  also 
must  he  tact,  and  wisdom,  and  ene^y.  All 
a  woman's  best  qualitieG  are  tested  as  she 
watches  by  a  sick-bed. 

She  was  there  in  an  instant  when  she  was 
wanted,  and  she  was  as  though  she  were  not 
there  when  not  wanted  ;  causing  no  re- 
strunt,  requiring  no  effort  on  the  part  of 
others  to  recognise  her,  because  she  was  so 
utterly  forgetfid  of  herself. 

To  Mary  grief  uid  anxiety  were  new.  She 
had  lost  her  father  when  too  young  to  re- 
member him,  and  since  her  life  had  been  a 
succession  of  happy  dreams  from  childhood 
to  maidenhood.  Her  mother  had  sheltered 
and  cherished  her,  and  striven  to  make  her 
path  smooth  and  sunny.  The  mother's  ex- 
ample had  kept  before  her  a  high  standard 
of  conduct,  of  unselfishness,  and  earnestness 
of  purpose  in  life,  so  that  she  had  not  de- 
teriorated by  reason  of  unexercised  powers  ; 
but  stili  the  bitterness  of  sorrow  was  scarcely 
known  to  her.  Her  mother  and  her  brother 
Nicholas  were  al^Jier  vorl4.,v,v,^,^_ 
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So  when  after  a  restless  and  painful  night 
the  doctor  told  her  to  be  prepared  for  the 
worst,  her  heart  seemed  to  sink  as  lead 
within  her.  All  joy  was  gone  out  of  life. 
The  sunshine  on  the  daisy-pied  meadows, 
the  dancing  breeze  which  tossed  the  honey- 
•suckle  branches  in  at  the  window,  the  soft 
coo  of  the  pigeons  on  the  eaves,  all  seemed 
to  mock  her  sorrow. 

Nicholas  had  been  sent  for  and  did  not 
come.  Why  ?  Three  trains  had  come  in 
.  which  might  have  brought  him,  and  still  he 
Was  not  by  his  mother's  side.  Yet  he  was  a 
son  who  had  never  caused  hei  to  sigh,  who 
had  only  made  her  heart  glad  when  she 
thought  of  him. 

Mary  ivaa  as  yet  a  stranger  to  all  the  sad 
and  terrible  phases  of  that  last  scene  in  life 
called  death.  She  hoped  when  a  slight 
diange  came,  and  then  her  heart  was  rent 
the  more  cruelly  when  the  calm  was  ex- 
changed for  anguish.  So  when  Mrs.  Greville 
sank  into  what  appeared  to  Mary  to  be  a 
quiet  sleep,  she  allowed  herself  once  more  to 
cling  to  a  deceitful  hope, 

Esther  sat  by  her  side,  and  Mary  stole  out 
of  the  room  to  ask  if  the  third  train  had 
arrived  by  which  her  brother  might  have 
come.  At  the  door  stood  Joe,  as  if  wailing 
for  every  chance  of  tidings  from  the  sick- 
room. 

"  Is  he  come  ?  "  said  Maty  eagerly. 

"No,  Miss  Mary.  I  have  sent  another 
telegram,  and  now  he  must  soon  come.  How 
is  Mrs.  Greville?" 

"She  is  sleeping  quite  calmly;  it  is  as 
well  he  did  not  come  sooner.  It  would 
have  broken  his  heart  to  see  her  suffer  as 
she  did  last  night.  Now  she  is  quite  peace- 
ful ;  and,  oh  I  Joe,  I  cannot  help  hoping." 

■'  Yes,  we  will  hope ;  it  is  good  to  hope. 
But  can  I  do  nothing  ?  Uncle  is  gone  to  the 
mill  that  I  may  be  at  hand  to  wait  on  you. 
Ah  I  see,  here  is  a  message." 

A  farm  man  now  was  seen  entering  the 
gates  of  the  garden  with  a  yellow  letter- 
one  of  those  missives  which  so  often  are  the 
bearers  of  heart-breaking  tidings,  made  the 
more  cruel  by  the  curtness  ol  their  sad  mes- 
sage. And  this  was  no  exception.  Itwasscnt 
by  the  housekeeper  at  her  brother's  lodgings, 
and  was  to  this  effect:  "Mr.  Greville  is  very 
ill  and  cannot  come.     He  has  small-pox." 

■'  Oh,  this  is  too  terrible  ! "  said  Mary. 
"  Poor  Nicholas  !  It  was  much  in  the  parish, 
and  I  know  he  visited  fearlessly.  And  there 
IS  no  one  to  nurse  him,  I  know  only  too 
well.  For  he  will  not  think  about  himself; 
and    Mrs.    Mills    is    careless,    and    knows 


nothing  of  the  care  needed.  Oh,  and  I 
cannot  go  to  him  1 " 

"Miss  Mary,"  said  a  gentle  voice  from  the 
sick-room,  "  your  mother  calls  for  you  ;  " 
and  Mary,  with  trembling  lip  and  tearful  eye, 
hastened  to  her  mother.  It  was  one  of  those 
gleams  of- consciousness  which  awaken  hope 
in  the  inexperienced,  Mrs.  Greville  spoke 
calmly  and  gently  to  Mary,  told  her  not  to 
sorrow,  for  she  had  perfect  rest  and  peace  ; 
and  if  she  went  away  she  was  only  called  a 
little  sooner;  her  course  had  nearly  run. 
The  Father  would  care  for  the  child,  and 
she  committed  her  to  His  care.  And 
Nicholas — would  he  not  come  ?  She  would 
like  to  give  her  blessings  to  them  both. 
And  she  laid  her  hand  on  Mary's  head,  and 
prayed  for  blessings  in  her  path. 

"  It  is  only  a  little  way,"  she  said.  "  It 
seems  but  yesterday  I  was  a  child;  and 
now  my  journey  is  over,  the  rest  is  very 
near.  I  will  wait  for  you  in  my  Father's 
home," 

She  then  fell  back  into  unconsciousness, 
and  Mary  knelt  weeping  by  her  side.  Some 
minutes  passed,  and  she  scarcely  dared  to 
move,  when  she  saw  a  slip  of  paper  passed 
beneath  the  door.  Esther  rose  and  fetched 
it,  and  laid  it  before  Mary,  who  read — 
"Tell  Miss  Greville  I  am  gone  to  her  bro- 
ther. I  will  nurse  him  and  not  leave  him 
till  he  is  well,— Joe." 

It  was  no  time  for  words  or  for  thanks, 
Mary  only  looked  one  look  of  gratitude,  and 
kissed  the  gentle  hand  that  held  the  paper ; 
the  hand  that  for  twenty  years  had  done  so 
many  works  of  loving  service  ;  that  had 
toiled  for  others,  and  never  gathered  white- 
ness in  useless  inactivity ;  a  soft  and  sym- 
pathetic hand,  such  as  a  woman's  should  be, 
and  yet  with  a  sufficient  firmness  of  grasp  to 
bear  witness  to  a  latent  strength. 

A  few  minutes  later  and  Esther  saw  Mary's 
bead  lall  on  the  hand  she  grasped,  and  soon 
she  was  sleeping  from  over-weariness  by  the 
side  of  her  dying  mother. 

But  all  was  not  over  yet  Another  week 
of  hopes  and  fears  was  ticked  out  by  that 
stem  clock,  which  wailed  not  to  linger  when 
the  moments  were  all  sunshine,  neither 
hastened  when  they  were  painful  and  bitter. 
But  still  Mrs.  Greville  lived.  Meanwhile 
daily  accounts  were  sent  of  Nicholas  by 
Joe  to  Esther ;  and  though  each  report  was 
carefully  expressed,  it  was  but  too  evident 
that  he  was  in  imminent  danger. 

Mary  bad  grown  calmer.  She  had  lived 
years  in  that  sad  week,  and  she  was  learning 
to  find  that — 
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Id  tonelf  ban 
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On  Sunday  morning,  eight  days  after  the 
accident,  and  just  as  a  rosy  glow  was  telling 
where  the  sun  would  come;  just  as  twitters 
came  irom  the  young  birds  in  the  nest  under 
the  caves ;  just  as  the  trees  were  moved  with 
thai  mysterious  "rustling  breeze  so  fresh 
and  gay,  that  danceth  forUi  at  break  of  day," 
Mrs.  Greville  passed  peacefully  away,  with  a 
smile  as  hei  last  greeting  j  with  no  protes- 
tations or  scenic  demonstrations,  no  last 
words  to  assure  those  who  stood  by  of  her 
unmoved  faith,  but  with  a  calmness  which 
told  none  the  less  of  a  "  strength  not  ber 
own,  and  of  a  victory  won  not  by  herself." 

When  all  was  over,  Mary  was  with  diffi- 
culty kept  from  going  to  her  brother;  but  as 
Joe  wrote  that  all  was  being  done  that  could 
be  done,  and  that  she  would  not  be  allowed 
to  see  him  if  she  came,  she  at  last  quietly 
resigned  herself  to  patient  waiting,  often  a 
harder  task  than  active  working.  Her 
mother  was  laid  in  the  peaceful  churchyard 
of  Thropwood,  far  away  from  all  her  kin, 
and  followed  only  by  her  daughter,  and  the 
humble  friends  who  had  so  devotedly  minis- 
tered to  her  in  her  last  hours;  and  then 
followed  that  terrible  blank,  that  reaction, 
that  emptiness  which  we  all  know  so 
well — a  time  when  everything  seems  to 
remind  us  that  "  one  is  missing,"  and  when 
comforters  seem  to  mock  our  sorrow,  and 
each  day  seems  to  increase  the  bitterness  of 
our  heart-pain.  Well  is  it  for  us  if  then  we 
have  ears  to  hear  the  voice  which  says— 
"  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  labour  and  are 
heavy  laden,"  for  no  other  voice  can  bring 
healing  to  such  sorely  wounded  souls. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

Mary  Greville's  story  will  not  take  long 
to  telL  Her  lather  had  possessed  landed 
property  in  Cornwall,  and  there  she  and  her 
brother  had  been  bom.  But  when  he  died 
his  estates  were  found  to  be  so  encumbered, 
and  the  mortgages  so  heavy,  that  Mrs.  Gre- 
ville was  obliged  to  sell  them,  and  when  all 
dues  were  paid,  she  was  left  with  only  a  very 
moderate  income  on  which  to  educate  her 
children.  She  had  spent  some  time  abroad 
to  economize;  but  when  Nicholas  went  to 
Oxford,  she,  too,  went  to  live  there,  and 
since  his  ordination  they  had  had  one  home. 
He  bad  devoted  himself  to  his  work  with 
such  earnestness  that  all  his  interests  were 
now  abscurbed  in  it.  He  lived  with  his 
people,  and  for  his  people,  and  bore  their 
burdens  as  if  they  were  bis  own,  until  he 


seemed  to  forget  that  he,  Nicholas  Greville, 
had  an  existence.  He  only  liveil  as  a 
minister  to  others — a  prop,  a  stay,  a  com- 
forter, a  worker,  a  teacher;  an  instrument  in 
God's  hand  to  heal  and  restore  and  bring 
back  the  wanderers. 

In  the  large  manufacturing  town  in  which 
he  worked,  the  poetry  of  such  devotion  bad 
little  place,  but  there  is  poetry  nevertheless 
wherever  there  is  truth  and  unalloyed  love 
for  others. 

Maiy,  who  was  but  nineteen,  loved  her 
brother  with  a  devotiOa  rarely  seen  now,  and 
as  far  as  she  could  she  aided  him  in  his 
work.  She  knew  the  streets  and  the  families 
where  the  small-pox  had  visited,  and  she 
knew  how  her  brother  had  attended  the 
sufferers  unwearyingly  in  their  time  of  dis- 
tress. But  she  scarcely  kneiv  the  terrible 
honors  of  that  disease  in  its  more  virulent 
form,  and  she  little  knew  the  anguish  that 
awaited  her,  when  from  time  to  time  she  re- 
ceived tidings  of  her  brother's  recovery.  For 
it  was  true  Nicholas  Greville  was  recovering 
his  health,  but  he  was  a  blind  man.  The 
disease  had  deprived  him  entirely  of  his 
sight,  and  he  was  led  helplessly  about  by 
his  faithful  and  tender  attendant,  Joe  Lock- 
wood. 

The  truth  was  known  to  the  Lockwood 
family  long  before  they  dared  to  break  it  to 
Mary.  She  had  returned  to  Oakhurst  Farm, 
but  she  was  so  shaken,  so  changed,  and  so 
depressed,  that  the  good  mother  of  the  farm 
suggested  that  she  should  go  to  the  sea-side 
for  a  time,  and  that  Estlier  should  accom- 
pany her.  As  soon  as  Nicholas  was  strong 
enough,  he,  too,  was  to  join  them. 

Theplace  chosen  was  Milbeach, on  thecoast 
of  Dorsetshire,  chiefly  because  an  old  servant 
of  Mrs.  Greville's  had  settled  there,  and  had 
a  cottage  in  which  she  could  receive  them. 
It  lay  among  the  sweeps  of  fragrant  downs, 
sheltered  all  round  from  rougher  blasts,  yet 
visited  by  thyme  and  clover-scenled  breezes, 
and  winds  tempered  by  the  sun.  The  blue 
sea  lapped  the  silvery  shores  soothingly,  and 
the  myrtles  and  luxuriant  fuchsias  hung  about 
the  few  pleasant  cottages  that  made  up  the 
rural  village.  Each  httle  garden  was  gay 
with  such  flowers  as  come  up  year  by  year, 
and  become  friends  we  may  watch  for. and 
welcome  each  returning  spring;  such  as  the 
bee  larkspur,  the  queen  lilies,  antirrhinum 
aad  white  flox,  foxgloves  and  gladiole, 
mingling  with  sweeter  consequence  than  the 
artificial  patchwork  beds  of  more  pretentious 
gardening — gardening  which,  to  me,  seems 
unpoetical  and  hanjia  tbet^tr^iner^^^ly  >■ 
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clever  trick  of  fitting  in  mosaic  colours,  which 
might  as  vrell  be  done  with  paint  and  patch 
as  with  flowers. 

At  one  of  the  prettiest  of  these  cottages 
the  cairiitge  stopped  which  contained  Mary 
Greville  and  Esther  Lockwood.  As  they 
passed  up  the  nanoir  pathway  bees  started 
from  the  blossoms  as  their  dresses  swept 
them,  and  soft  scents  were  shaken  from  the 
borders  of  allison,  and  hung  about  the  honey- 
suckle and  porch.  A  sofa  had  been  wheeled 
to  the  little  bay-window  which  looked  straight 
out  upon  the  blue  sea,  belted  about  with  a 
nigged  outline  of  clifis  which  formed  a  minia- 
ture bay.  A  tempting  meal  of  cold  fowl, 
and  tea,  with  cream,  andfruit  was  spread  in 
the  cooler  part  of  the  room ;  and  many  little 
indications  of  refinement  in  the  fiimbhing 
and  arranging  of  the  cottage  rooms  were 
evident  For  Mrs.  Goodman,  or  Goody,  as 
she  was  called  by  the  Grevilles,  had  learnt 
in  their  service  how  much  such  apparent 
triiles  can  do  for  the  beautifying  of  life. 

A  cool,  white  cover  for  the  floor,  instead 
of  the  gaudy  and  doubthilly  clean  carpet  of 
the  ordinary  lodging-house ;  soft  and  plain 
muslin  curtains  and  coverings  for  the  furni- 
ture thrown  over  clean  chintz,  and  cloths 
o(  one  colour  on  the  tables.  A  very  humbly 
furnished  room  can  have  an  aspect  of  com- 
fort and  a  tone  of  elegance  where  the  spirit 
inhabiting  it  is  refined ;  while  also  costly  fur- 
niture and  lavish  ornament  will  fail  to  ha\e 
the  same  effect  where  that  is  wanting. 

Mary's  spirits  recovered  themselves  greatly 
during  the  first  few  days  of  her  stay  at  Mil- 
beach.  Her  own  nurse,  Goody,  now  a  widow, 
treated  her  as  the  child  she  had  remembered 
her,  and  a  playful  intercourse  was  renewed 
between  them. 

But  poor  Esther's  heart  was  very  heavy, 
for  many  reasons.  In  the  first  place,  upon 
her  devolved  the  painful  task  of  breaking  to 
Mary  the  sad  news  of  her  brother's  blind- 
ness. She  had  put  it  off  &om  day  to  day, 
laitly  from  want  of  courage,  and  partly  be- 
cause she  thought  if  the  meeting  followed 
shortly  upon  the  intelligence  some  of  its 
bitterness  might  be  taken  away  by  the  joy  of 
reunion.  She  also  knew  that  Mary  would 
exert  herself  to  cheer  her  brother,  and  so  she 
would  not  have  time  to  dwell  on  her  own 
share  of  the  sorrow. 

It  was  now  only  the  day  before  Nicholas 
was  expected.  Joe  was  to  bring  him  to  them, 
and  then  return  at  once,  for  his  presence  was 
sorely  needed  at  home.  For  there  also  was 
much  trouble.  For  Tom  Booth,  by  craft 
and  cunning,  had  managed  to  gain  over  old 


Lockwood  to  his  side ;  and  even  Mrs.  Lock- 
wood  said,  "  She  could  not  think  why  Lois 
was  so  set  against  the  lad,  for  be  was  plea- 
sant-spoken enough,  and  seemed  to  be  ready 
to  go  through  fire  and  water  for  her."  And 
the  old  man  added,  "Yes,  and  ifljcas  could 
but  take  to  him  all  the  difficulties  of  the  feim 
might  be  made  straight." 

Even  Lois,  after  a  few  loud  protestations 
and  vehement  struggles,  seemed  to  be  yield- 
ing, like  the  prey  to  the  basilisk  eyes  of  the 
si^e.  But  though  quiet  and  subdued  in 
appearance,  she  was  miserable  at  heart. 

Esther  had  proposed  to  Miss  Greville  that 
they  should  take  a  ramble  over  the  hills  to  a 
little  town  where  they  might  lay  in  a  few 
stores  of  such  luxuries  as  the  Milbeadi  shop 
could  not  afford.  She  had  decided  in  her 
own  mind  to  make  her  revelation  during  this 
walk,  and  she  had  told  Goody  her  intentions. 
So  they  set  out,  climbing  first  a  steep  slope 
of  down,  over  which  grew  patches  of  blue, 
pink,  and  white  milk-wort,  sweet-scented 
orchises,  the  mmy  cyebright,  and  the  droop- 
ing flax  and  cistus.  Lacics  sprang  out  at 
their  feet,  and  soared  singing  to  the  sun,  and 
the  salt  spray  was  borne  to  diem  on  the  fresh 
breeze  from  the  sea.  With  the  elasticity  of 
youth,  Mary  was  quite  gay.  She  thought 
only  of  the  joy  of  seeing  her  brother  once 
again,  and  was  full  of  thankfulness  at  his 
recovery. 

"  You  know  we  are  all  in  all  to  one  an- 
other; we  have  always  been  so,  but  now  we 
shall  be  more  than  ever.  We  have  somehow 
drifted  away  from  our  friends  and  family. 
Mother  was  so  wrapped  up  in  us,  and  being 
also  somewhat  self-reliant  and  reserved,  she 
never  appealed  to  any  one  for  advice.  My 
father's  family  were  all  in  India,  and  the  ties 
were  loosened  from  lack  of  intercourse ;  and 
my  mother  bad  no  near  relations  but  a  sister 
in  Scotland,  who  seems  to  have  forgotten  our 
existence," 

"  It  is  extraordinary  how  lonely  you  may 
be  in  this  busy,  crowded  world  1 " 

"  Yes,  after  all,  we  only  know  well  very 
few,  and  they  are  often  not  those  we  would 
choose  as  friends  if  we  had  to  choose." 

"Yes,  most  people  have  not  the  choice; 
that  is  to  say,  I  think  people  who  want  to  do 
their  duty,  and  to  do  the  vrork  of  life,  do  not 
choose  their  friends,  because  they  think  that 
what  men  call  accident  is  instead  the  Highest 
Intention;  and,  therefore,  those  with  whom 
they  live,  and  vrith,whom  they  are  throwD, 
are  the  people  whom  God  has  given  to  them 
for  some  wise  end  or  purpose.  I  feel  as  if 
I  were  speaking  m<^ther's  worde^aot  mv  own, 
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though ;  for  it  was  she  who  taught  me  all  such 
thoughts." 

At  that  moment  Esther  was  on  the  point 
of  speaking  about  Nicholas,  when  Mary  ran 
forward  saying,  "Seel  here's  a  short  cut. 
Follow,  Esther."  She  darted  down  the  cliff 
at  a  quick  pace.  Esther  foUo wed,  but  scarcely 
kept  up  wilh  her  as  she  sprang  from  rock  to 
rock,  and  at  last  scrambled  down  to  the 
beach.  There  the  way  was  so  rugged  as  they 
climbed  from  one  slippeiy  stone  to  another, 
that  all  conversation  was  interrupted ;  only 
merry  laughing  and  exclamations  were  heard 
as  they  stumbled  or  splashed  or  clambered 
as  might  be. 

The  walk  was  delightful,  but  they  reached 
the  town  somewhat  later  than  they  had  in- 
tended, as  the  short  cut  had  proved  to  be 
what  short  cuts  often  are,  a  hindrance. 

"  You  must  not  return  by  the  cliffs,  mias," 
said  a  coastguard,  as  he  saw  Mary  preparing 
to  go  down  the  steps  on  the  cliff  which  lead 
to  the  beach.  "  The  tide  is  coming  up,  and 
you'll  get  cut  off." 

"  Really,"  said  Mary,  looking  disappointed, 
"  I  cannot  go  all  round  by  that  dreary,  dusty 
road.     Is  there  no  other  way  to  Milbeach  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  man,  shaking  his  head ; 
*'  no  way  that  you  should  go.  There  is  a 
road  over  the  moors,  but  that  you'd  never 
find.  But  it  is  the  nighest  for  them  who 
knows  these  parts." 

"What,  over  those  delicious  brown  hills 
there?" 

"  Yes,  Milbeach  lies  straight  over  there  ; 
but  there's  no  road,  and  if  you  did  miss  your 
way  you  might  be  wandering  there  all  night, 
for  there's  not  a  soul  to  speak  to." 

"  Oh,  Esther,  come ;  I'm  not  afraid.  That 
moor  is  glorious.  I  have  a  kind  of  instinct 
about  roads.    Tell  us  which  way  to  bear." 

"  Go  as  straight  as  ever  you  can  go ;  go 
up  yon  watercourse,  and  then  leave  the  sun 
behind  you,  and  mark  the  clouds  before  you, 
and  make  straight  for  them.  But  I  warn 
you,  miss — it  is  a  risky  thing  to  venture  over 
there  alone.  There  are  swamps,  and  if  you 
get  benighted  you'll  have  to  spend  the  night 
out." 

The  man  laughed,  and  Moiy,  in  whom  the 
love  cJ  overcoming  difficulties  was  strong, 
and  whose  experience  was  small,  smiled  also, 
and  said,  "Nevertheless,  we'll  try,  Esdter; 
I  have  never  lost  my  way  yet,  and  it  would 
be  a  new  experience." 

Esther  who  was  led,  and  who  rarely  led, 
so  long  as  there  was  no  question  as  to  right 
and  wrong,  smiled  also,  and  followed  Miss 
Greville.    She  had  lived  a  fearless  life,  and 


had  wandered  about  the  country  at  home 
with  Lois  freely  enough,  rather  enjoying  ad- 
ventures than  avoiding  them.  So  they  scram- 
bled up  the  dry  watercourse  till  they  reached 
the  top  of  the  hill,  hot  and  panting. 

"We've  no  time  to  lose,"  said  Mary, 
smiling,  when  they  reached  the  summit,  and 
saw  the  sun  low  in  the  horizon.  "  No,  Esther, 
we  won't  sit  down  to  rest,  we  will  be  prudent 
for  once,  and  press  forward.  See,  it  is  a 
great  vast  plateau ;  and,  look  !  I  can  see  the 
water  lying  under  the  grass  all  around  us. 
We  must  walk  carefully,  or  we  shall  be 
swamped." 

Esther  had  proposed  that  they  should  sit 
down  to  rest,  for  "  Now,"  she  thought  to  her- 
self, "  I  must  speak ;  I  must  not  put  off  longer 
this  terrible  task." 

Is  it  not  F^n^lon  who  says  that  we  lose 
far  more  moral  strength  by  putting  off  a 
duty  than  we  gain  by  the  relief?  And  it  is 
venly  true,  as  a  rule,  that  a  disagreeable 
duty  should  be  done  without  delay,  or  we  are 
weakened  by  a  thousand  suggestions  from 
the  enemy  that  we  may  in  some  way  avoid  it 
altogether.  Esther  had  put  off  this  task  till 
now  she  felt  it, next  to  impossible  to  speak. 
But  soon  the  difhculties  of  the  way  absorbed 
all  their  attention,  for  they  were  indeed 
very  great.  They  began  by  carefully  picking 
their  way  to  avoid  swamps  and  morass,  but 
soon  this  became  impossible,  and  they 
pressed  forward,  sinking  at  each  step  ankle- 
deep.  Yet  they  seemed  scarcely  to  gain 
upon  the  length  of  the  way  which  stretdied 
before  and  on  either  side  an  interminable 
plain.         I 

The  sun  set  when  they  had  walked  an 
hour,  and  the  red  light  was  redected  in  the 
watery  surface  of  the  moor,  betraying  to 
them  the  fact  tiiat  they  were  in  a  vast 
morass. 

"  Let  us  turn  back,"  sud  Esther,  as  they 
stood  for  a  few  minutes,  looldng  anxiously 

That  is  impossible,"  said  Mary ;  "  let  us 
rather  go  on  fast  and  fearlessly ;  we  must 
come  to  an  end  of  this  some  time.  Take 
heart,  Esther.  The  weariest  way  leads  home 
at  last,  if  only  we  do  not  lose  faith.  Now 
start  afresh,  and  let  us  sing  '  Lead,  kindly 
Light.'" 

The  sweet  hymn  sounded  strangely  out 
in  the  wild  scene,  and  the  girls  were  soothed 
and  strengthened  by  its  fitting  words.  Still 
they  pressed  on,  and  still  there  was  no 
horizon  but  the  one  unbroken  line  of  moor. 
A  waterrbird  started  up  at  their  feet,  and 
the  girls  trembled  as  if  a  sound  was  strange 
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to  them,  so  still  was  the  air  around  them. 
The  sun  had  sunk  and  twilight  was  fading, 
but  what  was  more  alanning  still,  3.  vapour 
was  rising  from  the  ground  and  enclosing 
them,  wrapping  them  round  stealthily  but 
rapidly.  In  another  half-hour  Mary  and 
Esther,  as  they  walked  hand  in  hand,  could 
not  see  a  step  before  them,  so  dense  was  the 
fog. 

CHAPTER  VII. 

Hand  in  hand  and  in  perfect  silence 
Esther  and  Mary  groped  their  way.  They 
made  but  slow  progress,  if  progress  it  were, 
— for  how  could  they  tell  whether  they 
were  even  moving  in  a  right  direction? 
Mary  repeated  to  herself,  "  Be  strong  and  of 
a  good  courage,  fear  not  nor  be  afraid ; 
He  will  not  fail  thee  nor  forsake  thee." 
While  Esther  said  over  the  Psalm  which 
has  strengthened  and  helped  many  a  wan- 
derer, "The  I^rd  is  my  shepherd.  Yea, 
though  I  walk  tlirough  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil." 

"  You  are  shivering,"  at  last  Esther  said  in 
a  whisper,  as  if  fearing  the  sound  of  her  own 
voice.  "  I  will  put  my  cloak  over  you.  I 
am  only  too  hot" 

Mary  resisted,  but  Esther  prevailed  and 
wrapped  the  cloak  round  her. 

How  long  they  went  on  they  never  knew, 
for  that  night  the  minutes  seemed  as  hours, 
and  the  hours  as  days.  At  one  time  they 
would  cling  to  each  other  in  terror  as  they  sank 
deeper  and  j'Ct  deeper  in  some  watery  bog, 
and  as  they  shivered  in  the  cold,  clinging 
mantle  of  mist.  A  small  thick  r^,  too,  had 
begun  to  fall,  so  that  they  were  dripping, 
and  their  wet  clothes  hung  heavily  about 
them. 

At  last  they  both  at  one  moment  stood 
still,  for  a  voice  reached  them.  It  was 
almost  more  terrible  tlian  the  silence  at  first, 
and  yet  it  was  welcome,  though  it  was  only 
a  rough  shout,  followed  by  a  rudely-sung 
song— 

■•  Ai  I K^,  e^tng  to  Martinmu  Ftic 


They  moved  a  few  steps  on,  and  then  a 
glimmer  of  light  broke  through  the  fog,  red 
and  dim,  though  they  were  evidently  close 
upon  it.  A  few  steps  more,  and  they  could  see  a 
large  fire  under  a  rough  shed,  over  which  sat 
a  man,  stirring  it  from  time  to  time.  His 
neck  and  chest  were  bare,  and  he  had  a  wild 
and  unattractive  appearance,  so  that  Mary 
and  Esther  drew  back  instinctively.  But  a 
sudden  blaze  from  the  fire  as  he  stirred  it 


revealed  them,  and  he  sprang  to  his  feet 
with  an  exclamation  of  fear. 

"  Liz,"  he  called  to  some  one  behind, 
"  come  here ;  if  there  ain't  two  poor  ghosts 
a-staring  at  me." 

"  Ghosts,  lad ! "  said  a  woman,  coming 
forward,  "  they're  flesh  and  blood.  Come  in, 
for  Heaven's  sake  come  in  out  of  this  dread- 
ful night  Poor  travellers  lost  on  the  moor, 
I'll  be  bound," 

"  Poor  souls,"  said  the  man,  eyeing  them 
with  pity  as  his  wife  took  from  them  their 
dripping  cloaks,  and  put  them  chairs,  into 
which  they  fell  half  fainting.  "  Poor  souls, 
God  help  them  I  It's  not  the  first  time  by 
many  that  my  fire  has  saved  the  lives  of  lost 
folk  on  the  moors.  Wife,  give  them  the  best 
we  have.  I'll  lie  under  the  shed,  and  thou 
canst  go  to  the  children,  and  give  them  out 
bed." 

"First  they  must  have  food  and  dry 
clothing.  Here,  heat  this  sup  of  coffee  and 
broil  some  eggs  and  bacon  while  I  take  them 
to  change  their  clothes,  Joah,"  said  the  woman 
decidedly. 

Joah  set  about  his  cooking  obediently, 
doing  it  with  extra  daintiness  for  the  ladies, 
as  he  thought  within  himself  his  guests  must 
surely  be,  while  Lizzie,  his  wife,  gave  them 
of  her  best  clothing,  warmed  and  aired  by 
■the  big  peat  fire.  Then  she  took  them  back 
to  the  warmth  and  coaxed  them  to  eat  and 
drink  and  be  warm. 

Mary  rallied  and  was  comforted,  and  lay 
down  on  the  clean  bed  the  kindly  peat- 
dryers  had  given  up  to  them,  but  Esther 
seemed  to  be  in  a  semi -unconscious  state, 
and  refused  all  nourishment.  And  though 
she  lay  down  by  Mary's  side,  she  tossed 
feverishly  about  through  the  night,  and  in 
the  morning  was  delirious  and  in  a  burning 
fever. 

"What  was  to  be  done?"  poor  Mary 
conferred  with  her  kind  host  and  hostess, 
who  decided  that  it  was  quite  impossible  to 
move  the  invalid,  but  Joah  proposed  that  he 
should  walk  with  Miss  Greville  back  over 
the  moor  to  the  little  town,  where  she 
could  get  a  carriage  and  drive  to  Milbeach, 
which  should  return  with  a  doctor  and  Mrs. 
Goodman;  for  so  deceived  had  they  been 
that  they  had  wandered  about  the  moor  and 
returned  almost  to  the  place  from  which  they 
had  started,  and  the  distance  was  really  not 
very  great.  So  Mary,  after  thanking  and  re- 
paying the  good  and  hospitable  peat-dryers, 
set  out   with    Joah   once   more  across   the 

it  was  easy  to  see  now  how  they  bad 
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missed  the  track,  aod  how  very  easy  also  it  was  to  do  so;  or  rather  it  was  easy  to  see 
the  difficulty  to  the  uninitiated  of  keeping  in  the  right  track. 

At  the  collage  there  had  been  great  conster- 
nation   when    the    evening     closed    in    without 
the  relum   of  the  girls.    The  beach  had  been 
^  searched,  all  the  fishermen   sent  about  to  track 

*■  j^  them,  but  no  one  thought  of  the 

moors,  or  if  they  had,  would  not 
have    ventured  across   them  on 
-^  »  ^  such  a  night 


Rraigbt  ciul  upon  the  blur 
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Mrs.  Goodman  and  her  maid  had  sat  up 
all  the  oight,  and  scarcely  knew  what  to  fear 
or  what  to  hope.  For  the  coastguard sman 
who  had  spoken  to  them  had  gone  on  a 
distant  beat,  and  he  alone  could  have  sug- 
gested that  they  were  lost  on  the  moors. 
But  had  he  done  so,  to  be  lost  on  the 
moora,  what  would  it  not  surest?  How 
many  sad  stories  could  be  told  of  the  danger 
and  disaster  of  such  an  adventure  I  Even 
one  accustomed  to  the  country  would  have 
been  in  great  danger  on  such  a  night.  But 
about  ten  o'clock.  Goody  and  her  maid  ran 
eagerly  to  the  garden  gate  as  a  carriage  was 
seen  to  stop.  Out  of  it  stepped  Maiy,  pale 
and  trembling,  and  in  a  few  words  told  the 
story. 

"  Oh,  it  has  been  terrible,"  she  said,  clasp- 
ing her  hands.  "  It  seems  years  since  we 
left  this  cottage  so  safely  and  peacefully. 
But  now  for  poor  Esther.  There  is  no  time 
to  be  lost.  She  is  very,  very  ill.  Goody, 
you  must  go  to  her  at  once,  and  take  with 
you  the  doctor,  and  also  a  few  comforts,  for 
the  cottage  is  bare  of  eveiything  necessary 
for  a  sick  person,  and  I  fear  it  wUl  be  impos- 
sible to  move  her." 

"  I  will  go,  indeed,  dear  young  lady,  but 
first  let  me  be  assured  that  you  are  all  right. 
Have  you  not  suffered?" 

"  Only  from  /ear  and  agony  of  mind  ; 
otherwise  I  am  well.  I  will  rest  a  little  and 
stay  here  quietly;  and  you  know  my  brother 
is  coming?" 

She  said  this  with  rather  a  sad  smile,  so 
that  Goody  felt  assured  that  she  knew  what 
awaited  her.  So  she  only  kissed  her  child, 
as  she  still  called  her,  and  saying,  "God 
bless  you  and  help  you,  dearie,"  hastened  to 
All  the  carri^e  with  pillows,  lineoj  and  such 
food  as  a  sick  person  might  need. 

In  a  very  short  time  ti\e  carriage  set  out 
again,  and  Mary  was  alone.  It  had  to  make 
a  great  round  to  reach  the  peat-drier's  cot- 
tage, and  Goody  did  not  expect  to  return 
till  the  evening,  if  then.  It  would  depend 
upon  the  condition  of  the  patient  Mary 
flung  herself  back  on  a  garden  seat,  and  for 
the  first  time  began  to  .shed  tears.  It  was 
the  reaction  after  the  great  effort  which  she 
had  made  to  be  strong.  The  hollyhocks 
stood  all  round  her,  and  bees  hummed  and 
butterflies  fanned  the  flowers  lauly  in  the 
sun.  But  yesterday  that,  little  .garden  had 
seemed  all  joyous,  now  the  very  scent  of  the 
sweet-peas  was  sickly  to  Mary,  and  the  frolics 
of  the  kitten  at  her  feet  out  of  tune  with  her 
mood.  A  hand  was  stretched  over  the  little 
paling  which  divided  the  garden  from  the 


road.  It  was  the  postman's,  and  he  held  a 
letter,  which  Mary  listlessly  took.  It  was 
from  Joe  to  Esther;  but  as  it  was  doubtless 
only  to  tell  the  hour  at  which  he  and  her 
brother  were  to  be  expected,  Mary  opened  it 
and  read — 

"  Dear  Esther, — We  start  very  early  in 
the  morning  in  order  to  travel  before  the 
heat  of  the  day.  We  shall  probably  be  with 
you  about  eleven.  I  hope  poor  Miss  Greville 
is  prepared;  as  for  Mr.  Nicholas,  he  is  a 
marvel  of  calmness  and  resignation. 

"  Your  affectionate  brother, 

"JOK. 

"  I  can  only  stay  an  hour  or  so,  for  I  must 
return  to  the  folks  at  home.  I  can't  under- 
stand how  matters  stand  there." 

The  letter  was  somewhat  euigmarical  to 
Mary,  but  after  a  little  thought  she  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  her  brother  must  be 
much  disfigured  by  the  terrible  disease  from 
which  he  had  suffered.  It  was  a  painful 
thought  certainly,  but  she  could  face  it,  and 
thank  God  that  his  life  had  been  spared. 
Besides,  had  she  not  seen  among  the  people 
she  had  visited  that  in  some  cases  for  many 
months  the  patients  were  greatly  altered,  but 
that  they  gradually  recovered  ?  So  she  col- 
lected herself,  tried  to  bind  up  her  hair  as 
her  brother  loved  to  see  it,  put  a  spray  of 
purple  clematis  at  her  bosom,  and  filled  all 
the  tiny  vases  she  could  find  with  his  favourite 
flowers.  His  own  room  was  already  daintily 
prepared,  and  she  hung  on  the  wall  the  lines 
he  had  asked  her  to  illuminate  for  him  when 
the  had  last  seen  him — 


The  gate  creaked,  and  Mary  pushed  aside 
the  jessamine  and  stretched  her  neck  to  see 
who  entered.'  It  looked  like  Joe  certainly, 
but  then  he  led  some  one  by  the  band,  who 
beat  the  path  from  side  to  side  as  though  he 
could  not  see.  Nicholas^must  be  following, 
and  Joe,  out  of  the  kindness  of  his  heart, 
was  helping  some  blind  wayfarer  to  shelter. 

"Where  is  Nicholas?"  she  cried  out,  almost 
shrieked  out,  for  a  sudden  fear  came  over  her 
that  something  had  been  hidden  from  her. 
But  there  was  no  answer.  Then  she  sprang 
down  the  stairs  almost  at  one  bound,jJid  in 
another  moment  was  clasped  in  her  brother's 
arms.  "  Nicholas  1 "  she  said,  kissing  his 
face  and  bathing  his  blinded  eyes  in  her 
tears.  "  Nicholas,  darling,  all  my  life  shall 
be  yours.    What  God  wilb  is  go<>d.    I  will 
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be  eyes  to  yoa,  and  nothing  shall  separate 
us.     Oh,  Nicholas,  my  brother ! " 

And  then  they  sat  hand  in  hand  under 
the  poTch,  silent  and  tranquil.  Hot  tears 
dropped  from  Mary's  eyes,  but  Nicholas  was 
calm  and  unmoved,  only  a  sweet  smile  settled 
upon  his  countenance  as  he  pressed  Mary's 
hand  in  both  of  his  own.  He  had  Icamt  the 
stem  lessons  which  suffering  would  teach  us, 
not  in  vab,  for  he  had  attained  unto  entire 
resignation  of  the  human  will  to  the  will  that 
"  wills  us  only  good,"  tiiough  that  may  be 
brought  about  by  means  that  are  strange  to 
our  imperfect  knowledge. 

CHAPTBK  Vlll. 

But  to  return  to  Oakhuist  Farm.  A 
cloud  hung  over  it,  and  the  joyous  laughter 
that  was  heard  that  May  morning  when  we 
first  visited  it  now  seldom  sounded  through 
its  pleasant  rooms.  For,  in  thtf  first  place, 
the  weather  had  not  dealt  kindly  with  the 
crops  of  the  little  homestead.  When  rain 
had  been  needed  for  the  growth  of  the  grass 
a  dry  season  had  set  in.  At  hay  harvesting 
time  the  rain  poured  down  hopelessly,  and  a 
blackened  rick  was  the  consequence.  Poor 
Lockwood  had  also  been  cheated  by  the 
seed  merchant,  for  his  one  turnip  field,  on 
which  be  reckoned  for  winter  fodder  for  his 
sheep  and  cows,  came  up  sparsely  and  poor. 
There  was  a  splendid  com  harvesting ;  but 
(hen  at  Oakhurst  this  year  there  had  been 
little  com  sown,  so  it  brought  no  joy  to 
them. 

Fanners  ought  to  be  god-fearing  men,  for 
each  day  brings  to  them  a  trial  of  faith.  A 
thunder-shower,  a  hailstorm,  a  blight,  may 
mar  their  brightest  hopes ;  and .  tmly  they 
have  literally  need  to  pray,  "  Give  us  this 
d^y  OUT  daily  bread."  And  Lockwood  was 
a.  good  man,  but  still,  as  the  best  men  will, 
he  made  mistakes  ;  and  the  mistake  he  was 
now  making  was  in  encouraging  Tom  Booth 
as  a  wooer  of  Lois,.  Mrs.  Lockwood,  who 
had  more  discernment  of  character  thaii  her 
husband,  shrank  from  him  and  mistrusted 
him,  even  though  he  had  now  assumed  a 
"reformed  prodigal"  manner,  and  talked 
piously  and  dutifully  in  her  presence.  He 
did  not  act  amiss,  for  even  Lois  was  taken 
in,  and  thought  she  had  been  hard  on  the 
youth  and  that  the  neighbours  bad  maligned 
him.  Still,  nevertheless,  she  shrank  instinc- 
tively from  his  attentions  to  her. 

She  was  but  a  child,  as  many  girls  are  at 
eighteen ;  but  she  had  mudi  good  sense,  and 
her  instincts  were  generally  right  and  her 
impulses  wise  imd  generous.     But  she  was 


now  possessed  with  an  idea  that  everything 
was  leading  up  to  the  great  sacrifice  she  was 
called  upwn  to  make  for  the  good  of  her 
family.  A  sermon  she  had  heard  in  the 
church  one  day,  when  she  was  sorely  exer- 
cised on  the  subject,  had  somehow  strength- 
ened this  impression,  and  she  had  accepted 
it  as  a  kind  of  Divine  message  to  direct  her. 
It  was  upon  the  words,  "  Gather  my  saints 
together  unto  me,  those  that  have  made  a 
covenant  with  me  with  sacrifice  I "  and  dwelt 
upon  the  law  of  sacrifice,  which  lies  at  the 
root  of  all  holiness.  It  pointed  out  that  all 
goodness  was  based  upon  it,  as  was  also  our 
higliest  happiness.  The  great  sacrifice  on 
the  cross  was  to  be,  as  it  were,  reflected  in 
all  our  actions,  and  the  motto  of  Christian 
life,  "  Not  for  ourselves  do  we  live."  The 
truest  beauty  was  founded  upon  self-sacrifice, 
such  as  the  mother's  to  the  child,  the  hus- 
band's to  the  wife,  the  wife's  to  the  husband, 
for  where  there  was  not  a  spirit  willing  to 
sacrifice  self,  love  was  a  mere  delusion. 

It  went  on  to  say  that,  nevertheless,  self- 
sacrifice  must  have  a  purpose,  and  must  also 
have  a  dedication  and  a  hope.  For  it  was 
quite  possible  to  sacrifice  ourselves  merely  to 
satisfy  our  self-complacency  and  to  feed  our 
pride,  therefore  it  must  be  for  the  good  of 
others  that  we  roust  do  it  Then  also  it 
must  be  for  the  love  of  God,  and  be  dedi- 
cated to  Him.  Lastly,  it  must  be  done  in 
faith  and  hope.  "  Leave  all  and  you  shall 
find  all,  leave  your  desires  and  you  shall  find 
rest."  It  must  not  be  done  as  a  task,  unwill- 
ingly, grudgingly,  sadly;  but  freely,  ungrudg- 
ingly, gladly,  and  in  hope. 

Moreover  the  sacrifices  must  be  just  those 
plainly  in  our  way,  in  our  daily  paths ;  not 
self-chosen  or  self-imposed. 

".TlKretiatkycroui  beneatb  it  neeklv  bow; 
lIGuiliriUiunriciw. 
Wbo  >carshil  p*M  it  wi&  iTHted  Bn, 
Twill  crmh  ibcm  bj--and-br." 

So  poor  Lois  was  disciplining  herself  to 
what  she  deemed  to  be  her  duty ;  and  striv- 
ing with  intense  effort  to  do  it  hopefully  and 
as  to  God,  But  human  nature  is  at  its  best 
but  weak,  and  her  task  was  hard  indeed. 
She  had  conquered  her  repugnance  to  Tom, 
but  as  yet  she  could  not  make  herself  like 
him  as  she  felt  she  ought,  to  be  his  wife, 

"  Well,  Lois,"  said  Tom,  lounging  in  one 
evening  with  his  gun  over  his  shoulder,  "you 
never  give  a  fellow  much  of  a  welcome.  Vou 
saw  me  crossing  the  meadow,  and  you  made 
off  instead  of  coming  out  to  meet  me.  I 
kissed  my  hand  to  you,  and  you  turned  your 
head  away."  .  r   :  ^••.'-■ri^i^ 
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"  Yes,"  said  Alice,  who  stood  by  with  her 
finger  jn  a  story  book  she  had  just  closed, 
"  and  she  told  me  to  return  it  by  proxy." 

"  I  am  much  obliged,"  said  Tom  sulkily ; 
"  certainly  I'm  not  likely  to  get  spoilt  here, 
whatever  I  may  be  at  home.  But  what's 
come  to  you,  Lois?  Vou  used  to  be  the 
gayest  lass  in  the  country  side,  and  now  every 
one  is  saying  how  changed  you  are." 

"I've  more  to  do  now,  Tom.  Esther's 
away,  and  Joe's  away,  and  Barbara's  gone. 
They  say  care  is  dull,  don't  they  ?  " 

"  Why  don't  you  help  her  more,  Alice  ?  I 
never  see  you  give  a  hand's  turn  to  help  any 
one.  I  say,  Lois,  when  you're  my  wife  you 
shall  sit  in  the  parlour  and  do  nothing,  and 
be  a  lady  !  " 

"  I  shouldn't  like  it,"  said  Lois,  smiling ; 
"besides  it  wouldn't  make  me  a  lady.  A 
real  lady  works  in  some  way  or  another  quite 
as  hard  as  I  do,  or  at  all  events  ought  to  do 
so." 

It  was  quite  true  that  Lois  was  working  too 
hard.  Joe  was  much  missed  at  Oakhurst,  for 
though  the  old  labourer  that  their  uncle  sent 
over  to  help  was  useful  in  the  farm,  the 
garden  would  have  gone  to  ruin  had  not 
Lois  risen  at  four  o'clock,  and  dug,  and 
planted,  and  raked,  and  hoed,  and  weeded 
with  all  her  might.  She  would  then  come  in 
and  get  the  early  breakfast,  spending  the  morn- 
ing in  churning,  baking,  cooking,  washing,  or 
what  not,  while  Alice  dawdled  about  over  a 
few  trifles,  and  stole  away  whenever  she  could 
to  her  story  book  and  her  crochet 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  Joe,  when  he  came 
back  and  saw  the  condition  of  things,  "  that 
half  the  world  is  spending  itself  to  make  up 
for  the  deficiency  of  others.  If  Alice  only 
had  a  conscience  she  would  be  unhappy  to 
feel  that  she  is  so  useless  and  Lois  so  over- 
worked," 

For  after  a  day  of  hard  and  unceasing 
work,  Lois  would  sit  up  to  mend  and  make 
most  of  the  clothing  of  the  family,  which 
could  so  seldom  be  renewed,  and  yet  which 
must  present  a  respectable  appearance.  It 
is  astonishing  what  can  be  done  in  that  way 
where  there  are  will  and  skill.  Indeed 
the  skill  to  a  certain  extent  will  come  when 
the  will  is  firm  enough  and  self-sacrificing 
enough. 

"  Lois,"  said  her  father  one  day,  "  come 
and  sit  with  me  under  the  beech.  There,  lass, 
smite  again ;  you're  over-working,  I'm  afraid. 
It's  time  you  had  a  change.  Tom's  been 
talking  with  me  as  we  came  along ;  he's  a 
clever  chap,  and  kindly-minded  towards  us. 
He  says  if  I'll  let  you  many,  hell  get  his 


father  to  quiet  Mr.  Harcourt  (for  he's  been 
at  me  again  to  sell  my  little  vineyard),  and 
that  his  father  will  let  him  join  a  hundred 
acres  on  to  this,  and  he  will  farm  it  with  this, 
and  bring  some  capital  into  it.  For  that's 
what  I  want,  you  know,  Lois;  it's  the 
capita]  that's  wanting.  I  can't  restock,  and 
I  can't  drain,  and  I  can't  make  the  land 
what  it  should  be,  all  for  want  o'  money, 

He  looked  to  Lois  for  an  answer,  but  she 
did  not  speak,  only  she  put  her  warm  round 
hand  into  bis  brown  and  toil-worn  one. 

"  And  then  he  says  he'll  be  a  son  to  me, 
and  set  Joe  free  to  go  and  follow  his  learning 
or  what  not,  and  me,  and  mother,  and  Esther, 
and  Alice,  shall  all  have  a  home  with  him. 
Well,  what  do  you  say,  lass?" 

"  Oh,  father,  1  wish — I  wish  Esther  was 
here." 

"  Sake's  alive,  child,  you  aren't  crying  sure ! 
Ah,  but  I  remember  your  mother  cried  that 
day  I  asked  her  to  be  mine.  Women  are 
strange  creatures.  They  cry  when  they're 
happy,  I've  heard  say.  Well,  I  must  say  you 
ought  to  think  yourself  lucky,  for  old  Booth 
is  quite  a  cut  above  us,  and  holds  his  head 
high  at  markets  and  dinners  I  can  tell  you. 
Besides,  his  daughters  have  been  at  fine 
London  boarding-schools,  and  are  asked  up 
to  the  big  house  once  or  twice  in  the  year." 

Old  Lockwood  was  half-ashamed  of  his 
words  as  he  uttered  them.  But  so  eagerly 
did  he  cling  to  this  straw,  this  last  hope  of 
retrieving  his  fortunes  and  his  family's  for- 
tunes, that  he  argued  for  his  own  conviction 
as  much  as  for  others'.  It  is  no  uncommon 
thing  for  men  and  women  to  do  this.  He 
was  arguing  with  his  conscience  with  some 
irrepressible  conviction  that  he  was  wrong, 

l^is  said  nothing  still,  only  she  laid  her 
head  on  her  father's  shoulder  and  kissed  the 
brown  hand  she  held. 

"  Parson  said  t'other  day,  '  Tom  Booth's 
taken  a  turn  for  the  better.  I  expect  it's  the 
work  of  your  good  girl  up  there.  He's 
always  in  his  place  in  the  church  now,  and 
he's  volunteered  to  sing  in  the  choir,'  And 
old  Booth  saw  me  at  market  last  week.  He 
used  to  have  awayofneverseemgme,  though 
I  was  close  under  his  nose.  '  Lockwood,' 
he  said,  '  that's  a  nice  daughter  of  yours ;  if 
she  and  Tom  make  it  up  I'll  come  down 
handsome.  He's  been  another  lad  since  he 
took  a  fancy  to  her,  and  I  hope  she'll  be  the 
saving  of  him.'" 

This  was  a  dangerous  suggestion  to  a  scru- 
pulous conscience,  and  it  went  home  to  poor 
Lois.    Well,  then,  if  she  refused  Tom,  ^e 
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thought  to  herself,  she  would  please  herself 
and  lose  an  opportunity  of  saving  her  parents 
from  min  ;  and  perhaps  the  young  man  also. 
How  could  she  be  so  selfish  as  even  to  hesi- 
tate? 

At  that  moment  Tom's  voice  was  heard 
calling,  "  Lois  1  Lois  I  come  into  the  nut- 
garden." 

Lois  rose,  gave  her  &ther  one  long  kiss, 
and  followed.  Half  an  hour  after,  when  they 
came  back,  the  old  farmer  still  sat  there.  The 
two  came  back  hand-Jn-hand,  and  Tom  said, 
"  It's  all  right,  father,  and  Lois  and  I  are  to 
be  married  on  Michaelmas  Day." 

"God  bless  you  both!"  replied  the  old 
man,  as  he  rose  and  placed  a  trembling  hand 
on  each  young  head  ]  and  they  passed  silently 
to  the  house. 

Lois,  when  she  had  taken  the  step,  was 
determined  not  to  tall  short— even  of  the 
cheerfulness  that  should  accompany  the  will- 
ing sacrifice.  She  became  blither,  and  more 
like  the  gay  Lois  of  past  happy  days,  until 
her  mother  and  sisters  were  deceived  into 
thinking  all  was  well  with  her.  For  Esther 
had  returned.  The  exposure  of  that  night 
on  the  moors  had  brought  on  a  severe  attack 
of  rheumatic  fever.  She  had  been  moved  as 
soon  as  possible  to  Milbeach,  and  there 
Mary  Gieville  had  attended  her  with  great 
devotion.  As  soon  as  it  was  considered  safe 
she  went  home,  and  arrived  only  a  week 
before  Lois's  intended  marriage-day. 

It  was  decided  that  the  young  couple  were 
to  live  at  Oakhurst  Farm,  and  that  Tom  was 


to  join  his  portion  to  the  general  fund,  and  to 
take  the  chief  share  ot  the  labour.  He  ap- 
peared to  have  plenty  of  money,  though  he 
had  a  loose  and  inaccurate  way  of  talking 
about  definite  sums.  So  it  came — that  day  1 
— as  all  days  will  come.  Tom  Booth's  two 
sisters,  and  Esther,  and  Alice  were  bride's- 
maids,  the  latter  quite  thrown  into  the  shade 
by  the  gay  attire  of  the  young  ladies  fix>m  a 
London  boarding-school. 

Lois  would  have  her  own  way  about  her 
dress,  and  it  was  well,  for  it  was  becoming 
enough,  and  took  little  out  of  the  light  family 
purse,  A  soft,  white,  thick  muslin  gown,  made 
very  simply,  and  a  white  straw  bonnet  with 
white  ribbons,  with  a  bunch  of  late  roses  at 
her  bosom,  was  her  bridal  attire.  The  sweet, 
round,  innocent  face  loolced  lovely  enough 
without  further  adornment,  as  even  Tom 
acknowledged.  It  was  a  little  sober,  it  not 
sad,  but  smiles  were  ready  for  all  her  loved 
ones,  though  tears  would  brim  to  her 
eyes. 

Esther  looked  very  lovely  and  Alice  pretty 
in  dresses  like  Lois's,  only  that  they  wore  a 
blue  ribbon  instead  of  a  white.  As  to  Miss 
Augusta  and  Geoigiana  Booth,  I  forbear  to 
describe  their  fiirbelows. 

The  young  people  went  away  for  a  week 
to  see  some  relations  of  Tom's  in  Wales,  and 
then  the  farm-house  settled  down  again  into 
its  homely  habits.  Only  Uncle  Joe  had  re- 
fused to  come  to  the  wedding.  He  did  not 
like  Tom  Booth,  and  thought  no  good  could 
come  of  such  a  match. 
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LORD,  Thou  hast  all  my  frailty  made. 
And  Thou  mine  inmost  want  canst  read  ; 
Prepare  Thy  light  for  every  shade — 
Prepare  Thy  strength  for  every  need. 

When  at  Thy  word  the  tempests  form. 
When  at  Thy  breath  the  mists  o'ershroud. 

Provide  Thy  still  voice  for  the  storm. 
Provide  Thy  rainbow  for  the  cloud. 

What  time  I  sojourn  in  the  night. 
Let  Bethlehem's  star  rule  all  the  sky; 

And  when  I  climb  steep  Calvary's  height. 
Let  Olivet  be  clear  on  high. 

Send  me,  with  each  new  step  of  trial, 
A  higher  flight  of  heavenly  song ; 

Lend  me,  with  each  fond  hope's  denial, 
The  power  to  feel  the  hope  was  wrong. 


Grant  me,  with  every  bitter  thorn 

Thy  love  refuses  to  destroy. 
The  perfect  strength  of  weakness  bom— 

The  perfect  grace  that  equals  joy. 

I  may  not  bid  the  shadows  flee ;  , 

They  are  the  shadows  of  thy  wing. 

Give  but  (he  eye  more  power  to  see 
The  love  behind  their  gathering. 

I  may  not  cast  thy  cross  away; 

Thou  gavest  me  thy  yoke  to  share. 
Give  but  the  arm  new  nerve  each  day. 

Give  but  the  heart  fresh  love  to  bear. 

Until  my  thorn  become  my  flower. 
Till  death  itself  in  life  shall  rise. 

And  human  sorrow's  midnight  hour 
Ring  the  first  chimes  of  Paradise.     . 
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THOMAS  CARLYLE'S  FATHER. 

Br  THB  Riv.  WILLIAM  DORLING. 


THE  sketch  which  Mr.  Otrlyle  has  given 
of  his  father,  "  James  Carlyle,  Mason," 
in  the  first  of  his  remarkable  "  Reminis- 
cences," is,  in  its  way,  well-nigh  unsmpassed 
iti  our  literature.  A  brief  sketch  though  it 
be,  it  has  almost  the  perfection  of  a  finished 
portrait.  No  doubt  it  is  an  ideal  portrait ; 
but  it. is  none  the  worse  for  that.  In 
idealising  his  own  father — painting  him  to 
his  own  heart's  ^cy, — he  has  shown  us 
what  the  good  man  was,  far  more  truly  and 
efTectively  than  he  would  have  done  had  he 
simply  set  down  on  paper  what  everybody 
knew  him  to  have  been.  This  is  not  "Every- 
body's "  portrait  of  James  Carlyle ;  but  the 
loving,  idealised  picture  drawn  by  the  cun- 
ning, gifted  hand  of  his  son. 

Quite  apart  firom  the  deep  interest  which 
attaches  to  this  sketch  of  Carlyle's  father  in 
respect  of  its  representations  of  character,  it 
is  impossible  to  foi^et  its  style.  This  is  less 
peculiar,  and,  as  some  would  say,  less 
objectionable,  than  the  style  which  was  so 
firmly  formed  and  fixed  in  later  years.  It 
reveals  Carlyle  himself  to  us  at  his  simplest 
and  best. 

Let  us  then  see  what  "James  Carlyle, 
Mason,"  was,  by  steadily  and  carefully  re- 
garding the  portrait  which  was  painted  of 
him  by  his  son,  forty-nine  years  ago,  in  the 
last  week  of  the  month  of  January  of  the 
year  i833,^whUe  he  and  his  wife  were  lodging 
at  No,  4,  Ampton  Street,  Gray's  Inn  Lane. 

Carlyle  was  deeply  affected  at  the  news  of 
his  father's  death,  which  he  received  on 
Tuesday,  January  afith  of  that  year.  The 
old  man  had  died  on  the  previous  Sunday 
morning,  at  about  six  o'clock.  The  days 
which  followed  the  receipt  of  this  sad  news 
were  employed  by  him,  after  he  had  written 
letters  of  sympathy  and  consolation  to  his 
mother  and  relatives  in  Scotland,  in  walking 
far  and  much,  chiefly  in  the  Regent's  Park 
— as  he  says,  "  considering  many  things,  and 
especially  what  this  calamity  meant — what  I 
had  lost,  and  what  lesson  my  loss  was  to  teach 
me."  He  also  purposed  (and  effected  his 
purpose),  while  the  impression  was  more  pure 
and  clear  within  him,  to  mark  down  the  main 
things  he  could  recollect  of  his  father;  and 
he  considered  that  his  mind  was  calm  enough 
to  do  it  deliberately  and  truly. 

James  Carlyle  was  bom  in  Annandale,  in  the 
year  1757,  upon  a  small  farm.  It  is  evident 
that  the  family  had  to  endure  severe  priva- 


tions in  those  early  times.  The  father, 
Thomas  Carlyle  (grandlather  Thomas)  was 
an  honest,  vehement,  adventurous  man, 
but  not  industrious;  and  so  there  was  no 
prosperity,  and  little  comfort.  He  was  a 
man  who  relished  following  the  Laird  on 
hunting  days  tar  better  than  steady,  quiet 
work.  If  the  rent  could  but  be  saved  in 
readbess— (it  was  a  miserably  small  sum) 
—he  was  fairly  contented;  and  would  leave 
the  "gudewlfe"  to  manage  with  her  little 
ones  as  well  as  she  could.  Sometimes  they 
had  to  go  to  bed  hungry;  and  a  tale  is  told 
of  their  all  getting  up  from  bed  to  eat  hot 
cakes,  which  were  baked  over  a  fire  made  of 
the  straw  taken  from  their  beds,  because  the 
meal  had  only  been  forthcoming  late  at  night. 
Thomas  Carlyle,  grandson,  speaks  tenderly 
of  the  old  man ;  thinks  that  perhaps,  owing 
to  environment  and  what  not,  he  was  more 
to  be  pitied  than  blamed.  In  his  latter  days 
he  was  chiefly  supported  by  his  son  James, 
to  whom  Thomas  once  heard  him  say — 
with  a.  half-choked,  tremulous,  palsied  voice, 
— "  Thou  hast  been  a  good  son  to  me  I " 
He  died  when  his  grandson  Thomas  was 
only  nine  years  old.  The  significant  and 
curious  testimony  which  he  bore  in  respect 
to  the  old  rnan's  religiousness  was, — "  My 
^ndfather  had  a  certain  religiousness ;  but 
it  could  not  be  made  dominant  and  para- 
mount." 

Such  were  the  hardships  which  those  boys 
had  to  undergo,  that  they  had  to  "  scramble, 
scraffle,  for  their  very  clothes  and  food. 
They  knit,  they  thatched  for  hire  ;  above  all, 
they  hunted.  .  .  .  Every  dell,  and  bumgate, 
and  cleugh  of  that  district  he  had  traversed, 
seeking  hares  and  the  like."  There  was  not 
much  contact  with  the  greater  world  for 
them  and  their  father  and  mother ;  save  that 
a  pensioner,  invalided  out  of  some  High- 
land regiment,  lived  with  his  wife  in  a 
cottage  close  by;  and  wandering  tinkers, 
and  passing  drovers,  sometimes  came  upon 
the  scene.  A  book  or  two,  like  "  Anson's 
Voyages,"  and  the  "  Arabian  Nights,"  were 
read ;  and  there  was  also  the  Bible.  "  Higher 
criticism,"  or  humble  faiths,  iAat  book  is 
somehow  an  elevating  and  purifying  influence 
if  it  be  but  read  in  any  serious  sense  of  the 
term.  Card-playing  was  sometimes  admitted 
as  an  amusement ;  but  young  James  Carlyle 
appears  to  have  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  there  was   no  good   in   it      He  not 
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only  spoke  otit  boldly  against  cards,  but 
succeeded  in  coovincing  his  brothers  and 
others  that  they  were  evils ;  whereupon  they 
threw  them  into  the  fire. 

An  itinerant  schoolmaster  gave  the  boys 
at  intervals  whatever  bits  of  learning  they 
could  pick  up  by  dint  of  attention  to  his 
instruction.  He  was  a  man  whom  Carlyle 
represented  to  his  fancy  in  the  days  long 
afterwards,  as  a  "  squat,  pursy  kind  of  figure, 
grim,  dusky :  the  blandest  and  most  bounte- 
ous of  cynics."  But,  of  even  more  impor- 
tance to  James  Carlyle,  a  mason  from 
Peebles  came  into  Aunandale  to  do  some 
work,  and  formed  relations  with  the  Carlyle 
household.  He  also  taught  the  boys  to  do 
mason  woik.  This,  in  a  really  material  way, 
was  the  turning  point  of  their  fortunes. 
These  young  lads,  who  had  done  anything 
and  everything  they  could  find  to  do  in 
order  to  get  food  enough  to  eat  and  raiment 
to  wear,  now  leamt  a  trade  and  became  the 
best  tradesmen  in  all  that  district.  With  what 
solemn  significance  does  the  writer  add  to  the 
relation  of  these  circumstances  the  words : — 
"  Except  my  father,  none  of  them  attained 
a  decisive  religiousness.  But  they  alt  had 
prudence  and  earnestness,  love  of  truth, 
industry,  and  the  blessings  it  brings."  Al- 
though he  was  not  the  eldest,  James  Carlyle 
became  the  real  head  of  the  house  when  the 
father  failed. 

The  son  tells,  in  his  most  graphic  and 
touching  way,  of  his  father's  going  forth  from 
Annandale  into  Nithsdale,  when  work  grew 
scarce,  and  finding  really  important  and 
memorable  occupation,  in  company  with  his 
master,  William  Brown,  in  the  building  of 
Auldgarth  bridge.  In  his  age,  James  Carlyle 
recalled  this  honest  and  substantial  work 
with  unconcealed  pride  and  pleasure. 

When  manhood  was  approaching,  and 
James  was  his  own  master,  the  son  testifies 
that  his  "life  was  marked  by  temperance 
(in  all  senses] ;  that  he  was  abstemious, 
prudent,  industrious  as  very  few,"  He  adds, 
that  in  the  choice  of  the  false  and  present  as 
against  the  true  and  future,  he  was  led  to 
"  choose  the  better  part."  What  weight  and 
wisdom  there  are  in  the  succeeding  words : — 
"  Happily  there  still  existed  in  Annandale 
an  influence  of  goodness,  pure  emblems  of  a 
religion.  There  were  yet  men  living  from 
whom  a  youth  of  earnestness  might  learn  by 
example  how  to  become  a  man."  With 
much  weight  and  wisdom,  testimony  is  thus 
borne  to  the  advantage,  the  infinite  unreckon- 
able  advantage,  of  the  power  for  good  of  one 
life  upon  another ;  although  the  testimony  is 


given  with  not  a  little  cynicism.  Surely 
there  were  good  and  true  men,  of  purest  and 
noblest  sort,  in  Annandale,  fifty  years  ago ; 
and  we  will  dare  vouch  for  it,  there  are  such 
men  still.  Whither  had  goodness  gone? 
and  how  came  it  to  pass  that  Thomas 
Carlyle  had  such  difficulty  in  finding  it  P 

The  son  thinks  that  his  father  probably 
leamt  more,  in  a  truly  religious  way,  from  an 
uncle  than  from  any  other  individual  "  From 
the  time  when  he  connected  himself  openly 
with  the  religious,  became  a.  burgher  (strict, 
not  strictest  species  of  Presbyterian  Dissen- 
ters) may  be  dated  his  spiritual  majority ; 
his  earthly  life  was  now  enlightened  and  over- 
canopied  by  a  heavenly.  He  was  hencefortlr 
a  man."  Here,  then,  is  the  testimony  that 
life  gains  its  high  tendency,  its  upward  look, 
its  grand  true  inspiration,  when  that  some- 
thing which  we  call  religion  is  attained.  This 
is  seen  and  confessed  to  be  the  true  and  only 
crown  of  manhood. 

It  is  an  exquisite  picture  which  is  drawn  of 
the  little  meeting-house  at  Ecclefechan,  with 
its  heath-thatch ;  and  of  the  chosen  "  priest " 
of  those  who  worshipped  within  its  walls, 
"  by  name  John  Johnston,  the  priestliest 
man  I  ever,  under  any  ecclesiastical  guise, 
was  privileged  to  look  upon.  .  .  .  This 
peasant  union,  this  little  heath-thatched 
house,  this  simple  evangelist,  together  con- 
stituted properly  the  church  of  the  district. 
They  were  the  blessing  and  the  saving  of 
many.  On  me,  too,"  adds  he,  "  their  pious, 
heaven-sent  influences  rest  and  live.  Let  me 
employ  them  well." 

James  Carlyle  was  first  married  in  1791, 
and  again  in  1795;  his  first  wife  living  only  a 
little  more  than  a  year.  Thomas  was  the&st 
child  of  tlie  second  marriage.  The  brothers 
Carlyle  were  already  settled  as  master  masons 
in  Ecclefechan,  James  was  a  truly  prosperous 
man.  "  He  was  bom  and  brought  up  the 
poorest ;  by  his  own  right  hand  he  had 
become  weaithy,  as  he  accounted  wealth,  and 
in  all  ways  plentifully  supplied.  .  .  .  He 
saw  his  children  grow  up  round  him  to  guard 
him  and  to  do  him  honour.  He  had,  ulti- 
mately, a  hearty  respect  from  all;  could  look 
forward  from  his  verge  of  this  earth,  rich  and 
■  icreased  in  goods,  into  an  everlasting  coun- 
try, where,  through  the  immeasurable  deeps, 
shone  a  solemn,  sober  hope."  How  distinctly 
do  we  see  that  Carlyle  derived  some  of  his 
own  most  characterisdc  principles  from  the 
influence  and  example  of  home,  "  We  were 
all  particularly  taught  that  work  (temporal  or 
spiritual)  was  the  only  thing  we  had  to  do, 
and  incited  always  by  precept  and  example 
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to  do  it  well.  An  inflexible  element  of 
authority  surrounded  ua  alt.  We  felt  from 
the  first  (a  very  useful  thing)  that  .our  owa 
wish  had  often  nothing  to  say  in  the  matter." 

■When  the  time  came  that  the  young  stu- 
dent, and  then  teacher,  turned  aside  from  the 
path  which  was  to  lead  him  into  the  Church 
and  make  a  clergyman  of  him,  as  well  as 
from  the  work  of  a  schoolmaster — the  father, 
who,  it  may  well  be  supposed,  was  almost  in- 
capable- of  understanding  the  motives  for 
withdrawal,  or  for  certain  of  sympathizing 
with  them  when  tbey  at  first  appeared  to 
him— was  "  never  ungenerous,  censorious,  or 
in  the  least  unkind."  ''His  roof  was  my 
shelter,  which  a  word  from  him  (in  those  sour 
days  of  wounded  vanity)  would  have  deprived 
mc  of.  He  patiently  let  me  have  my  way, 
helping  when  be  could ;  when  he  could  not 
hel]),  never  hindering." 

The  old  man  (for  it  is  of  his  later  years 
that  the  testimony  is  given)  seems  to  have 
been  solemnly  concerned,  in  his  grave,  quiet 
ivay,  for  the  welfare  of  society.  He  was, 
apparently,  no  politician;  but  he  used  to 
remark  that  "  the  lot  of  a  poor  man  was 
growing  worse  and  worse;  that  the  world 
would  not,  and  could  not,  last  as  it  was; 
that  mighty  changes,  of  which  none  saw  the 
end,  were  on  their  way.  To  him,  as  one 
.tbout  to  take  his  departure,  the  whole  was 
but  of  secondary  moment  He  was  looking 
towards  '  a  city  that  had  foundations.' " 
There  was  evidently  much  of  that  sad  and 
earnest  iaculty  in  him  which  became  so 
marked  a  feature  in  the  character  and  life  of 
his  distinguished  son.  He  came,  as  the  years 
wore  on,  to  see  that  this  strange  boy  of  his 
had  capacities  which  fitted  him  for  far  greater 
work  (as  he  would  have  felt  and  confessed  it 
to  be)  than  fell  to  the  lot  of  ordinary  mor- 
tals.  On  the  very  last  occasion  that  Thomas 
saw  his  father,  the  old  man  said  to  him,  upon 
Admiring  something  that  he  had  expressed, 
"Man,  it's  surely  a  pity  that  thou  should'st 
sit  yonder  with  nothing  but  the  eye  of  Omni- 
science to  see  thee,  and  thou  with  such  a  gift 
to  speak." 

A  very  touching  and  beautiful  reference  is 
made,  in  Carlyle's  reminiscence  of  his  wife,  to 
the  family  prayers  in  the  old  home.  It  was 
before  the  time  that  he  and  his  wife  left 
Scotland,  when  they  were  living  at  Craigen- 
puttoch,  Cariyle  had  been  taking  a  walk 
of  a  few  miles  to  see  an  old  friend.  His 
own  words  must  relate  what  followed. 
"  It  was  ten  P.M.  ot  a  most  still  and  fine 
night  when  1  arrived  at  my  father's  door, 
heard  him  making  worship,  and  stood  medi- 


tative, gratefully,  lovingly,  till  he  had  ended, 
thinking  to  myself  how  good,  and  innocently 
beauriful  and  peaceful  on  the  earth  is  all  this  ; 
and  it  was  the  last  time  I  was  ever  to  hear  it.  1 
must  have  been  there  twice,  or  oftener,  in  my 
father's  time,  but  the  sound  of  his  pious 
'Coleshill '  (that  was  altvays  his  tune),  pious 
psalm  and  prayers,  I  never  heard  again." 

No  wonder  that  the  great  sod  felt  his  heart 
moved  to  its  very  depths  of  affectionate  vene- 
ration when  he  recalled  all  that  his£ither  had 
been  to  him.  He  could  most  appropriately 
say  of  him  that  "  he  had  finished  the  work 
that  was  given  him  to  do."  He  repeated,  in 
the  da}-s  that  followed  his  death,  "not  with 
unwet  eyes,  nor,  he  hoped,  with  unsoftened 
heart,  those  old,  and  for  ever  true  words, 
'  Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  in  the  Lord ; 
they  do  rest  from  their  labours,  and  their 
works  follow  them  ! '  "  The  force  that  God 
had  lent  that  good,  true  man,  had  been 
"  honourably  expended  in  manful  well-doing." 
"  On  the  whole,"  wrote  he,  "ought  I  not  to 
rejoice  that  God  was  pleased  to  give  me  such 
a  father ;  that  from  earliest  years  I  had  the 
example  of  a  real  man  of  God's  own  making 
continually  before  me  ?  I>et  me  learn  of  Aim. 
Let  me  write  my  books  as  he  built  his  houses, 
and  walk  as  blamelessly  througVthis  shadow- 
world,  if  God  so  will,  to  rejoin  him  at  last. 

When  the  last  hours  drew  nigh,  and  the 
man  that  had  bravely  suffered,  and  toiled,  and 
conquered,  lifted  up  his  heart,  "  with  the 
thick,  ghastly  vapours  of  death  rising  round 
him  to  choke  him,"  and  "  called  with  a  man's 
voice  on  the  Great  God  to  have  mercy  upon 
him.  .  .  All  his  strength  came  from  God, 
and  ever  sought  new  nourishment  there." 

It  is,  indeed,  refreshing  and  invigorating, 
to  turn  from  much — too  much — that  now-a- 
days  sums  very  pretentious,  flimsy,  and  un- 
substantial, to  the  contemplation  of  so  simple 
and  true  a  life — a  life  that  only  meant  and 
aimed  at  being  true  and  serviceable — a  life  in 
which,  and  about  which,  there  was  nothing 
of  mere  varnish,  polish,  veneer,  and  gilt,  but 
which  was  true  lo  the  very  core.  No  wonder 
that  his  children  rose  up  and  called  him 
blessed.  He  walked  with  God,  and  held  con- 
verse with  a  world  whose  glories  arc  waiting 
to  be  revealed  lo  us. 

Granted  even  that  Mr.  Froude  has  been 
unwise  in  the  too  free  use  of  the  tmst  reposed 
in  him,  as  it  respects  the  publication  of  the 
"  Reminiscences "  almost  entire,  none  will 
blame  him  that  he  has  enabled  us  to  look 
upon  this  tender  and  beautiful  portrait  of  a 
strong,  good  man.  ,^,,1  ^  ,  , ,  v^.v-v.^i^. 
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NIGHT  AND  MORNING. 

By  SARAH  DOITDNEV. 


CORROW  and  storm  upon  the  deep, 

Wild  light,  and  thunder-roar ! 
The  good  ship  laboured  heavily 

A  mile  away  from  shore, 
"Ah  me,  what  will  the  morning  bring?" 

1  heard  a  woman  cry; 


"  The  waves  are  strong,  the  night  is  long. 

No  helping  hands  are  nigh  ! " 
Oil,  bitter,  bitter  was  the  wail 

Of  wives  upon  the  beach ; 
Love  wrestled  there  in  fervent  pra)'Cr 

For  those  it  could  not  reach.  '  lOOglC 
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Sorrow  and  sighing  in  the  room 

Love  wresUed  there  in  fervent  prayer, 

Where  lights  were  burning  low; 

But  death  was  drawing  nigh. 

A  soul  was  called  away  from  earth. 

The  day  broke  slowly,  cool  and  grey 

And  longed,  yet  feared  to  go, 

And  calm  from  east  to  west ; 

For  thoughts  of  bygone  doubt  and  sin 

The  ship  was  safe  within  the  bay. 

O'erwhelmed  it  like  a  tide, 

Tlie  soul  had  gone  to  rest ; 

And  darkness  lay  across  the  way 

For  God  was  greater  than  the  wave, 

That  leads  to  Ufe  untried; 

And  stronger  than  the  blast ; 

"  Ah  me,  what  will  the  morning  bring?" 

Oh,  soul  and  bark,  through  storm  and  dark 

I  heard  the  watchers  cry; 

Ye  came  Xa  peace  at  last  1 
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FIFTH   PAPER.- 
ING," 

"  AX/  E  admonish  thee  {gentle  Reader)  (hat 
VV  we  have  not  tied  ourselves  to  an' 
uniformity  of  phrasing  or  to  an  identitie  of 
words,  as  some  peradventure  would  wish. 
....  For  is  the  kingdom  of  God  become 
words  or  syllables?  Why  should  we  be  in 
bondage  to  them  if  we  may  be  free  ? "  So 
the  translators  of  the  authorised  version 
admonish  and  reason.  "There  are  nume- 
rous passages,"  say  the  Revisers,  "  in  which, 
whether  regard  be  had  to  the  recurrence  of 
identical  clauses  and  sentences,  to  the  repeti- 
tion of  the  same  word  in  the  same  passage, 
or  to  the  characteristic  use  of  particular 
words  by  the  same  writer,  the  studied  variety 
adopted  by  the  translators  of  j6ii,"  has 
practically  violated  [he  principle  of  faithful- 
ness, l^us  the  two  translations  diverge. 
The  older  translators  never  sample  to  trans- 
late the  same  Greek  word  by  different  words, 
and  different  Greek  words  by  the  same 
English  word.  The  Revisers,  on  the  con- 
trary, hold  the  true  principle — identity  of 
phrasing  where  the  words  are  important,  and 
the  identity  is  idiomatically  possible.  Tlie 
practical  difference  of  these  two  principles 
it  is  not  easy  to  overestimate.  The  wise 
use  of  the  true  principle  is  itself  a  sufficient 
reason  for  revision. 

Let  me  illustrate  these  statements. 
Some  of  the  most  interesting  literary 
questions  connected  with  the  Gospels  origi- 
nate in  the  verbal  differences  and  agreement 
between  the  first  three  Gospels.  How  far 
are  they  taken  from  a  common  original? 
Is  anyone  Gospel  the  original?     If  they  are 


all  independent  witnesses,  what  is  the  amount 
of  difference  in  their  testimony,  and  what 
minor  touches  and  incidents  are  found  in 
each  ?  The  Gospel  of  Mark,  for  example, 
contains  very  few  verses  that  are  not  found 
in  substance  in  the  other  Gospeb;  but  it 
contains  many  minute  additions,  often  in- 
structive and  characteristic  Luke,  again, 
adds  incidents  that  show  his  knowledge  of 
disease,  and  that  throw  light  on  the  human 
nature  of  Christ.  These  minutiK— resem- 
blances and  differences  alike — are  of  equal 
interest  to  the  student  of  Evidences  and  to 
the  Christian  commentator. 

The  tendency  of  the  copyists  of  the  Gretk 
text  was  always  to  assimilate  parallel  ^■ 
sages  and  to  obliterate  variations,  and  >be 
first  business  of  the  Revisers  has  been  to 
correct  the  results  of  this  tendency.  Thus 
"her  first-bora"  (son)  in  Matt,  i,  25, is  taken 
from  Luke  ii.  7.  Most  of  the  verse  in 
Matt.  V.  44,  is  filled  in  from  Luke  vi.  27— S. 
In  Matt.  ix.  13,  and  in  Mark  ii.  17,  "» 
repentance  "  is  inserted  from  Luke  v,  J* ; 
and  a  whole  verse  (Matt  xviii.  11)  fmni 
Luke  xix.  10.  Matt.  xx.  ai,  33,  "!ob« 
baptized  with  the  baptism  I  am  baptiiR- 
with,"  is  inserted  from  Mark  x.  38,  33-  A 
dozen  and  more  passages  of  this  kind  raay 
be  found  in  Matthew  alone.  They  were 
inserted  from  no  desire  to  corrupt  the  te.tt, 
or  even  to  harmonize  diverse  accounts,  but 
simply  to  complete  the  one  Gospel  by  add- 
ing what  is  found  in  another.  The  omission 
of  such  additions,  it  will  be  noted,  is  no 
loss,  because  the  passage  now  omitted,  in 
Matthew  (say),  is  always  found  uoquestioned 
in  a  parallel  passage  of  another  Gospel. 
The  omission   is  even  a  gain.     It  makei 
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the  evidence  of  geauineaess  more  forcible ; 
variety  with  substantial  agreemeot  beiog  of 
the  veiy  essence  of  indepeDdent  testimony. 
What  was  done  by  the  early  copyists  w, 
repeated  in  the  department  of  translation  by 
ilie  authorised  translators.  They  have  con- 
founded different  parallel  narratives  by 
traDsktiDg  different  words  alike,  and  the 
]  same  words  differently.  Each  evangelist 
has  his  own  style,  his  own  characteristic 
words,  his  own  touches  of  nature  and  inci- 
dent. Not  to  reproduce  them  is  to  do 
iDJusdce  to  the  writers,  to  the  Christian 
:ipologist,  and  to  the  expositor. 

Is  Uie  parable  of  the  Pounds  and  of  the 
Talents  one  parable  or  two  ?    The  commen- 
latOFs   divide.    The  lessons   are    certainly 
liiffermt.     In   the  parable   of  the    Founds 
I    (Ukexix.  II — 37),  each  servant  receives  a 
'    I^ound  and  the  rewards  are  greater  or  les 
the  pound  makes  ten  pounds  or  tive.    In  the 
parable  of  the  Talents  (Matt.  xxv.  14 — 30) 
the  servants  receive  five  talents,  and  two,  and 
,    one,  and   the    meed   of  approval   is   equal, 
I    Hetber  with  five   talents  the  servant  gains 
I   "iber  five,  or  with    two  talents  other  two. 
Kquality  of  original    gift   and   diversity  of 
fCBard  is  the  lesson  of  the  first ;  diversity  of 
origioal  gift    and  equahty  of  reward  is  the 
lesson  of  the   second;  ihs  reward  propor- 
tioned in  each  case  not  to  the  gift  entrusted, 
but  to  the  use  made  of  it. 

Is  it  one  parable,  or  are  they  two  ?  They 
we  undoubtedly  alike;  but  much  more  alike 
in  the  authorised  version  than  in  the  Greek. 
Ju  both  parables  the  man  {"  a  nobleman  ")  is 
said  to  go  into  "  a  far  country,"  though  the 
phrase  is  found  only  in  the  Greek  of  Luke ; 
ia  both  he  "  delivered  "  unto  his  servants 
''hat  they  were  to  trade  with,  though  the 
ford  is  found  only  in  the  book  of  Matthew ; 
and  in  both  the  servants  are  said  to  have 
"gained," — with  this  difference,  that  in  Mal- 
'hew  it  is  "/have  gained,"  in  Luke,  "i/iy 
/wirf hath  gained," — so  much  beside;  and 
yet  it  is  in  Matthew  only  that  the  word 
"gained "  is  used  at  all.  A  faithful  version 
ought  to  mark  samenesses  and  differences 
abke.  This  principle  seems  to  have  been 
«atirely  overloolced  in  its  application  to 
P"allel  passives  by  the  translators  of  the 
authorised  version.  It  must  be  carefully  kept 
ID  mind,  however,  by  those  who  examine  the 
wort  of  the  Revisers.  Renderings  which  are 
clear  and  otherwise  satisfactory  are  often 
changed  to  mark  varieties  of  expression  in 
parallel  Gospels. 

In  the  nanalive  of  what  preceded  the  last 
supper,  Peter  beckoned  to  John  to  inquire 


nho  it  was  that  was  about  to  betray  our 
Lord.  And  John  asked  Him,  "  Lord,  who 
is  it  ? ''  From  Matthew  we  learn  that  several 

disciples  asked  a  similar  question,  but  in 
language  rather  less  reverent  and  with  a 
touch  of  self-vindication  or  of  sorrowing  sur- 
prise. "  It  is  not  I,  Lord,  is  it  ?  "  Here  the 
hint  of  injured  innocence  or  of  wounded 
feeling  ^see  Mark  xiv.  19)  comes  first,  the 
recognition  of  Christ's  authority  last.  The 
Revisers  properly  translate,  "Is  it  I,  Lord?" 
whereupon  the  diange  is  denounced  as  need- 
less and  well-nigh  irreverent.  Yet  surely  the 
authorised  version,  which  translates  both 
passages  alike,  ought  to  have  marked  the 
difference  of  order  and  of  feeling  in  the 
speakers. 

The  principle  touches  sometimes  passages 
of  peculiar  sacredness.  The  last  words 
spoken  on  the  cross  are  thus  translated 
(Luke  xxiii.  46),  "Father,  into  thy  hand  I 
commerui  my  spirit."  The  quotation  is  from 
Psalm  xxxi.  5,  where  the  authorised  version 
renders,  "  I  commit  my  spirit."  More  sugges- 
tive still :  both  Paul  and  Peter  use  the  same 
word  under  circumstances  of  like  solemnity. 
"  He  is  able  to  keep  that  which  I  have  com- 
mitted to  him  against  that  day  "  (3  Tim.  i.  1 2). 
"L>et  them  commit  their  souis  in  well  doing, 
as  unto  a  faithful  Creator"  (i  Peter  iv.  19}. 
"  Commend  "  is  itself  a  loose  word.  It  repre- 
sents a  Greek  word  meaning  to  praise  (Luke 
xvi.  8);  another  Greek  word,  meaning  to 
introduce  to  the  favourable  notice  of  (Rom. 
xvi.  i),  as  in  "letters  commendatory."  On 
all  grounds,  therefore,  it  would  be  better  to 
use  "commit : ''  on  this  ground  above  all,  that 
it  shows  how  completely  Christ  was  one  with 
us  in  His  proper  humanity,  both  in  life  and 
in  dying.  Tiiis  last  correction  has  somehow 
been  left  unmade  in  the  revised  version. 

But  the  principle  touches  even  deeper 
questions.  What  is  atonement,  and  what  is 
the  teaching  of  the  New  Testament  in 
relation  to  it?  I  turn  to  Cruden  and  find  to 
my  surprise  that  while  the  word  occurs 
frequently  in  the  Old  Testament,  it  occurs 
only  once  in  the  New.  I  turn  to  the  passage 
in  the  New  (Rom.  v.  11)  and  on  consulting 
the  commentators,  find  that  the  Greek  word 
does  not  mean  Atonement — but  reconcili- 
ation. And  so  I  am  led  to  wonder  whether 
atonement  is  an  Old  Testament  doctrine 
only.  I  happen  to  know  that  in  the  Old 
Testament  "  reconciliation  for  sin "  is  a 
common  phrase,  and  is,  in  fact,  everywhere 
the  same  as  atonement  I  turn  to  Cruden 
and  find  that  the  phrase  is  once  used  in  the 
New  Testament  (Heb.  ii.  17):  but  still  I    ,. 
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wonder.  It  occurs  lo  me  to  turn  to  "  propi- 
tiation : "  and  now  I  find  that  there  is 
"  propitiation  "  in  the  New  Testament  but 
not  in  the  Old,  and  I  wonder  again  whether 
atonement  is  the  doctrine  of  the  one  cove- 
nant and  propitiation  of  the  other,  and  if  so, 
how  they  differ  ?  The  fact  is — as  I  learn  in 
the  end — -that  atonement  and  reconciliation 
for  sin  and  propitiation  are  always  renderings 
of  one  and  the  same  Greet  and  Hebrew 
word.  The  evil  is  that  the  Old  Testament 
translators  of  the  A.V.  never  once  met  or 
consulted  the  New  Testament  translators — 
nor  did  the  two  companies  that  divided  the 
New  Testament  between  them.  How  im- 
portant words,  common  to  both  economies, 
and  to  two  parts  of  the  same  economy,  were 
to  be  rendered,  was  never  settled  at  all. 
And  the  result  is  that  the  merely  English 
reader  must  turn  to  commentators  or  to 
Greek  to  ascertain. truths,  which  might  have 
been  made  perfectly  clear  to  him  in  his 
mother  tongue. 

"  The  Satisfaction  "  of  Christ  is  an  ex- 
pression that  has  been  earnestly  questioned 
and  as  earnestly  defended.  Many  who  turn 
with  tender  admiration  to  contemplate  His 
self-denying  love,  the  self-sacrifice  of  a  life 
that  ended  on  the  Cross,  shrink  from  speak- 
ing of  "satisfaction"  as  dishonouring  to 
God  and  as  unsanctioned  by  Scripture.  It  is 
not  to  be  found,  it  is  said,  in  the  New 
Testament  at  all.  And  yet,  it  is  found, 
"  Thou  shalt  take  no  satisfaction  for  the  life 
of  a  murderer;  he  shall  be  surely  put  to 
death."  (Numb,  xxxv,  31,  32.}  The  Greek 
of  the  word  rendered  "  satisfaction  "  is  always 
rendered  in  the  New  Testament  "  ransom  ; " 
and  the  Hebrew  word  is  a  form  of  the 
word  rendered  "  atonement."  He  gave  His 
life  "a  ransom"  for  many — He  gave  Him- 
self "a  ransom  "  for  all.  I  am  not  touching 
on  doctrinal  discussion,  I  "only  note  how 
important  it  is  that,  when  great  questions 
come  up,  our  English  Scriptures  should  guide 
the  inquiries  of  all  who  wish  to  understand 
them,  and  how  impossible  while  "  sameness 
of  phrasing"  is  not  only  overlooked,  but 
formally  condemned. 

"  Hell  "  is  another  of  the  words  that  have 
received  attention  in  modem  controversy. 
It  represents  two  entirely  different  expres- 
sions in  Greek  :  the  one,  Hades,  means  the  un- 
seen world — the  world  into  which  all  go  when 
they  die — comprising  the  state  or  abode  of  the 
good  and  bad  alike,  of  Abraham  and  of  Dives ; 
the  other,  Gehenna  (Matt,  x,  a8;  Luke  xii,  5), 
or  the  Gehenna  of  fire  (Matt.  v.  22,  xviii,  9; 
l^Iark  ix.  47),  the  place  of  punishment,  once 


called  Tartarus  (2  Pet.  ii.  4).  Everywhere 
in  Greek  this  distinction  is  preserved ;  and 
everywhere  in  the  Authorised  Version  the 
two  are  confiiunded. 

In  the  same  way  there  are  in  New  Testa- 
ment Greek  two  temples,  two  kinds  of  re- 
pentance, at  least  two  of  devil  and  devils, 
two  "wills,"  two  "  shalls,"  two  "  oi^hts," 
two  "  woulds,"  and  in  each  case  only  one 
in  the  English,  though  the  meaning  of  each 
materially  differs,  and  it  is  generally  quite 
possible  to  express  both.  "Destruction" 
represents  a  dozen  Greek  words,  as  does 
"  desire  "  and  many  more.  A  whole  science 
of  preaching  might  be  gathered  from  the 
different  Greek  words  that  express  it,  and 
yet  nearly  all  are  translated  by  the  same 
word,  "  preach,"  to  the  concealment  of  the 
truth  and  the  loss  of  the  ministry.  On  the 
other  hand,  eternal  and  everlasting;  im- 
pute, count,  account;  covenant  and  testa- 
ment, and  many  more — each  set  are  trans- 
lations of  one  and  the  same  Greek  word, 
occurring  in  the  same  context,  and  gene- 
rally without  any  intimation  that  there  is  no 
change  in  the  original. 

Or  again. 

I  want  to  learn  the  teaching  of  Scripture 
on  ordain  and  ordination.  The  English  word 
itself  I  soon  find  has  two  meanings.  To 
ordain  to  office,  its  ecclesiastical  meaning; 
and  to  ordain  to  eternal  life,  or  to  holiness, 
its  theological  meaning.  It  is  unfortunate,  to 
begin  with,  that  the  same  English  word  "  or- 
dain "  has  meanings  so  widely  different ;  but 
I  classify  the  passages  and  get  a  general  idea 
of  the  distinction .  In  the  ecclesiastical  sense 
I  find  that  Christ  ordained  twelve  that  they 
should  be  with  Him,  and  that  He  might  send 
them  forth  to  preach  {Mark  iii.  14).  He 
Himself  speaks  of  them  as  chosen  and  or- 
dained  (John  xv.  16).  Similarly  Paul  de- 
scribes himself  as  ordained  a  preacher  and  an 
apostle  (i  Tim.  ii.  7),  as  priests  were  ordained 
to  offer  sacrifices  (Heb.  viii,  3).  Thus,  also, 
the  apostles  ordained  them  elders  in  every 
church,  and  commended  them  to  the  Lord 
(Acts  xiv.  23) ;  as  when  Judas  fell  it  was 
decided  that  one  should  be  ordained  as  a 
witness,  to  take  his  bishoprick  (Acts  i.  aa). 
Apparently  all  were  "  in  orders — priests,"  and 
disciples,  and  apostles,  Matthias  and  Paul. 
So  much  seems  clear. 

In  the  same  way  Christ  is  said  to  have 
been  ioK-erdatned  before  the  foundation  of 
the  world — as  the  lamb  slain  (i  Pet.  i.  ao), 
as  Christians  are  forc-ordained  to  be  holy 
(Eph.  ii.  10) ;  just  as  that  which  was  ordained 
into  life  tends  sometimes  unto  death  (Rom. 
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vii,  lo),  and  as  ungodly  men  "  were  before 
of  old  ordained  to  cond  em  nation  "  (Jude  4' 

Here  are  ten  passages.  The  first  si 
speak  of  ordination  to  oflice ;  the  last  four  of 
ordination  to  suffering,  to  holiness,  to  death, 
and  to  condemnation.  In  only  two  passages 
is  the  same  Greek  word  used,  and,  in  no 
single  passage  does  the  word  mean  ordina- 
tion at  all,  in  either  sense  ! 

In  John  XV.  16,  and  in  i  Tim.  ii.  7,  the 
true  rendering  is  appointed ;  in  Heb.  viii.  3, 
it  is  appointed  or  instituted ;  in  Mark  iii.  14, 
it  is  appointed  or  made ;  in  Acts  xiv,  33,  it 
is  appointed  (perhaps  on  a  show  of  hands — 
see  Gr.  of  3  Cor.  viii.  19) ;  and  in  Acts  i.  32, 
there  is  no  equivalent,  beyond  be  01  become. 

In  I  Peter  i.  20,  the  word  ys  foreknown ; 
in  Eph.  ii.  10,  it  is  afore  prepared  for ;  in 
Rom.  vii.  10,  there  is  no  word  in  the  original; 
and  in  Jude  4,  the  Greek  means  simply  set 
forth  for,  or  afore  described  as  subject  to 
condemnation  (see  v.  14]. 

If  it  had  been  the  intention  to  confound 
and  mislead,  no  surer  method  could  have 
been  devised  for  securing  that  result. 

£Isewhere,to  increase  the  confusion,  ordain 
is  used  for  other  and  different  words :  God 
hath  ordained  (generally  commanded,  or 
ordered),  that  they  which  preach  the  Gospel 
should  live  of  the  Gospel  (1  Cor.  ix.  14) ;  the 
decrees  were  ordained  (generally  judged,  01 
decided)  by  the  Apostles,  &c.  (Acts  xvi.  4) ; 
vben  these  things  were  thus  ordained  ^^- 
nm\\y  prepared),  Heb.  ix.  6,  In  short  the 
word  is  never  used  to  describe  the  technical 
ecclesiastical  act,  called  ordination.  And 
the  theel^^al  sense  of  the  word  ordain,  is 
found  only  in  Acts  x.  42,  xvii.  31 ;  in  i  Cor. 
ii.  7,  and  probably  in  Acts  xiii.  48.  To  com- 
plete the  passages,  however,  we  need  to  add 
those  in  which  determinate  (Acts  ii.  23),  and 
determined  before  (Acts  iv.  28),  and  forms 
of  predestinate,  are  found  (Rom.  viii.  29,  30; 
Eph.  i.  5,  It).  In  Greek  these  are  all  forms 
of  "ordain"  in  the  theological  sense,  and 
that  word  ought  to  have  been  used  instead  of 
predestination,  or  predestination  ought  to 
have  been  used  in  every  passage.  In  any 
case  the  subject  is  mysterious ;  with  an 
English  authorised  version,  the  merely  Eng- 
lish reader  cannot  even  find  the  proof  pas- 
sages where  the  doctrine  is  revealed. 

A  form  of  the  word  translated  predestine, 
fore-ordain,  it  may  be  added,  is  used  in  two 
passages  (Acts  xiii.  2,  "  Sejiarate  me  Barna- 
bas and  Saul,"  and  Rom.  i.  i,  "separated 
unto  the  Gospel  of  God."  Comp.  Col,  i.  15), 
when  the  idea  of  setting  apart  to  a  particular 
work  is  intended,  not  unlike  "ordination" 


to  oflice.  These  passages  supply  a  connect- 
ing link  between  the  two  meanings  of  the 
English  word  ordain. 

From  these  examples  it  will  be  seen  at  once 
how  misleading  is  the  principle,  "different 
Greek  words — in  this  case  a  dozen  of  them — 
translated  by  the  same  English  word ;  and 
the  same  Greek  word  by — at  least  three — dif- 
ferent English  words." 

Two  illustrations  more  to  explain  the 
principle  of  "  sameness  of  phrasing  "  and  to 
meet  adverse  criticism.  "  Bring  us  not  into 
temptation  "  is  the  rendering  in  the  Lord's 
Prayer.  "Why  change?"  it  is  said;  "and 
surely  bring  is  too  strong."  And  yet  "  bring  " 
is  the  woid,  not  "lead;"  and  "bring"  is 
everywhere  the  rendering  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment, except  in  this  passage.  "  We  brought 
nothing  into  this  world,  neither  can  we  carry 
anything  out  " — not  "lead,"  surely.  "  Bring" 
is  no  doubt  a  stronger  word  than  "  lead  ; " 
but  translators  cannot  help  that  if  it  is  a  true 
rendering.  In  the  Old  Testament,  more- 
over, it  is  of  very  frequent  use,  "  Thou 
hast  tried  us.  Thou  broughiest  us  into  the 
net :  .  .  .  .  and  Thou  broughiest  us  into  a 
wealthy  place  "  (Psalm  Ixvi.  10,11).  "Thou 
hast  brought  me  into  the  dust  of  death " 
(Psalm  xxii.  15).  "  I  will  Mn^  you  into  the 
wilderness,  and  there  will  I  ple^  with  you 
face  to  face"  (Ezek.  xx.  35).  The  Greek 
of  the  Lord's  Prayer  is  even  stronger  than 
the  Greek  of  these  passages.  Similarly, 
objection  is  taken  to  the  change  of  "  charity" 
into  "  love  "  in  i  Cor.  xiii.  "  How  charity 
has  come  to  be  ennobled,"  it  is  said,  "  by  that 
chapter.  Surely  '  love '  is  too  sensuous  and 
earthly."  But,  again,  "  love "  is  the  usual, 
the  all  but  universal  rendering.  To  love  our 
neighbours  as  ourselves  is  half  the  law.  To 
love  the  brotherhood  is  half  the  gospel.  Is 
this  love  a  passion,  a  sentiment?  It  is  more. 
It  is  a  moral  emotion,  a  Christian  grace, 
with  all  the  practical  qualities  which  the 
chapter  describes.  To  put  "charity"  in 
that  chapter  is  to  rob  "  love  "  of  some  of  its 
noblest  lessons,  and  to  leave  the  "love  "of 
the  gospel  only  half  explained.  Every  con- 
sideration, except  familiarity  of  sound,  re- 
quires the  same  rendering  in  i  Cor.  as  in 
I  John ;  and  familiarity  of  sound  will  come 
with  time  and  use. 

How  essential  this  sameness  of  rendering 
is  to  understand  the  peculiarities  of  St.  Paul's 
thoughts  and  the  arguments  of  his  Epistles, 
it  is  not  necessary  to  show.  His  style 
abounds  in  the  repetition  of  catch-words, 
which  suggest  the  course  of  thought  in  each 
Epistle,  and  call  aitention  t<^  j^r^l^pas- 
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sages  in  his  various  Epistles.  A  single  word 
^KaT<i/>y«i>>)  occurs  six  times  in  the  Epistle  to 
the  Romans  and  nine  times  in  the  First 
Epistle  to  the  .Corinthians.  The  Authorised 
Version  translates  it  by  five  different  words 
in  the  Romans,  and  by  seven  different  words 
in  the  First  Episde  to  the  Corinthians,  none 
of  the  renderings  in  the  two  Epistles  being 
the  same.  And  yet  the  force  of  the  argu- 
ment turns  upon  it  in  both. 

What  English  reader  can  tell  the  three 
ambitions,  the  three  aims,  the  three  paints 
of  honour  of  the  Apostle  ?  The  first  is,  that 
whether  present  or  absent  he  may  be  weil 
pleasing  to  Christ  (3  Cor.  v.  9,  translated 
labour) ;  the  second  is  to  preach  the  gospel 
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in  regions  where  as  yet  it  was  unknown 
(Rom.  XV.  20,  translated  have  I  strtved)  ; 
and  the  third  is,  that  all  Christian  men 
should  not  only  love  one  another,  but 
abound  in  that  grace,  and  in  the  practical 
manifestation  of  it,  doing  their  own  business, 
and,  if  need  be,  working  with  their  own 
hands  (i  Thess.  iv.  11,  translated  studying  to 
be  quiet,  &c.}.  The  labour  and  sfrife  and 
study  disconnect  the  thoughts,  and  even  fail 
to  give  the  meaning. 

The  neglect  of  "  sameness  of  phrasing  "  in 
the  Authorised  Version  is  itself  a  suRident 
reason  for  Revision.  It  conceals  the  truth 
and  it  misleads,  not  in  a  score  of  passages, 
but  in  hundreds. 
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CAROLINE  of  Brunswick  is  not  one  of 
the  sweetest  names  in  Euglish  histoiy, 
though  whatever  may  be  thought  of  some  of 
the  charges  brought  against  her,  there  can 
be  no  doubt  that  she  was  exceedingly  fooUsh 
and  indiscreet.  Yet  she  deserves  pity. 
She  was  both  ill -trained  and  defectively 
instructed.  Little  was  done  whilst  she 
was  young  to  instil  definite  religious  prin- 
ciples into  her  mind,  and  from  her  father, 
Duke  Carl  Friedrich,  a  brave  and  hand- 
some, but  looEe>principled  man,  she  in- 
herited the  daring  spirit  which,  in  her,  de- 
generated into  recklessness;  from  her  mother, 
the  Princess  Augusta,  daughter  of  Frederick, 
Prince  of  Wales,  a  kind-hearted  woman,  but 
utterly  unfit  to  discharge  the  duties  of  a 
parent,  she  inherited  thoughtlessness,  frivo- 
lity, and  insensibility,  and  she  became  the 
wife  of  one  of  the  meanest  and  most  sensual 
princes  in  Europe.  Naturally  bright,  clever, 
witty,  had  circumstances  been  favourable, 
she  might  have  become  the  centre  of  both 
fashion  and  culture.  One  can  but  think 
that  there  must  have  been  great  possibiliries 
in  a  girl  who,  when  not  yet  twelve  years  old, 
could  reply  to  the  question  put  by  her 
governess  during  a  lesson  in  natural  history, 
"  In  what  country  is  the  lion  to  be  found  ?  " 
"  Well,  I  should  say,  you  may  find  him  in 
the  heart  of  a  Brunswicker;"  or  who,  when 
told  that  it  was  not  fitting  for  so  young  a 
lady  to  have  opinions  of  htf  own,  observed, 
"  People  without  opinions  of  their  own  are 


like  those  barren  tracts  which  will  not  grow 
grass!" 

Bom  in  May,  1768,  she  died  on  the  7th 
of  August,  iSai.  Her  body  was  conveyed 
to  Brunswick,  where  it  now  lies  in  the  crypt 
of  the  cathedral,  between  her  father,  who 
was  killed  at  the  battle  of  Jena,  and  her 
brother,  who  fell  fighting  at  the  head  of  the 
Black  Brunswickers  at  Waterloo.* 

But  now  I  must  set  about  the  fulfilment  of 
my  task,  which  is  to  describe  the  home  of 
the  unfortunate  Caroline,  the  city  of  Bruns- 
wick. One  of  the  greatest  German  autho- 
rities on  the  architecture  of  the  Middle 
Ages  speaks  of  it  as,  next  to  Cologne  and 
Niimberg,  the  most  interesting  city  of  Ger- 
many. .\nd  this  judgment  is  true.  Indeed. 
as  far  as  regards  its  domestic  architecture,  I 
should  be  inclined  to  place  it  at  least  on  an 
equality  with,  if  not  above,  Niimberg,  and 
certainly  above  Cologne ;  but  both  the  latter 
cities  excel  it  in  their  churches.  If  the 
traveller  will  leave  the  railway  station  on 
foot,  and  look  to  the  right  and  to  the  left, 
he  will  at  once  be  struck  by  the  beauty  of 
the  immediate  surroundings  of  Brunswick, 
The  former  moats  and  fortificarions  have  been 
converted  into  beautiful  promenades,  which 
form  a  zone  of  green  sward  and  vegetation 
entirely  round  the  inner  city.  Through  or  on 
the  outside  of  this  promenade  flows  the  river 
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Ocker,  so  that  in  summer- time  one  can 
.  cither  row  or  steam  in  a  miniature  steamer 
completely  round  the  place,  sometimes  losing 
sight  of  the  houses  altogether,  sometimes 
passing  beautiful  gardens  sloping  down  to 
the  river-edge,  and  frequently  getting  charm- 
ing glimpses  of  churches  and  gables.  Many 
other  old  German  towns  have  promenades 
on  the  site  of  the  former  fortifications,  but 
not  one,  so  far  as  I  am  aware,  can  boast  of 
a  promenade  completely  separating  the  old 
town  from  its  suburbs  and  bordered  or  inter- 
sected by  a  semi -navigable  river.  There  is 
little  doubt  that  the  place  first  began  to 
flourish  under  Henry  the  Lion,  who,  in  1166, 
set  up  in  front  of  hig  castle,  Dank  ward  erode, 
the  bronze  lion  which  now  stands  near  the 
Dom,  the  symbol  of  his  authority.  The 
Braunschweigers  have  always  clung  with 
great  affection  to  this  relic  of  their  history. 
Even  as  early  as  1300  the  aouncil  of  the 
portion  of  the  city  in  which  it  is  situated 
entered  in  their  archives  the  admonition, 
"  Let  him  who  then  lives  see  that  the  Lion- 
stone  does  not  fall."  In  1812  the  French 
were  strongly  disposed  to  carry  it  off  along 
with  the  other  art  treasures  which  they  stole, 
but  were  restrained  by  the  assurance  that  to 
do  so  would  cause  a  riot. 

But  as  ray  business  is  not  to  write  a 
hbtory  of  the  town  but  to  describe  it  as  it  now 
is,  we  will  at  once  set  out  on  our  ramble. 

In  a  general  way  I  am  not  very  parrial  to 
palaces,  especially  when  they  are  modem, 
and  more  especially  when  they  are  in  the 
classical  style,  as  is  that  of  the  Duke  of 
Brunswick.  Still,  this  must  be  allowed  to  be 
an  imposing  edifice,  and  is  counted  the 
finest  of  the  kind  in  Germany.  It  is  the 
third,  or  possibly  the  fourth,  that  has  stood 
on  the  site.  One  was  burnt  down  in  1830, 
and  its  successor  was  nearly  destroyed  in 
1865.  The  interior  is  decorated  with  great 
magnificence,  the  carving  in  mahogany  and 
oak  in  the  private  apartments  of  the  duke 
being  especially  fine.  But  to  me  the  chief 
features  were  the  equestrian  statues  of  the 
Dukes  Carl  Wilhelm  and  Friedrich  Wilhelm, 
both  of  copper,  and  both  thoroughly  artistic 
productions;  and  the  quadriga  which  sur- 
mounts the  centre  of  the  palace.  This  latter 
consists  of  a  colossal  femde  figure  designated 
Brunonia,  driving  a  triumphal  chariot  drawn 
by  four  horseS)  a  really  splendid  and  majestic 
work  of  art. 

A  little  distance  from  the  palace  is  the 
museum,  which  comprises  both  works  of  art 
and  a  collection  of  weapons  of  war.  The 
building   consists  of  a  quadrangle,   across 


which,  from  the  side  facing  the  Bohlweg  to 
the  back,  stretches  a  former  church.  The 
collection  of  arms  is  located  in  the  church — 
an  arrangement  ver}'  suggestive  of  reflection, 
though  not  adopted  with  that  intention. 
Several  old  churches  in  Brunswick  have  been 
converted  to  secular  purposes.  The  natural 
history  coUecrion  used  to  be  located  here, 
but  was  removed  a  few  years  ago  to  the 
Poiytahnicum,  Originally  the  art  museum 
was  much  richer  than  it  is  now,  but  during 
the  rule  of  the  French,  at  the  beginning  of 
the  present  century,  many  of  the  most  valu- 
able pictures  and  other  things  were  either 
transferred  to  Paris  or  sold — after  the  man- 
ner of  the  French.  Some,  but  only  some, 
were  restored  in  1S14,  It  is  still,  however, 
quite  worthy  of  a  lengthened  and  careful 
examination.  The  collection  of  majolica 
ware  is  considered  the  most  interesting  in 
Germany  next  to  that  of  Berlin — than  which, 
in  fact,  it  is  considerably  larger,  in  the 
curiosity  department,  one's  eye  is  at  once 
arrested  by  a  pyramidal  clodc,  the  work  of 
Hobrecht,  who  constructed  the  celebrated 
clock  in  the  Strasburg  minster.  A  sloping 
gallery  runs  round  the  outside  of  the  pyramid, 
from  the  apex  to  the  bottom,  and  along  this 
a  small  bullet  rolls  every  minute.  A  beau- 
tiful crucifix  should  be  noted — ivory  on 
ebony — which  was  formerly  ascribed  to 
Michel  Angelo,  but  is  probably  the  work  of 
Giovanni  di  Bologna.  The  pearl  of  the 
collection  is,  however,  the  so-called  Mantuan 
onyx.  With  its  lid,  foot,  handle,  and  spout 
of  gold,  it  looks  like  a  coffee-pot.  The  body, 
however,  consists  of  a  single  onyx,  on  which 
the  prominent  features  of  a  country  festival 
in  honour  of  Priapus  and  Ceres  have  been 
cut.  The  manner  in  which  the  artist  has 
succeeded  in  using  the  light-coloured  veins 
of  the  stone  for  his  figures,  leaving  the  dark 
parts  to  form  the  background,  is  in  the 
highest  degree  wonderful.  To  the  skill 
exhibited  in  this  arrangement  and  in  the 
cutting,  and  to  the  beauty  and  perfection  of 
the  stone,  is  doubtless  chiefly  due  the 
enormous  value  set  upon  the  vessel.  Con- 
jecture attributes  it  to  an  ancient  Greek 
artist,  and  supposes  it  to  have  been  designed 
for  use  in  libations ;  but  exact  information 
on  the  subject  has  hitherto  failed. 

The  story  of  this  onyx  forms  quite  a  little 
romance. 

After  the  storming  of  Mantua  by  the 
Imperial  troops,  in  1630,  Franz  Albrecht, 
Duke  of  Saxe-Lauenburg,  bought  it  from  one 
of  his  soldiers  for  one  hundred  ducats. 
From  him  it  pass^4  4'"">  ^.  ^''v')^!??'"  *° 
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the  house  of  Brunswick  id  1766.  When 
Napoleon  was  at  the  height  of  his  power, 
and  was  concentrating  by  hook  and  by  crook 
treasures  of  all  kinds  at  Paris,  he  greatly 
desired  to  possess  this  onyx,  and  offered  for 
.it  half  a  million  of  francs,  but  it  was  not 
saleable.  After  the  promulgation  of  the 
decree  abolishing  the  Duchy  of  Brunswick,  in 
1806,  the  ducal  family  took  it,  along  with 
other  precious  things,  to  Gliicksburg,  in 
Holstein,  where  it  was  hidden  for  several 
years.  Napoleon,  however,  having  found 
out  through  his  spies  where  it  wa^,  and  being 
determined  to  get  hold  of  it,  the  then  duke 
resolved  to  send  it  to  England.  But  in 
those  days  this  was  more  easily  said  than 
done,  for  all  the  Continental  ports  were  in 
the  possession  of  the  French,  who  subjected 
every  one  sailing  for  England  to  a  most 
rigid  search.  At  Hamburg  the  jewel  was 
concealed  for  some  time,  wrapped  up  in 
common  paper  under  the  staircase  of  an  old 
Brunswicker,  to  whose  charge  it  was  de- 
livered. At  last  Colonel  Lowengriin,  who 
had  undertaken  to  convey  it  to  its  destina- 
tion, found  the  wished-for  opportunity  of 
sailing,  and  was  on  the  point  of  embarking, 
when  one  of  the  customs  officers  detected  the 
onyx,  took  it  into  his  hands,  and  in  a  sharp 
tone  asked,  "  What  is  this  ?  "  With  won- 
derful presence  of  mind,  though  at  the  cost 
of  truth,  and  without  a  change  of  feature,  the 
colonel  answered  in  Low  German,  "  Dal  is 
min  oiler  kaffee-pot"  (that  is  my  old  coffee- 
pot), and  was  allowed  to  pass.  After  Napo- 
leon's overthrow  it  returned  to  Brunswick, 
but  disappeared  again  when  Duke  Cliarles 
was  driven  out  of  his  duchy  by  the  revolu- 
tion of  1S30,  and  was  almost  counted  for 
lost  till  it  was  found  among  his  treasures 
afler  his  death  at  Geneva,  in  1868.  Soon 
after  that  event  it  was  restored  to  its  proper  ; 
owners  and  place. 

In  the  same  cabinet  may  be  seen  Luther's 
doctor  and  wedding  ring,  and  the  seal  of 
Mary  Stuart,  which  Charles  II,  had  set  in  a 
ring. 

The  picture  gallery  contains  not  far  from 
one  thousand  paintings,  most  of  them,  how- 
ever, of  inferior  value. 

There  is  also  another  museum,  called  the 
Town  or  City  Museum,  which  contains  a 
number  of  very  interesting  objects,  chiefly 
ethnological  and  antiquarian.  Among  other 
things  is  the  box  in  which  Tetzel  kept  the 
money  he  received  for  the  sale  of  letters  of 
absolution.  It  is  not  large,  but  made  of  oak 
strengthened  by  iron  corner-pieces  and  bands. 
In  the  lid,  which  is  fastened  by  a  heavy  pad- 


lock, there  is  a  nick,  through  which  the  de- 
luded purchasers  often  doubtless  dropped 
their  money.  What  a  story  that  box  might 
tell  of  human  hopes  and  fears,  human  super- 
stition and  delusion,  human  heartlessoess  and 
cruelty,  human  perversion  and  deceit,  had  it 
been  able,  by  some  subtle  photographic  or 
phonographic  process,  to  record  what  took 
place  in  its  presence,  and  had  we  the  art  to 
revive  the  faded  scenes  and  sounds  !  In  an 
adjoining  room  arc  relics  of  another  still 
older  and  more  terrible  superstition.  One  of 
the  cases  contains  uras  which  have  been  dug 
up  at  various  times  from  the  foundations  of 
houses.  It  was  a  custom  in  heathen  times  to 
enclose  within  the  foundadons  of  new  edifices 
living  men,  with  the  idea  of  thus  insuring 
their  stability ;  and  these  urns  are  supposed 
to  have  been  the  substitutes  adopted  after 
the  introduction  of  Christianity.  This  at  all 
events  is  thf  explanation  adopted  by  recent 
inquirers.  What  an  infatuation  !  we  exclaim. 
Doubtless,  and  yet  let  us  not  forget  that  in 
some  parts  of  the  world  it  still  keeps  its  hold 
on  men's  minds  in  other  forms,  and  that  if 
we  are  free  from  it,  we  owe  it  to  that  convic- 
tion of  being  in  the  hands  and  under  the  care 
of  a  loving  and  almighty  Father,  which  has 
been  worked  into  the  very  texture  of  our 
spirit  by  the  lifeand  teachings  of  Jesus  Christ, 
But  we  must  hasten  onwards.  The  churches 
of  Brunswick  next  claim  our  attention.  Of 
these  there  are  altogether  twelve  now  in  use 
for  worship,  ten  occupied  by  the  Lutheran, 
one  by  the  Reformed,  and  one,  St.  Nicholas, 
by  the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  I  cannot 
speak  with  great  enthusiasm  about  them. 
There  is  no  denying  that  tiiey  are  large  and, 
in  a  way,  imposing  structures,  but,  with  some 
exceptions,  they  seemed  to  me  to  lack  the  grace 
of  outline  and  grouping  that  one  looks  for 
and  generally  finds  in  the  Gothic  churches  of 
the  great  dries  of  Europe.  The  chief  of  them 
are  built  on  one  pattern,  at  all  events  as  far 
as  the  tower  is  concerned.  This  is  in  the 
form  of  a  right-angled  parallelogram,  abutting 
on  the  front  of  the  nave,  and  dividing,  when 
it  reaches  the  point  of  the  roof,  into  twj 
branches,  which  are,  or  rather  were  meant 
to  be,  surmounted  by  tapering  octagon  spires. 
As  to  the  interiors,  some  are  intrinsically 
ugly,  whilst  all  are  made  ugly  by  the  white- 
wash on  the  walls  and  pillars — by  the  great, 
clumsy,  cattle-pen-like,  dirty  white-painted 
pews,  and  sundry  other  disfigurements.  In 
this  respect,  however,  Brunswick  is  not  sin- 
gular. The  Lutheran  and  Reformed  churches 
generally  in  Germany,  so  far  as  my  observa- 
tion extends,  are  full  of  excrescences  of  one 
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sort  or  another,  I  found  the  Dom,  or  cathe- 
dral, in  process  of  inlernal  restoration  and 
decoration,  but,  owing  to  the  scaffolding, 
could  see  little  of  what  had  been  done.  What 
little  I  did  see  disgusted  me.  The  predo- 
minant colour  even  on  the  ceiling  seemed  to 
be  a  bright  red.  Fancy  a  ceiling,  which 
ought  to  carry  the  eye  upwards  and  suggest 
the  idea  of  distance,  so  coloured  as  to  be 
made  almost  to  touch  one's  head  ! 

The  spires  of  Brunswick  have  not  been 
very  fortunate,  several  of  them  having  been 
burnt  down  once,  or  even  twice.  In  St. 
Andrew's  Church  a  dreadful  bit  of  doggrel 
marks  the  spot  on  the  ceiling  through  wiiich 
one  of  its  spires  fell  when  struck  by  lightning. 
The  following  version  conveys  a  fair  idea  of 
the  inscription  :— 

Down  hcrt  once  fell  We  tpire, 
RyligblningMtonfirc;- 
Vrayet  miifi  to  God  in  need 
Will  ever  confonbned. 

The  connection  between  the  first  two  and 


last  two  lines  I  leave  to  my  readers  to  dis- 
cover. 

The  street  that  runs  alongside  of  this 
church  is  called  the  Krdppd  Slrasse,  and  is 
by  some  said  to  owe  its  name,  Kroppel — 
cripples— to  rich  merchants  who  were  crip- 
ples, and  who  lived  in  the  street.  Some  of 
the  carvings  on  the  side  gables  of  the  church 
are  supposed  to  represent  various  sorts  of 
maimed  and  halt,  and  to  have  been  put  there 
in  memory  of  the  rich  cripples,  by  means  of 
whose  gifts  the  church  was  built.  Others 
adopt  a  more  prosaic  explanation,  both  of 
the  figures,  which  have  no  artistic  value,  and 
of  the  name  of  the  street. 

St.  Catherine's  is  one  of  the  finest  of  the 
churches,  and  is  specially  interesting,  because 
it  shows  traces  of  the  development  through  - 
which  the  Gotliic  style  passed  between  1172, 
when  the  foundation-stone  w-as  laid,  and  the 
sixteenth  century,  when  it  was  completed. 
The  only  very  iipticeable  things  in  the  inte- 
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nor  are  a  picture  of  the  Resurrection  of 
Christ,  in  which  the  artist  has  given  our 
Lord's  right  hand  five  fingers  instead  of  four  ; 
and  the  portraits  of  two  thieves  hung  up  in 
the  crypt,  from  which  they  were  detected 
stealing  valuabies  there  deposited. 

St.  Peter's  may  be  recognised  by  the  pecu- 
liarly dressed  statue  of  its  patron  saint  over 
one  of  the  entrances — 3  statue  supposed  to 
date  from  the  time  of  Henry  the  Lion.  The 
only  thing  that  struck  mc  in  it  was  the  wooden 
statue  of  St.  Peter  supporting  the  pulpit.  I 
was  struck,  however,  comically ;  for  as  every- 
thing of  Peter  but  his  head  and  uplifted  arm 
with  the  keys  in  his  hand  is  concealed  by  the 
back  of  a  pew,  he  suggested  the  idea  of  a 
sacristan  just  popping  up  and  threatening 
some  noisy  boy  or  other. 

Considered  from  an  architectural  point  of 
view  the  Briidern  Kirche  is  one  of  the  purest 
in  style.  It  ori^nally  belonged  to  the  Fran- 
ciscans, hence  its  name,  Briidan,  brethren, 
the  remains  of  whose  cloistered  home  may  be 
seen  alongside  of  the  church.  A  bronze 
font  resting  on  four  male  figures,  who  pour 
water  out  of  water-skins,  which  represent  the 
four  rivers  of  Paradise,  and  decorated  with  six- 
teen lull-length  figures  of  Christ,  the  apostles, 
and  saints ;  and  a  beautiful  sacramental  cup 
of  the  year  1396,  elaborately  embossed  with 
scenes  from  the  life  of  Christ,  are  wortliy  of 
closer  examination.  St  Martin's  possesses  a 
similar  font. 

This  latter  church  is  one  of  the  oldest  in  the 
city,  and  was  at  one  time  the  principal  place 
of  worship.  Its  Gothic  is  of  a  more  decorated 
type  than  that  of  the  rest.  Among  the  notice- 
able things  about  it  is  a  statue  of  Luther  in  a 
niche  of  the  choir,  once  occupied  by  a  Romish 
saint.  Peculiar.too,  are  tlie  names  given  to  the 
three  chief  entrances — the  Bridal  door,  with 
carvings  above  representing  Christ  and  the 
wise  and  foolish  virgins ;  the  Priest's  door, 
surmounted  by  carvings  of  Mary  and  the 
three  kings ;  and  the  Baptismal  door,  with 
the  figure  of  the  Lamb  bearing  a  cross  and  a 
circle,  the  symbol  of  eternity.  Just  in  front 
of  the  entrance  to  the  vestry  is  the  grave- 
stone of  Martin  Chemnitz,  the  great  theolo- 
gian of  the  Reformation,  of  whom  and  Luther 
it  was  said  by  the  Romanists,  "  You  Pro- 
testants have  had  two  Martins ;  if  the  second 
(namely,  Chemnitz)  had  not  lived,  the  first 
would  not  have  stood."  Fastened  to  the 
outside  walls  of  the  church  are  a  good  many 
grave-stones,  some  with  curious  inscriptions. 
On  one  are  carved  two  crabs'  claws  and  a 
hand  with  claws  as  coat-of-arms,  and  under- 
neath the  words,  "  Go,  Daniel,  go  and  rest 


till  the  end  come,  and  rest  that  thou  mayst 
rise  again  in  thy  portion  at  the  end  of  the 
days."  I  could  not  help  wondering  whether 
Daniel's  arms  symbolized  his  character  and 
conduct ;  if  so,  his  chances  of  rest  could  not 
be  very  great. 

Opposite  to  the  right  side  of  St.  Martin's 
Church  is  the  Town  Hall,  which  is  in  some 
respects  the  most  noteworthy  building  in 
Brunswick,  and  is  regarded,  from  an  archi- 
tectural point  of  view,  as  the  most  remark- 
able edifice  of  its  kind  in  Germany.  Though 
probably  begun  before  1253,  it  was  not 
completed  till  146S.  It  consists  of  two 
wings,  which  stand  nearly  at  right  angles  to 
each  other,  both  facing  the  market  Each 
of  the  two  chief  facades  consists  of  two  rows 
of  arches,  the  one  above  the  other.  In  front 
of  each  of  the  upper  pillars  are  two  niches, 
occupied  by  stone  statues  of  the  ancestors  of 
the  house  of  Guelph,  beginning  with  King 
Henry  I.  and  his  second  wife,  Matilda 
(a.d.  936),  and  ending  with  Duke  Otto  and 
his  wife  Matilda  (a.d.  1252).  There  are  two 
halls,  the  larger  remarkable  for  its  ceiling  of 
oak  beams,  decorated  with  Gothic  ara- 
besques of  twenty-four  different  patterns. 
Among  the  thirteen  portraits  of  Brunswick 
and|  other  princes  which  hang  here,  the  only 
one  specially  worthy  of  notice  is  that  of 
Bruno,  the  founder  of  the  city. 

Abutting  on  theRathhaus  x^^zAutonko}, 
a  remarkable  building.  It  owes  its  name  to 
a  chapel  which  was  erected  on  the  site  in 
1374,  as  an  atonement  for  the  eight  coun- 
cillors who  were  slain  by  the  citizens  during 
an  insurrection  in  1374. 

The  house  opposite  the  Town  Hall 
(No.  8)  was  built  in  1690  by  the  Frciherr 
Stechinelli  von  Wickenburg,  whose  story  is 
full  of  romance.  Whilst  George  William, 
Duke  of  Celle,  was  travelling  in  Italy,  he 
was  accosted  one  day  by  a  beggar-boy,  to 
whom  he  gave  a  piece  of  money,  and  drove 
on  in  his  carriage.  When  the  boy  looked  at 
what  he  had  received,  he  found  it  was  a 
gold  instead  of  a  copper  coin,  and  thinking 
a  mistake  had  been  made,  ran  after  the 
donor,  till  at  last  with  great  trouble  he 
managed  to  overtake  him.  So  pleased  was 
the  duke  with  the  boy's  honesty  and  looks 
that  he  offered  him  a  place  in  his  suite — an 
offer  which  was  only  too  gladly  acceptcd- 
At  Venice,  whither  the  lad  accompanied  his 
benefactor,  he  was  the  means  of  discovering  a 
plot  to  murder  the  duke,  who  then,  out  of 
gratitude,  resolved  to  become  his  protector 
for  life.  Returned  to  Germany,  he  had  him 
educated,   conferred  ,upon    him  _ 
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favours,  and  at  last  ennobled  him  and  made 
him  Postmaster- General.  On  the  outside 
of  the  house  there  is  still  to  be  seen 
coat-of-arms,  which  consists  of  a  beggar's 
cap,  rosettes,  and  stars  ;  and  inside  haogs  a 
portrait,  representing  him  as  a  beggar-boy. 
The  stone  figure  of  the  beggar-boy  at  the 
corner  of  the  house  was  placed  there  some 
few  years  ago. 

As  yet  I  have  said  nothing  about  the 
houses,  which  are  as  characteristic  a  feature 
of  Brunswick  as  any ;  but  here  the  difficulty 
is  to  know  where  to  begin,  and,  having 
begun,  to  know  where  to  stop.  The  old 
houses,  at  all  events,  are  almost  all  built  of 
brown  stone,  several  stories  high,  each  over- 
hanging the  one  below,  with  good  solid 
timber-work,  in  many  cases  handsomely 
carved.     Some  are  strikingly  imposing. 

Many  of  the  carvings  represent  long-for- 
gotten customs  and  habits,  and  are  deserving 
of  careFul  study.  Inscriptions  on  the  beams 
are  nothing  like  so  general  as  at  Celle ;  but 
I  noted  several  very  characteristic  ones.    On 


a  house  now  occupied  by  a  dealer  in  choco- 
late and  sweets  are  the  words,  in  Latin, 
"Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  Me;"  it 
was  once  a  school.  On  another,  dated 
1584,  now  converted  into  a  beerhouse,  is 
the  inscription,  in  Latin,  "  God  is  my  refuge 
and  confidence.  Divine  power  plays  its 
part  in  human  affairs,  and  certain  reliance 
can  scarcely  be  placed  even  on  the  present 

The  visitor  to  Brunswick  must  be  careful 
not  to  overlook  the  beautiful  fountains,  the 
monuments  to  Schill,  Leasing,  and  Gauss,  the 
celebrated  mathematician  and  astronomer, 
and  the  garden  of  Campe,  the  author  of  the 
German  "  Robinson  Crusoe." 

Much  still  remains  to  be  told.  The  city 
is  full  of  old  traditions  and  stories,  but  I 
have  already  tried  ray  readers'  patience  too 
long,  and  will  close  with  the  wish  that  they 
may  soon  Jiave  an  opportunity  of  seeing  with 
the  bodily  eye  all  and  more  than  alt  I  have 
feebly  endeavoured  to  summon  up  before  the 
eye  of  the  mind. 
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SUCH  a  little  rooml  so  dusty,  so  hot] 
Let  me  try  to  describe  it  In  one 
comer  was  a  bed,  a  bed  which  was  not  made 
up,  but  was  dirty  and  musty,  and  spread,  not 
on  any  comfortable  mattress,  but  on  the 
floor.  Opposite  the  bed  was  a  cracked 
looking-glass,  a  glass  so  all  over  cracks  and 
irregularities  that  little  Tom,  who  lay  in  the 
bed,  never  dared  look  in  it;  it  made  him 
appear  so  crooked.  There  was  a  small 
grate,  but  no  fire  in  it ;  that  was  rather  a 
comfort,  as  the  day  was  so  hot.  Near  tlie 
empty  grate  was  a  three-legged  stool,  and  I 
think  that  was  all  the  furniture  in  the  room, 
if  I  except  a  cup  and  saucer,  and  plate,  which 
were  placed  for  safety  on  a  high  shelf  against 
the  wall.  That  was  the  furniture,  and  the 
occupatit  was  Tom — Tom  who  lay  in  the 
dirty,  musty  bed. 

He  was  a  very  little  boy,  with  a  small, 
thin,  discontented  face.  It  was  scarcely  to 
be  wondered  that  he  was  discontented,  for 
he  was  ill.  He  was  so  ill  that  he  could  not 
leave  the  comfortless  room,  or  the  still  more 
comfortless  bed.  He  was  ill,  and  he  was 
alone ;  he  had  no  story-books  to  read,  and 


no  nice  food,  and  no  kind  playmates  to  come 
in  and  amuse  him ;  and,  saddest  of  all,  his 
mother,  who  would  have  done  her  best  for 
him  and  never  forsaken  him,  was  dead,  and 
his  father  was  not  the  sort  of  man  to  trouble 
his  head  as  to  how  Tom  passed  his  day. 
Tom  had  been  an  invalid  and  sickly  since 
his  birth  ;  but  no  one  had  ever  gone  to  the 
trouble  to  try  to  get  him  admitted  to  a 
children's  hospital ;  so  no  kind  doctors  or 
nurses  had  ever  tried  to  make  him  better. 
He  was  accustomed  to  being  ill  now,  and 
supposed  that  he  should  be  so  always. 

He  was  not  a  pleasant  little  sick  boy ;  the 
sufferings  he  had  undergone  had  neither  im- 
proved his  temper  nor  elevated  his  mind. 
With  other  children  he  was  very  fractious, 
very  disagreeable.  Some  sick  children  are 
forbearing  and  gentle  with  their  fellows;  but 
Tom  was  not  one  of  these.  Consequently 
the  boys  and  girls  in  the  London  alley  where 
he  lived  avoided  him.  Finding  that  he  had 
no  sympathy  with  their  games,  their  quarrels, 
their  loves,  they  never  came  near  him. 
There  was  no  child  in  all  the  alley  to  feel 
pity  for  Tom.  They  were  selfish,  as  all  utterly 
untaught,  ignorant  children  generally'  are, 
and  they  left  poor,  sick,  sad  Tom  to  his  fate. 
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He  used  to  hear  them  down  below  in  the 
court;  he  used  to  hear  their  ringing  laughter 
and  merry  words,  and  as  he  hstened  to  the 
mirth  in  which  he  could  not  join  he  grew 
more  and  more  bitter  in  his  poor  little  mind. 
This  bitterness  of  heart  grew  into  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face,  it  formed  lines  round 
his  thin  lips,  and  took  the  childishness  from 
his  eyes ;  he  was  fast  becoming  one  of  those 
saddest  of  all  God's  creatures — a  child  with- 
out a  child's  heart. 

Tom's  father  was  one  of  those  wretched 
men  who  think  nothing  of  the  Divine  rela- 
tionship which  binds  them  to  their  child. 
Provided  the  child  had  food  and  shelter  after 
a  certain  fashion,  he  considered  his  duty 
done  towards  him.  As  to  the  mind  of  his 
child,  he  never  gave  it  a  thought.  He  had 
never,  indeed,  given  a  thought  to  his  own 
mind,  and  now  it  was  almost  gone,  swallowed 
up  by  the  love  of  drink,  and  the  love  of  ail 
other  forms  of  evil. 

Tom  was  rather  afraid  of  bis  father ;  but 
when  the  father  swore  in  his  presence,  he 
stored  up  the  wicked  words  in  his  heart,  to 
use  them  himself  by-and-by.  Thus  he  was 
growing  worse  both  in  body  and  in  mind.  He 
was  being  educated,  it  was  true— for  living 
is  alone  an  education;  but  just  then  it  was 
altogether  the  devil's  education. 

The  change  for  little  Tom,  the  turning- 
point— in  short,  the  stretching  out  of  the 
loving  hand  of  Christ,  to  draw  him  into  the 
fold — came  about  in  a  singular  manner. 

One  day,  in  the  middle  of  the  hot  month 
of  August,  he  was  stretched  on  his  dirty  bed, 
and  was  feeling  in  all  respects  his  worst.  He 
had  gone  through  a  bad  night,  a-  night  in 
which,  without  exactly  suffering  pain,  he  could 
scarcely  sleep.  He  had  awakened  in  the 
morning  from  what  uncomfortable  slumber 
he  could  obtain  in  a  thoroughly  crooked 
state  of  mind — there  is  no  other  word  to 
express  the  true  state  of  the  poor  little 
fellow's  feelings.  In  this  state  he  was  more 
than  usually  fractious  to  the  neighbour  who 
came  up  every  morning  from  a  room  down- 
stairs to  attend  to  him.  She  was  not  a  very 
nice  woman ;  but  she  would  have  been  fairly 
kind  to  Tom  if  he  would  have  let  her.  He 
wasj  however,  as  I  have  said,  by  no  means  a 
pleasant  child,  and  the  fact  of  his  being  sick 
could  not  alone  enlist  her  sympathies.  To- 
day he  was  very  cross ;  he  refused  to  touch 
the  breakfast  she  had  provided  for  him,  and 
when,  an  hour  later,  she  sent  it  up  again  by 
her  daughter  and  the  youngest  baby,  he 
made  faces  at  the  little  messenger  and 
pinched  the  baby  until  he  roared.     The 


woman  down-stairs  would  have  nothing  more 
to  say  to  Tom  that  day  after  this,  and  now 
he  was  left  ail  alone,  feeling  very  cross,  very 
miserable,  and  by  this  time  very  hungry. 

He  could  hear  the  boys  and  girls  playing 
and  quarrelling  in  the  court  below.  How 
he  did  long  to  join  them — how  hard  seemed 
his  fate !  At  last,  tired  from  his  bad  night 
and  uncomfortable  morning,  he  dropped 
asleep.  He  awoke  after  an  hour  or  so, 
somewhat  refreshed,  to  hear  steps  pausing  at 
his  door — hurried,  light,  child  steps.  Tom 
felt  his  heart  beat ;  he  was  tired  of  being 
alone ;  be  hoped  they  would  not  go  away. 
They  did  not ;  they  paused  outside  the 
door.  Presently  the  door  was  pushed  a  tiny 
bit  open,  then  a  little  hand  was  seen,  then  a 
small  naked  foot;  foot  and  hand  were 
quickly  followed  by  a  rough  head  and  small, 
dirty  face,  and  the  next  moment  a  little  girl, 
of  about  Tom's  age,  entered  the  room.  She 
was  a  very  ragged  child  indeed ;  even  Tom 
felt  that  he  was  gazing  at  a  worse  specimen 
of  the  race  than  he  had  ever  seen  before. 
She  was  dressed  in  what  looked  like  a  bag 
made  of  carpet ;  there  was  a  hole  for  the 
neck,  and  two  holes  for  the  sleeves.  The 
little  girl's  arms  were  quite  naked,  and  so 
were  her  legs  from  the  knees  down.  Her 
head  was  all  over  short  black  hair,  which 
stood  upright ;  her  eyes  were  very  dark  and 
bright. 

"  Well,  you're  a  rum  'un,  you  ere  ! "  said 
Tom,  svu'veying  her  with  much  contempt. 

The  little  girl  came  and  stood  on  one  leg 
in  front  of  him,  and  grinned. 

"  You  don't  live  in  this 'ere  court,  I  guess," 
continued  Tom.  "  We're  a  step  above  you, 
A'awyhow,  I  guess," 

"  I  wouldn't  guess,  ef  I  wor  you,"  said  the 
girl,  still  grinning.  "Them  as  guesses  is 
often  wrong.  Nowl  guesses  a  deal  ^out  you." 

"  Wot — wot  ? "  said  Tom,  who  was  in- 
tensely curious. 

"  I'll  tell  ycr  when  I  have  slep  a  bit.  That 
'ere  bed  looks  nice.  Kick  yer  feet  a  one 
side,  and  I'll  take  a  nap." 

Before  Tom  could  indignantly  forbid  him- 
self to  be  pushed  about,  the  lltde  girl  had 
flung  herself  on  the  foot  of  the  dirty  bed, 
had  curled  herself  up  like  a  ball,  and  was 
fast  asleep.  In  vain  Tom  kicked  at  her, 
shouted  to  her,  abused  her ;  she  snored 
loudly,  and  slept  all  the  sounder.  In  very 
despair  he  was  forced  at  last  to  let  her  lie ; 
but  his  thoughts  towards  her  were  not 
pleasant  She  woke  just  as  suddenly  as  she 
had  dropped  asleep,  sat  up,  grinned  at  Tom, 
and  resumed  where  she  had  left.qljl^  ,-^ ,. 
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"Now  ni  tell  yer  wot  I  guesses  'bout 
yer." 

"  TcU  away,"  answered  Tom. 

"Yer  a  re^  plaguy  young 'un.  I  guess 
as  DO  one  don't  love  yer  mudL" 

"I'll  kick  yer,"  said  Tom,  with  his  face 
crimson. 

"  Yei  can't ;  ain't  yer  sick  and  lame  ? 
Ha,  ha!  Oh  I  wot's  that?"  Suddenly  all 
the  spirit  seemed  to  die  out  of  the  child ; 
her  face  grew  white.  "  Oh,  that's  her ! 
Oh,  hide  me  I "  she  said.  In  an  instant  she 
had  made  herself  perfectly  flat,  and  Tom 
had  thrown  part  of  his  counterpane  over  her. 

He  had  scarcely  done  so  before  a  tall, 
powerfully-built  woman,  with  a  red  face 
and  eyes  bloodshot  from  drink,  entered  the 
room. 

"  Have  yer  seen  my  young  'un  ?  "  she  said 
to  Tom. 

"I  don't  know  yer  young 'an,"  answered 
Tom  in  a  demure  tone,  which  he  could 
scarcely  recognise  as  his  own. 

The  woman  glanced  round  the  room, 
perceived  nothing  to  arouse  her  suspicions, 
and  turned  away. 

"She'll  cotch  it — oh,  won't  she  cotch  it 
fur  this  ! "  she  said  as  she  went  down-stairj. 

CHAPTER   II. 

As  soon  as  the  woman  was  well  out  of 
sight  and  all  sound  of  her  footsteps  had  died 
away,  the  little  girl  cautiously  raised  her  head 
and  looked  at  Tom.  She  gazed  fiill  in  his 
face  for  a  minute,  then,  sudden  as  all  her 
movements  were,  made  a  dart  at  him  and 
kissed  him. 

"  Yer  a  softy  after  all,  and  I  like  yer,"  she 
sdd. 

Tom  did  not  admire  being  kissed,  but  he 
was  so  tired  of  doing  nothing,  and  besides  so 
curious  to  know  something  of  so  queer  a 
child,  that  he  condescended  to  allow  her  to 
talk  to  him,  and  even  to  ask  her  questions 
himself. 

"  Well,  I'm  safe  fur  a  spell  now,"  she  s^d, 
curling  herself  up  with  her  legs  under  her  on 
Tom's  bed.  "  She'll  look  fur  me  yere,  there, 
and  h'eveiywhere,  but  she  won't  come  anigh 
this  yere  room  again." 

"  Does  she  beat  yer  h'awfui  ? "  asked  Tom, 
with  a  keen  relish  in  his  tone  for  horrors 
which  he  hoped  would  be  related. 

"Oh  I  don't  she,  jest?  She's  a  triffic  woman 
when  she's  up  is  mother.  She'd  wollop  yer, 
when  she's  in  drink,  until  yer  fit  to  die. 
Lor  I  I've  screamed  out  to  die  heaps  o'  times, 
but  it  wara't  no  use.  Them  as  is  comfirble 
in  the  world  dies,  them  as  is  misiibble  stays. 


That's  as  I  find  things  is  done.  Lor !  ain't  it 
a  crooked  place,  this  yere  world  ? "  concluded 
the  small  gipsy  girt,  with  the  aii  of  a  phitoso- 
pher. 

"  /  finds  it  so,"  answered  Tom  with  an 
appreciative  sigh.  "  But  I  thought,"  he  con- 
tinued, "as  mothers  wom't  as  bad  as  all  that. 
I  ain't  got  no  mother;  I  wishes  as  I  had.  But 
them  young  'uns  as  has  mothers  ain't  treated 
as  rough  as  all  that." 

"  Them  young  'uns  has  own  mothers  may- 
be," answered  the  girl,  "  I've  oft  heard  as 
own  mothers  wom't  sech  a  bad  lot,  but  mine 
ain't  an  own  mother,  she's  a  step-o'-stairs 
mother." 

Her  experience  of  second  mothers  was 
small  and  especially  unfortunate.  She  could 
scarcely  have  fiir^d  better  at  the  hands  of  an 
own  mother  who  was  constantly  drunk. 

"But  yours  ain't  a  sober  mother;  it's 
drink  as  does  it,"  answered  Tom. 

"No,  she  ain't.  Wot's  yer  name,  boy?" 
she  continued. 

"  Tom.    Wot's  yours  ?  " 

"  Dun-no ;  they  calls  me  Spitfire.  I've  a 
deal  of  sperret,  they  says.  Ix)r  !  why  not  ? 
'tis  the  only  pleasure  in  life,  a-plaguing  of 

Tom  laughed. 

"Well,  yer  a  werry  queer  young  'un,"  he 
said,  but  he  pronounced  the  wdrds  rather  as 
if  he  was  bestowing  a  compliment. 

"  Yes,  ain't  I  ?  but  fiir  all  that  I  ain't  so 
queer  as  you.  I  don't  lie  a-bed  all  day,  fur 
instance." 

"Don't  yer  know  as  I  can't  walk?"  said 
Tom.  "  I  don't  want  no  one  to  pity  me.  I 
don't  want  to  walk,  not  the  least  bit  in  life, 
but  I  can't,  so  ye'd  better  not  twit  me  wi' 
lyin'  in  bed.  Spitfire." 

"  I  won't,"  said  Spitfire  in  a  solemn  tone. 
Her  round,  comical  face  had  grown  quite 
long,  as  she  gazed  at  Tom  and  tried  to  re- 
ceive the  idea  that  he  was  really  unable  to 
leave  his  bed.  "  And  yer  haven't  a  mother  ? " 
she  said  suddenly. 

"  No." 

"  Nor  a  father  neither  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  but  he  ain't  o'  much  use  to  me  ; 
he's  out  most  rimes,  and  when  he's  in  he's 
tipsy." 

"  Lor ! "  said  Spitfire,  "  am't  yer  just  like 
me?  But  he  doesn't  thrash  you;  does  he  ? " 
and,  not  waiting  an  answer,  "  but  I  ain't 
lame,  I  can  run  away.  No,  thank  my  stars, 
I  can  use  my  legs  all  right  and  tidy.  I 
wouldn't  be  you  for  a  deal,  Tom,  no  not  fur 
nothin",  and  I  does  pity  ye  whether  ye  likes 
it  or  not." 
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"Well,  then,  don't,"  eaid  Tom.  "Ef 
there's  one  sortmore'n  another  I  'ates 'tis  the 
pitying  sort,  them  as  looks  at  a.  chap,  and 
says,  '  My  1  ain't  he  lame  ?  my  1 1  wouldn't  be 
him  fur  a  deal.'  Don't  be  that  sort,  Spitfire." 

CHAPTEK   III. 

In  the  desert  of  Tom's  neglected  little 
heart  there  was  one  green  spot,  that  spot 
was  the  memory  of  his  dead  mother.  He 
was  very  glad,  when  Spitfire  went  away  and 
he  was  once  more  alone,  to  think  that  the 
woman  who  was  so  unkind  to  Spitfire  and 
treated  her  so  "  dreffle,"  was  only  a  "  step-o'- 
stairs "  mother.  Hard  as  he  was,  it  would 
have  pained  him  to  think  that  own  mothers 
could  be  so  cruel.  Had  Spitfire  told  him 
that  she  received  such  conduct  from  the 
hands  of  her  own  mother,  the  last  remnant 
of  faith  left  in  him  would  have  died  away; 
but  this  was  not  so  and  his  faith  still  renuuned. 
The  faith  in  his  dead  mother,  and  because 
of  her  in  all  mothers,  was  the  only  bit  of 
piety  in  the  heart  of  little  Tom. 

^e  had  been  dead  now  for  three  years,  but 
he  remembered  her  just  as  vividly  as  though 
she  had  only  left  him  yesterday.  He  was  a 
stoical  little  fellow,  and  no  one  ever  guessed 
how,  when  the  pain  troubled  him,  he  longed 
to  lay  his  head  on  her  breast,  and  to  look  up 
into  her  kind,  worn  face.  She  wasa  broken- 
down  poor  woman,  broken  down  by  hardship, 
neglect,  even  cruelty,for  her  drunken  husband 
had  no  regard  for  her.  She  was  the  kind 
of  woman  whom  the  neighbours  thought 
nothing  at  all  about;  they  considered  her 
poor-spirited,  and  so  she  was ;  but  she  pas- 
sionately loved  Tom,  and  Tom  knew,  when 
she  was  dead,  that  he  passionately  loved  her. 
During  her  life-time  he  had  not  given  her  a 
special  thought;  she  was  his  mother,  the 
person  who  was  good  to  him,  and  saw  to 
his  comforts.  He  was  cross  enough  to  her  in 
the  days  when  she  was  with  him  from  morn- 
ing to  night,  but  when  she  was  gone,  when, 
listen  as  he  would,  he  could  never  hear  her 
footfall  or  see  her  face,  then  he  missed  her, 
missed  her  sorely. 

"  I'm  glad  as  that  dreffle  woman  ain't  her 
mother,"  he  said  to  himself,  thinking  of  Spitfire. 

The  two  children  had  sat  and  chatted 
together  till  nearly  dusk,  then  the  girl,  hke 
the  little  savage  that  she  was,  darted  away, 
making  no  promise  of  return.  She  had 
given  Tom,  however,  plenty  to  think  about, 
and  he  was  less  lonely  and  less  miserable 
than  usual  that  night. 

The  next  morning  the  memory  of  Spitfire 


camewithhisfirstwaking  moments.  Hehoped 
she  would  come  to  see  him  again  that  day. 
She  was  an  interest  in  his  little  life,  and  he 
was  in  consequence  quite  amiable  to  Mr^ 
Dod,  the  woman  who  attended  him,  when 
she  came  up  to  give  him  his  breaklast  and 
make  his  room  tidy  that  day. 

He  was  generally  the  most  snappy,  cross, 
disagreeable  little  patient,  but  to-day  he  was 
quite  quiet  when  she  dressed  his  bad  leg 
and  put  his  bed  tidy.  This  conduct  astonished 
Mrs.  Dod  so  much  that  she  said  down-stairs 
afterwards,  "  She  hoped  as  Tom  wor  not  goin' 
to  be  took  reai  bad,  for  he  had  turned  all 
on  a  suddent  quite  angelic" 

When  she  went  away  Tom  ate  his  break- 
fast and  looked  up  almost  contentedly  at 
the  hot  sky  through  the  attic  window.  Soon 
now  Spitfire  might  be  expected  to  arrive  ;  he 
would  be  very  glad  indeed  to  see  her,  but  of 
course  he  was  not  goin^  to  say  so ;  that  would, 
he  considered,  be  making  himself  very  cheap. 
No,  he  would  let  Spitfire  look  upon  his  room 
as  a  refuge,  as  a.  sort  of  place  which  she  was 
very  lucky  to  get  admittance  to,  then  she 
would  be  glad  to  come  and  he  should  see 
her  often. 

He  bad  to  wait,  however,  a  long  time,  until 
qui!e  the  afternoon;  then  indeed  the  child's 
light  step  was  heard,  and  the  wild  little 
thing,  in  her  strange  carpet  dress,  darted  into 
the  room  and,  making  three  somersaults,  came 
up  to  Tom's  bed. 

"Well,  ef  I  ain't  been  a-dying  ever  since!" 
she  exclaimed.  "I  crep in  late  last  night  when 
mother  wot  asleep,  and  out  I  goes  first  light 
this  morn.  Oh  1  ain't  she  jest  mad,  fur  she 
wanted  me  to  hold  the  babby,  when  she  wor 
a-charin'.  I  heerd  her  a-screeching  fur  me 
all  the  morning.  My  stars !  ain't  I  lucky 
that  she  'aven't  cotched  me ! " 

"  But,  Spitfire,"  said  Tom,  "  ain't  yer  had 
nothink  to  eat  7 " 

"  Yes ;  I  had  an  apple — I  took  it  from  old 
Truncoat's  stall,  when  he  worn't  a-lookin', 
I'd  an  apple  and  I  picked  up  a  crust  as  some 
'un  had  throwed  away," 

Now  Tom's  mother  was  an  honest  woman, 
and  she  had  instilled  into  Tom's  mind  a  con- 
tempt for  stealing.  So  now  he  said,  in  a  tone 
of  virtuous  indignation — 

*'  Well,  ef  ye  ain't  mean  !  why,  that  'ere's 
thievin',  that  is." 

"  Dun-no  nothink  'bout  that,"  said  Spitfire. 
"  I  wor  hungry,  and  I  tuk  it ;  I  took  two, 
and  I've  kep'  one  fur  you,  Tom— rso  there ! " 

Tom  dearly  loved  apples,  and  when  Spit- 
fire held  out  a  bright  golden  American  one 
to  him,  he  felt  his  lips  water ;  still  his  mother 
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had  called  it  nroog  to  steal,  and  this  beauti-- 
ful  apple  was  stolen. 

"  No  I "  he  said,  shaking  his  head.  "  I 
wouldn't  eat  that  'ere  apple  ef  ye  were  to  tear 

"  H'all  right,"  said  Spitdre,  maldng  her  own 
white  teeth  meet  in  the  juicy  fruit.  Tom 
really  longed  for  the  apple,  and  felt  very  cross 
as  be  watched  her. 

"The  perleece  could  take  ye  up  ef  they 
saw  ye,"  he  said. 

"The  perleece  won't  see  me,"  laughed  the 
girL  "  Lor  bless  ye,  Tom  !  how's  I  to  live 
without  cotching  buns  and  apples,  and  sech- 
like,  off  stalls?  I'd  'ave  been  dead  long 
enough  back,  but  fur  that." 

'"Tis  wicked  all  the  same,"  said  Tom, 
who  felt  himself  quite  civilised  beside  this 
little  heathen. 

Spit6re  finished  her  apple  in  serene  silence 
— the  fact  of  being  wicked  meant  little  or 
nothing  to  her,  so  did  not  trouble  her.  When 
she  had  consumed  the  last  mouthful,  she 
folded  her  hands  and  looked  straight  at  Tom. 

"Tom,"  she  said,  "wot  'appens  to  folks 
artcr  they're  dead  ? " 

"Don't,"  said  Tom.  He  was  too  ill  to 
care  for  such  gloomy  subjects. 

Spitfire,  however,  in  radiant  health  and 
strength,  felt  a  philosophical  interest  in  the 
question.  "Wot  'appens  to  them?"  she 
continued.  "  I  once  heerd  a  street  preacher 
say  as  they  wor  sperrits  bright.  Wot's 
spenits  bright,  Tom  ? " 

"  Dun-no,"  said  Tom,  "  but  I  guess  as 
mother's  one.  Ef  ye  evec  'ad  an  own  mother. 
Spitfire,  I  s'pose  as  she's  a  sperrit  bright." 

"  I  don't  think  I  ever  'ad  an  own  motlier," 
said  Spitfire  ;  "  1  don't  recoUec'  her ;  but  I 
once  seed  a  woman  a-lying  dead.  She  looked 
no  way  bright — she  wor  straight,  and  cold, 
and  still.  I  guess  as  'twas  a  lie  the  street 
preacher  told ;  he  said  it  to  sound  pretty ; 
'  sperrits  bright'  sounds  real  pretty,  but  'twas 
jest  a  lie;  most  things  as  is  pretty  is." 

Tom,  however,  had  dim  memories  to  assist 
him,  and  he  shook  his  head. 

"  I  don't  quite  think  as  'tis  a^  a  lie,  Spit- 
fire," he  said.  "  I've  heerd  someot  like  it 
afore.     I  don't  think  as  'tis  quite  all  a  lie." 

Spitfire  gazed  at  him  hard.  "  Yer  werry 
sick,  ain't  ye  ?  "  she  said. 

"  I've  a  bad  leg,  and  I  can't  walk," 
answered  Tom  shortly. 

"  Well,  ye  looks  dteffle  bad,  yaller  as  a 
guinea,  and  pinched,  and  ugly.  I  guess  as 
ye'll  soon  die,  Tom." 

"How  dare  ye?"  said  Tom,  raising  his 
hand  to  strike  her. 


Why,  ye  ain't  afeared?  I  wouldn't  be 
one  bit  afeared  to  die." 

"  Yes,  ye  would,  ef  ye  wor  lying  sick  like 

"No,  I  wouldn't.  I'd  like  it  real  welL 
I'd  like  to  be  a  spenit  bright  It  sounds  so 
pretty.  Tom,  wot  I'm  a-thinkin'  is,  as  yer 
like  to  die  soon,  ef  ye  finds  as  yer  a  sperrit 
bright,  yer  might  come  back  and  tell  me,  and 
ef  I  dies  first  I'll  come  and  tell  you-  I  ain't 
likely  to,  but  we'll  make  agreement  either 
way." 

Before  Tom  could  find  words  to  reply  to 
this  suggestion,  steps,  which  they  had  neither 
of  them  noticed  coming  up  the  stairs,  entered 
the  room,  and  poor  Spitfire's  step^nother 
caught  her  by  the  shoulder. 

"  You  baggage !  "  she  said,  "  ef  ye  won't 
cotch  it  fur  this  I  " 

And,  taking  her  arm,  she  dragged  her  from 

e  room.  Before  Spitfire  coiUd  disappear, 
however,  she  managed  to  roll  up  her  eyes 
until  only  the  whites  were  seen,  and  she  sang 
out  to  Tom,  "  Don't  furget  our  'greement ; 
and  I  wouldn't  be  a  bit  afeared,  ef  I  wor 

CHAPTER  IV. 

The  next  day  Tom  looked  out  more 
anxiously  than  ever  for  Spitfire ;  they  had 
made  a  kind  of  compact  together,  and  he 
was  very  anxious  to  speak  to  her  about  it. 
He  did  not  much  like  the  compact,  he  did 
not  consider  his  side  of  it  at  all  fair.  He 
was  to  die  first,  and  then  come  back  and  tell 
Spitfire  about  "spirits  bright."  He  did  not 
want  to  die  first.  He  did  not  want  to  die  at 
all,  and  he  thought  Spitfire's  idea  about  him 
both  disagreeable  and  unkind.  It  would 
be  very  well  certainly  to  learn  something 
distinct  and  definite  about  the  future,  which 
lay  so  dark  and  vague  before  their  little 
minds ;  but  he  did  not  wish  to  be  the  one 
to  go  into  the  dreary  unknown  and  fetch  the 
tidings.  Spitfire  had  certainly  promised  to 
come  and  tell  him,  but  she  did  not  seem  to 
suppose  that  she  could  die  first.  Why  was 
she  so  certain  that  he  was  the  one  to  go 
away  ?  As  well  as  he  could  make  out,  he 
was  the  younger  by  a  year  or  so.  Then, 
of  course,  he  had  a  year  longer  to  live. 
What  a  disagreeable  little  girl  she  was,  to  be 
so  certain  about  his  death  ! 

To-morrow  he  would  speak  to  her  about 
it,  and  show  the  ignorant  Utile  creature  that 
she  was  the  one  who  would  have  to  go,  and 
bring  back  the  certainty  to  him. 

As  Tom  came  to  this  resolve  he  raised  his 
head,  and  saw  his  own  reSection  in  the  glass 
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opposite.  The  glass,  as  I  said, had  acrack  right 
down  the  centre,  and  a  very  contorted  little 
visage  did  it  now  present  to  Tom.  As  he 
looked  at  himself  he  remembered  Spitfire's 
"  Ye  looks  dreffle  bad,  Toni." 

Yes.  There  was  no  doubt  he  did  look 
bad.  He  looked  worse  even  than  any  of 
the  other  children  he  saw.  Spitfire,  though 
older,  had  not  his  appearance.  Her  lips 
were  red,  whereas  his  were  pale ;  her  eyes 
were  clear  and  inight,  whereas  his — he  could 
see   by  the  crooked    glass — were,  oh !  so 


sunken.  Yes.  Perhaps  people  who  looked 
like  him  did  die  first.  He  did  not  like  the 
thought,  and  even  some  tears  I'oUed  Ao^m 
his  thin  cheeks,  as  the  certainty  of  the  tnith 
of  it  forced  itself  on  his  convictions.  Well, 
the  next  time  he  saw  Spitfire  he  would 
question  her  more  closely  on  the  subject. 

But  the  next  day  passed,  and  the  next, 
and  the  next,  without  the  little  girl  making  her 
appearance. 

Tom  grew  very  weary  of  waiting  for  her. 
{To  be  conciuded  next  month. ) 
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SOME  of  US  call  our  homes  " uests,"  and 
perhaps  there  is  no  other  pet  name 
which  is  so  sweet  and  so  suggestive.  Chil- 
dren, and  little  children  especially,  seem  to 
like  the  name,  and  they  appear,  at  any  rate 
to  some  extent,  to  understand  its  meaning. 
A  home  full  of  children  certainly  does  look 
like  a  nest  full  of  young  birds,  and  I  dare 
say  you  feel  when  you  gather  tc^ether  on 
Sunday  evening,  or  when  you  make  a  circle 
round  the  fire  with  your  father  and  mother, 
that  there  is  no  place  like  home.  You  are 
cosy  and  comfortable,  and  you  look  as  if  you 
were,  and  so  are  quite  ready  to  accept  a 
name  for  your  home  which  exactly  expresses 
your  feelings.  Now  this  name  might  be 
applied  to  other  homes  besides  your  own. 
Nests  differ.  Some  are  smaller  ttian  others, 
and  some  are  more  roughly  built.  But  birds 
find  nests  are  nests,  just  as  a  home  is  home, 
be  it  ever  so  homely. 

\Ve  might  go  on  looking  at  nests,  and  we 
should  find  out  other  facts  about  them,  which 
would  show  us  that  we  are  not  giving  a  mere 
fancy  name  to  our  homes,  when  we  call  them 
nais.  We  will  only  notice  one.  If  you 
look  at  a  bird's-nest,  you  see  at  once  that  no 
man  has  made,  or  could  make  it.  It  speaks 
for  itself.  It  is  a  natural  thing.  And  if  you 
saw  a  bird  building  its  nest,  you  would  feel 
it  was  not  building  it  by  itself.  Each 
bird,  according  to  the  tribe  to  which  it 
'  belongs,  builds  after  the  same  pattern.  If 
you  know  much  about  birds'-nests,  you  will 
tell  at  once  whether  a  nest  has  been  built  by 
a  swallow,  or  a  blackbird,  or  a  iVTcn.  And 
when  you  see  birds  of  all  idnds,  each  build- 


ing after  their  kind,  keeping  each  to  his  own 
pattern,  and  when  as  far  as  you  can  see  they 
have  no  pattern  to  go  by  as  men  have  when 
they  build,  and  when  you  find  that  they  seem 
to  be  at  no  loss  either  about  what  they  have 
to  do,  or  how  they  are  to  do  it,  you  will  con- 
clude that  He  who  made  them  nnust  be  their 
helper.  No  bird  would  or  could  build  its 
nest  without  God.  God  would  be  to  birds 
the  same  God  he  is  to  all.  He  is  good  to 
all,  and  His  tender  mercies  are  over  all  His 
works.  He  has  made  birds,  and  so  would 
care  and  does  care  for  them.  Birds  want 
nests,  homes  for  their  young ;  they  cannot 
make  them  for  themselves,  but  their  God 
leaches  them.  And  so  birds  know  what 
kind  of  nests  to  build,  and  how  to  build 
them. 

And  now  you  will  see  another  point  in 
which  homes  are  like  nests.  Just  as  no  bird 
could  build  a  nest,  if  it  were  left  to  itself,  so 
none  of  us  can  make  a  home  by  ourselves. 
"  Except  the  Lord  build  the  house,  they 
labour  in  vain  that  build  it."  We  may  build 
a  bouse  and  live  in  it,  but  a  house  is  not  a 
home.  We  may  get  people  around  us,  Md 
call  them  father,  mother,  children,  but  calling 
people  by  such  precious,  loving  names,  will 
not  make  them  care  for  us  and  love  us.  \^^ 
may  try  to  live  without  God,  and  to  have 
homes  of  our  own,  but  we  were  not  intended 
to  do  so.  God  has  made  us,  and  He  cares 
tor  us,  and  He  knows  we  need  homes,  just 
as  birds  need  nests  j  and  He  knows  we  cannot 
make  homes  for  ourselves,  and  so  He  is  fia 
ready  to  make  homes  for  us  and  for  all,  just 
as  we  find  Him  making  nests  everywhere  for 
all  sorts  of  birds.  The  birds  must  work,  but 
they  must  work  with  God.  And  we  must 
work,  and  our  work  must  ^e  begun  and  con- 
tintied  with  Him. 


SUNDAY  EVENINGS  WITH  THE  CHILDREN. 


569 


Just  as  we  look  with  wonder  at  the  way  in 
wlucb  God  makes  nests  for  birds,  so  we  may 
look  with  wonder  at  the  homes  God  makes 
for  us.  In  both  cases  we  may  see  His  work 
is  perfect  Look,  for  instance,  at  the  way  in 
which  God  has  made  a  child's  home,  I  will 
speak  of  myself  and  of  my  first  home.  I 
have  lived  to  leam  that  God  is  my  father, 
and  that  I  was  bom  to  love  and  obey  Him, 
and  that  I  am  to  find  now  and  for  ever  my 
joy  and  glory  in  the  consciousness  that  I  am 
His,  and  He  is  mine.  Now  the  first  thing  I 
remember  was  that  I  was  being  fed  and  taken 
care  of,  and  that  I  felt  I  ought  to  be  an 
^object  of  special  attention ;  just  as  you  will 
find  the  baby  now  in  your  home  seems  to 
take  as  its  right  all  Che  service  of  a  mother's 
iove,  and  any  service  of  its  sisters  or  brothers. 
As  I  grew  older  I  found  that  there  was  a 
reason  for  all  the  attention  I  received,  and 
that  reason  was  that  I  was  loved.  I  knew 
what  love  meant,  because  I  had  been  taught 
it  by  the  love  that  I  found  in  my  first  home. 
So  when  I  was  afterwards  told  of  the  love  of 
God  and  the  love  of  Christ,  I  could  under- 
stand what  was  said,  though,  of  course,  I  only 
understood  as  a  child.  Now  I  find  why  I 
was  a  child,  and  why  I  had  such  parents,  and 
why  I  had  such  a  home.  I  had  to  love  God 
and  Jesus  Christ  whom  He  had  sent,  and  I 
was  prepared  for  doing  this  by  being  taught 
by  my  home  to  know  and  to  believe  in 
love.  As  long  as  I  live,  here  and  elsewhere, 
I  shall  believe  in  love,  for  what  we  learn  as 
children  we  never  forget. 

What  I  have  told  you  about  myself  is  true 
of  others,  and  I  dare  say  you  feel  it  to  be 
Irue  of  you.  There  was  nothing  special  in 
my  home.  All  homes  God  makes  for  chil- 
dren are  alike.  For  there  is  no  respect  of 
persons  with  God.  Rich  and  poor,  British 
and  foreign  children  have  been  brought  up 
in  the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord. 
You  have  only  to  look  at  homes  as  God 
makes  them,  to  see  what  homes  ought  to  be. 
And  then  you  will  not  be  surprised  that  chil- 
dren in  those  homes  grow  up  to  be  children 
ot  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 


SECOND   ETENma 

Openiii  BTmn:  "When  Bii  ulntion  briaEJnir."  L«- 
<on:  Milt  It.  It— 15.  CoocludiDC  H^bid  :  "  Sun  of  myuiil, 
Thou  SatiODT  dfur."^ 

When  I  was  a  boy,  I  went  to  a  day-school. 
And  I  remember  we  used  to  begin  school 
with  what  were  called  "  prayers."  Some 
chapter  of  the  Bible  was  read,  and  then  a 
pi^er  was  read  out  of  a  book  of  prayers. 


It  was  perhaps  my  fault,  but  I  do  not  re- 
member to  have  Itsteaed  much  to  the  prayers, 
still  less  to  have  been  stirred  by  what  I  heard 
to  be  moved  to  pray.  Perhaps  if  the  pmyers 
had  referred  to  school,  and  the  meaning  and 
purpose  of  school  (which  I  am  afraid  they 
did  not),  they  might  have  touched  my  heart. 
We  had,  however,  a  cane,  which  was  in  daily 
use,  and  there  were  other  instruments  of  tor- 
ture, from  which  we  all  in  turn  suffered,  and 
so  I  think  you  may  guess  what  our  school 
experience  was.  I  am  not  alone  in  my  recol- 
lections. The  other  day,  some  one  who  was 
at  school  at  the  same  time  that  I  was,  spoke 
to  me  of  his  "  scourgings  and  oft-imprison- 
ments  "  as  the  only  abidmg  memories  of  his 
school-days.  You  will  of  course  be  surprised 
to  hear  of  such  things,  for  schools  nowadays 
have  altered,  and  the  opinions  of  the  mean- 
ing and  purpose  of  schools  have  changed. 
The  world  is  getting  better.  There  are 
better  homes  and  better  schools.  There  are 
better  homes,  and  so  we  can  preach  God's 
gospel  of  home.  There  are  better  schools, 
and  so  we  can  preach  God's  gospel  of  schools. 
It  is  God's  gospel  of  school  which  is  the 
subject  of  the  little  sermon  to-night 

&]me  of  you  may  have  thought  that  when 
we  were  taJking  to  you  about  homes,  we 
spoke  to  you  as  if  you  would  ever  be  chil- 
dren, and  you  will  find  that  we  shall  speak 
to  you  about  schools  as  we  spoke  about 
homes-  We  are  not  forgetting  that  you  will 
grow  up,  and  become  men  and  women.  The 
gospel  of  God,  however,  is  that  we  are  always 
to  be  children,  and  if  children,  then  we  shall 
always  want  a  home,  and  always  need  to  be 
at  school  You  hear  of  young  people  being 
sent  to  some  place  to  finish  their  education, 
and  then  you  hear  of  them  leaving  school, 
and  if  you  meet  them  you  would  find  they 
have  put  away,  or  tried  to  put  away,  all  child- 
like feelings  as  childish  thmgs. 

A  child  is  sent  to  school  not  only  because 
it  needs  to  be  taught,  but  it  also  needs  to  be 
trained.  It  knows  nothing,  and  if  it  is  to 
know  anythmg,  it  must  take  the  trouble  to 
leam.  It  is  also  unable  to  manage  itself. 
It  has  to  leam  other  things  besides  those  that 
are  charged  in  the  school  bill.  It  has  to 
control  iuelf,  and  its  temper.  To  try  to  be 
patient  and  persevering.  To  acquire  the 
habits  of  obedience  and  submission.  It  has 
to  leam  to  be  industrious,  and  to  take  as 
necessary  duties  its  tasks  and  lessons.  In 
short,  it  has  to  bejtrained  to  live.  And  learn- 
ing to  live  is  the  lesson  of  life.  And  this 
education  is  never  finished. 

Now  it  seems  to  me  a  good  school  may  be 
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as  great  a  blessingas  a  good  home,  A  goo^ 
child,  living  in  a  loving  home,  and  learning 
thus  to  love  God,  will  naturally  and  neces- 
sarily be  led  byitsown  instincts  to  receive  as 
a  fact  the  tnilii  he  is  taught,  that  His  father 
in  heaven  has  some  purpose  and  plan  for  his 
life.  You  may  be  such  a  child.  You  may 
have  heard  your  father  and  mother  talking 
together  about  sending  you  to  school.  And 
I  can  quite  understand,  however  sorry  you 
maybe  to  leave  home,  you  are  not  sotiy  that 
the  time  has  come  when  you  will  have  to  go 
to  school.  You  are  but  a  child,  but  you 
have  begun  to  ieam  the  art  of  righteousness. 
For  instance,  you  obey  your  parents,  and  if 
you  were  asked  why  you  did  so,  you  would 
answer,  "  It  is  right."  And  so  you  feel  in 
the  same  childlike  way  about  goingto  school, 
"  It  is  right."  Going  to  school  will  be  to 
yon,  obeying  God, 

If  you  are  being  sent  to  a  good  school, 
you  will  soon  find  out  that  it  is  one.  It  will 
be  strange  to  you  at  first,  and  you  will  often 
be  thinking  of  home,  for  you  can  never  for- 
get the  people  there.  But  you  will  soon  be 
attracted  by  its  busy  life,  and  accustomed  to 
its  order  and  disdpline.  And  when  you 
find  you  are  not  only  learning  book  lessons, 
but  becoming  acquainted  with  another  world 
than  the  world  of  home,  and  learning  how  to 
live  in  it,  you  will  feel  that  you  have  reached 
a  new  stage  in  the  journey  of  life.  And 
now  you  will  begin  to  find  the  blessing  of 
your  early  home  life  and  its  past  influence 
upon  you.  You  will  think  of  your  father 
and  mother,  and  try  to  please  them;  and 
they  being  away  from  you,  you  will  turn  with 
strange  comfort  to  your  parents'  God,  and 
rely  as  you  never  did  before  on  the  presence 
of  your  Saviour,  You  will  have  a  hidden 
life,  and  you  will  find  that  you  need  it.  For 
you  will  nave  your  difficulties  and  trials,  and 
a^ain  and  again  you  will  have  your  tempta- 
tions. Turning  to  God  for  guidance  and 
help  as  a  diQd,  you  will  undersUnd  and 
believe  the  pft)mise,  which  ever  remains  the 
light  of  life,  "  Acknowledge  me  in  all  your 
ways,  and  I  will  direct  your  steps." 

Being  at  a  good  school,  which  means 
having  teachers  that  can  teach  and  train  you, 
you  will  have  no  tales  to  tell  of  injustice,  and 
cruelty,  and  neglect;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
finding  ■  you  are  being  cared  for,  and  are 
growing  in  knowledge  and  character,  through 
the  patience  and  cleverness  of  your  teachers, 
you  will  begin  to  love  them  for  their  work's 
sake,  and  to  value  your  school  because  you 
have  derived  from  it  so  much  good.  And 
this  good  school  will  prepare  you  for  life,  for 


life  is  a  good  School  and  you  will  be  inclined 
to  uke  it  as  if  ft  was.  Your  trying  and 
experience  at  school  will  prevent  you  from 
trying  to  Airk  the  duties  and  evade  the 
laws  of  life,  and  having  been  happy  in  your 
home  and  happy  in  youf  school,  you  will 
expect  to  find  life  like  your  home-life  and  like 
your  school-life.  And  if  you  continue  as  you 
have  commenced,  you  will  live  to  learn  that 
God  is  really  your  father,  and  that  life  is 
intended  to  be  an  education. 
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You  mayseeboys  diving  into  the  river,  and 
the  teacher  training  one  of  them  to  swim, 
and  this  may  remind  yon  of  those  texts  in 
the  New  Testament  where  reference  is  made 
to  bathing,  running,  and  leaping,  and  other 
gymnastic  feats.  This  reference  is  hidden  in 
our  version  by  the  word  exercise.  The  Greek 
word  you  are  all  familiar  with ;  it  is  exactly 
the  same  as  in  die  common  term  gjfmnastics. 
The  apostle  Paul  was  always  watching  what 
was  going  on  around  him,  and  was  always 
using  what  he  saw  as  parables  and  pictures. 
So  you  find  him,  for  instance,  saying,  as  he 
was  trying  to  train  Timothy,  "  Exerase  your- 
self into  godliness."  His  first  letter  to  Ti- 
mothy reads  as  if  he  had  just  seen  one  of  the 
great  training-schools  of  Grfeece.  He  would 
have  noticed  the  marvellous  changes'  that  had 
taken  place  in  the  bodies  of  those  who  had 
been  exerci^ng  themselves.  He  would  have 
seen  what  they  had  done  and  Buffered,  and 
having  seen  and  heard,  out  of  the  abundance 
of  his  heart  he  would  speak. 

We  have  to  be  thankful  for  the  better  days 
which  have  dawned  upon  ourchildren.  There 
^e  better  homes,  and  better  schools,  and  better 
means  of  culture.  Boys  and  girls  are  now 
being  taught  drilling  and  swimming,  and  they 
are  being  taught  not  by  any  one,  or  in  any 
way,  but  they  are  put  into  training  under 
those  who  have  studied  the  laws  under  which 
bodies  are  to  be  exercised,  and  by  which  we 
are  able  to  swim.  Everything  is  under  law. 
Singing,  music,  and  drawing  have  each  of 
them  laws  of  their  own.  tf  any  of  us  want 
to  excel  in  any  of  these  things  we  shall  have 
to  go  into  training;  and  it  was  this  necessity 
for  drill  and  discipline  that  the  apostle  recog- 
nised when  he  exhorted  Timothy  to  exerdse 
himself  in  godliness. 

Now  I  want  you  to  notice  that  if  you  are 
being  taught  any  of  these  things,  you  will 
soon  be  reminded  by  some  likeness  or  other 
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of  those  things  which  1>eloi^  to  the  kingdom 
of  lieaveD.  Some  may  tcU  you  that  such 
{jorsujts  are  of  no  iise,  but  are  only  waste 
of  time ;  but  you  will  aot  only  find  that  they 
hive  a  value  in  themseWes,  but  tiiat  they  are 
ever  stirring  your  mind  by  way  of  remem- 
brance of  those  things  which  belong  to  youi 
everlasting  peace.  For  iristance,  just  as  we 
find  if  we  intend  to  acquire  any  art  we  must 
put  otmdvca  undtr  a  teacher,  and  yield  up 
ourselves  in  obedience  .and  submission  to 
him,  GO  we  arc  reaiinded  of  the  jieces^ity  of 
giving  np  ourselves  to  Christ,  to  learn  of 
Him,  and  become  His  disci^ca,  if  we  wo^ild 
^erve  God  and  keep  His  commandments. 
We  all  know  the  kind  of  work  that  is  done 
withbut  a  tisachex ;  and  wc  know  how  soon 
bojrs  and  girls  get  tired  of  work  done  in  their 
own  wayi  We  aeem  always  to  want  some 
one,  hot  cmly  to  teach  us  what  to  do,  but  to 
keep  us  up  to  ter  w(wk.  -And  it-isthi^re- 
raembnace  whif:h  gives  suoh  point  to  our 
Lonl's   w<H«k,  ."Widtout   me   yc  can   do 


Than,  again,  we  sO(m  discov^  tliat  we  do 
not^learo  anything  by  merely  joiaing,  a  class 
and  haviAg  a  teacher,  bDt  that  we  shaD  have 
to  emrt  ourselves  and  use  our  faciflties,  and 
stnve- and :  struggle,  if  we  are  to  meet  with 
any  Bucces&  Ail  things  are  full  of  labour; 
and  so  *e  read,  "Wherefore  we  labour , to 
be  accepted  of  Hwn."  The  help  that  we  re- 
ceive ought:  to  jcad.itB  to  tiy  to  help  ourselve^. 
"  Wtffk  out  your  own  salvatipn,  fot  it  is  God. 
that  workeCh  in  yoa  to  ;will  and  to  do  His 
good  pleasure." 

Just  as  we  must  have  a  .master,  and  have 
made  up  our  minds  to  take  any  trouble  and 
Co  make  every  efEort,  so  we  must  be  ready  to 
follow  imjilicitly  the  directions  given  to  us. 
We  must  accept  the  system  of  training.  A 
boy  in  the  water,  who  is  being  held  up  by  the 
ropK  under  his  anus,  must  put  him&elf  ioto 
the  teacher's  bands,  and  be  will  be  taught  to 
move  his  arms  and  legs  in  one  way,  die  only 
viay  in  which  tbey  must  move  if  he  is  to 
learn  to  swim.  There  is  nothing  arbitrary 
in  the  direcdons  that  will  be  given  to  hi^. 
They  are  natural  and  necessary'.  And  so  if 
we  exercise  ourselves  into  godliness  we  must 
yield  up  ourselves  entirely  to  Christ,  and  take 
His  yoke  upon  ua,  and  learn  of  Him.  And 
His  osmmands  are  not  grievous. 

After  a  while  we  shall  begin  to  take  pleasure 
in  that  which  has  cost  us  so  much  effort  and 
endurance.  There  will  be  not  only  the  new 
attainment  that  we  have  acquired,  but  we 
shall  have  added  to  us  some  gift  of  patiencci 
or  perseverance,  or  courage,  which  will  secure 


kingdom  and  His  righteousness,  what  to  eat, 
and  what  to  drink,  and  wbat  to  put  on  will 
be  added  to  us.  Exercising  ourselves  unto 
godliness,  we  shall  find  it  is  pro£table  for  all 
thingSj  having  the  pibmise  of  the  life  that 
now  b,  as  well  as  of  the  life  that  is'  to  come. 

You  will  ney^  regret  having  learnt  to 
swim.  It  will  be  to^^ou  as  long  as  you  live  a 
source  of  pleasure,  and  at  the  same  time  a 
means  of  health  and  strength.  It  is  just  pos- 
sible that  it  may  be  more.  You  may  find 
yourself  some  day,  in  the  midst  of  others, 
suddenly  shocked  by  the  cr^  for  help  uttered 
by  some  one  who  is  drowning,  Your  gifl  of 
swimming  and  your  gift  of  courage  will  come 
to  the  rescue.  In  a  moment  you  may  be 
seeking  and  saving  one  who  bad  given  up 
himself  as  lost. 

You  will  nerer  regret  having  learnt  to  be 
godly.  Being,  and- keepin([  yourself  in  train- 
ing, you  will  find  you  are  ready  to  face  any 
day  any  day's  wor!^  or  any  day's  tiiaX  God- 
liness will  become. a  habi^  and  you  will-  be 
able  to  delight  yourself  in  the  Lord|  as  only 
those  can  who  have  foved  and  feared  Him 
from  their  youth.  '  There  will  certainljj  be 
something  more.  You  cannot  be  godly,  and 
be  exercising^ yourself  into  godliness  in  such  a 
wo^ld  as  tills,  without  many  opportunities  of 
saviijg  souls — "And  let  him  know  who  lumeth 
a  sinner  from  the  error  of  his  ways  that  he 
saves  a  soul  from  death,  and  shall  hide  a 
multitude  of  sins.'' 

POUSTU  flVENINa 

opening  HTfun:  "Lord,  ■  little  budaii4  loirtr."  !>«•• 
wb:  ^Ut.  Till.  1— i]..Coiicluilia«  Hjmn;  "Suaof  Dfiaa], 

We  have  talked  to  you  of  happy  homes,  and 
good  schools,  and  proper  traimng,  and  have 
shown  you  what  God  evidently  wishes  you  to 
be,  and  how  you  may  please  Hipi  by  lead- 
ing loving  and  useful  lives,  but  we  have 
something  more  yet  to  say.  In  travelling 
along  a  road  you  will  meet  not  only  with 
directions  which  will  guide  you,  if  you  are  in 
any  perplexity,  but  public  notices  warning 
you  of  danger.  Now  we  want  to  draw  your 
attention  to  a  warning  which  God  has  given 
specially  to  children  and  young  people.  He 
has  made  a  way  from  earth  to  heaven,  and 
He  wishes  us  to  hnd  and  keep  it ;  so  He 
gives  us  full  directions  for  the  journey.  He 
would  save  us  from  harm,  and  so  He  warns 
us  of  the  evils  to  which  we  are  exposed. 
"  My  son,"  he  says,  "  if  sinners  entice  thee, 
consent  thou  not" 
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At  first,  is  you  hear  this  warning,  it  would 
seem  as  if  it  could  not  be  addressed  to  you. 
You  are'  children  at  home,  and  you  are 
being  taken  care  of,  so  there  is  no  chance 
of  your  getting  into  any  harm,  as  long  as 
you  have  your  father  and  mother  to  watch 
over  you.  Nests,  you  say,  are  hidden 
away  in  secret  places,  and  the  young  birds 
in  them  are  safe  enough.  Yes,  that  is  true ; 
but  the  young  birds  get  wings  of  their  own, 
and  fly  about.  And  there  are  bird-catchers, 
and  they  lay  snares  and  nets  for  birds. 
Warnings,  if  they  are  to  be  warnings,  must 
always  seem  to  be  uncalled  for.  It  is  of  no  use 
telling  a  person  he  has  done  wrong,  when  he 
has  ah'eady  fallen  into  a  temptation.  A  bird 
in  a  trap  knows  that  it  has  been  caught. 

The  best  time  to  talk  about  sin  is  God's 
time,  and  He  talks  about  sin  to  children. 
And  the  best  way  to  talk  to  children  about 
sin  is  God's  way,  and  He  tells  them  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it.  And  the  best  illus- 
tration we  can  use,  as  we  warn  children 
against  tempters  to  sin,  will  be  God's  illus- 
tration of  bird-catchers — "  My  son,  if  sinners 
entice  thee,  consent  thou  not  Surely  in 
vain  the  net  is  spread  in  the  sight  of  any 
bird." 

Snares  are  laid  for  children  tn  the  same 
way  that  snares  are  laid  for  birds.'  A  bird  sees 
another  bird  flying  up  and  down  in  a  field, 
but  it  does  not  see  the  string  that  is  tied  to 
its  leg,  and  which  keeps  it  a  prisoner  and 
prevents  its  flying  whither  it  would.  The 
bird  seems  to  be  free,  for  it  is  flying  about, 
but  it  cannot  fly  farther  than  the  string  will 
let  it.  It  chirps  and  twitters,  and  the  sound 
of  its  voice  attracts  attention.  The  fiee 
bird  listens,  and  looks,  and  hesitates,  and  at 
last  pitches  beside  it,  and  the  bird-catcher 
watches  his  opportunity  and  makes  it  his 
prey.  Most  children  who  go  wrong  arc  led, 
in  the  first  instance,  to  do  so  by  some  other 
children.  One  child  tempts  another.  What 
one  child  is  doing  is  a  temptation  to  another 
child  to  do  the  same.  The  force  of  Uie 
temptation  lies  in  the  power  of  the  example. 
And  so  one  reason  against  doing  wrong  is, 
that  we  may  be  sure  that  our  wrong-doing 
will  lead  some  one  else  to  do  wrong. 

We  may  have  a  bad  example  at  home ; 
we  are  almost  sure  to  find  some  one  setting 
a  bad  example  at  school,  and  we  are  certain 
to  meet  with  wrong-doers  as  we  go  out  into 
the  world.  Now  we  are  warned,  from  very 
childhood,  against  temptation.  You  will 
need,  as  long  as  you  live,  to  resist  evil,  and 
the  best  way  of  acquiring  the  habit  of  a 
honor  of  sin  is  to  begin  as  a  child  to  avoid 


the  company  of  those  who  do  wrong.  "Enter 
not  into  the  path  of  the  wicked,  and  go  not 
in  the  way  of  evil.  Avoid  it,  pass  not  by  it, 
turn  from  it,  and  pass  away." 

One  of  the  first  temptations  which  will 
beset  you  will  be  the  temptation  to  disobe- 
dience. You  will  find  some  other  child  not 
minding  when  it  is  spoken  to,  and,  when- 
ever it  can,  managing  to  get  its  own  way, 
and  thus  setting  an  example  of  disobedience 
and  insubordination.  There  will  be  times 
when  it  will  be  a  struggle  for  you  to  obey 
some  rule  or  submit  to  some  regulation,  and 
looking  at  this  example  you  will  feel  inclined 
to  resent  your  parents' or  your  teacher's  autho- 
rity. This  will  be  a  temptation.  Now  this 
inclination  must  be  resisted  at  once.  You 
must  escape  in  a  moment,  as  if  it  were  for 
your  life.  Disobedience  is  a  crime,  and 
your  safety  lies  in  preserving  your  child- 
like conviction  of  its  criminality.  The  ques- 
tion whether  you  will  obey  your  parents  or 
not,  is  only  another  form  of  the  question 
whether  you  will  love  them  or  not.  And 
if  you  do  not  love  and  obey  your  parents  " 
whom  you  have  seen,  how  can  you  love  and 
obey  God  whom  you  have  not  seen  ? 

Another  temptation  will  be  the  temptation 
to  laziness  and  idleness.  We  live  in  a  world 
of  work.  God  works,  and  our  Saviour  said, 
"  My  Father  workeUi  hitherto,  and  I  work," 
All  things  are  full  of  labour.  And  whatso- 
ever our  hand  finds  to  do,  we  must  do  it  with, 
our  might.  These  texts,  and  such  texts 
these,  you  must  keep  in  your  hearts  with 
all  diligence ;  for  you  will  soon  find  there  are 
those  who  are  tainted  with  the  leprosy  of 
laziness.  We  warn  you  that  lazmess  is- 
catching.  People  who  are  doing  nothing 
lead  other  persons  to  be  idle.  You  cannot 
afford  to  be  doing  nothing,  for  you  are  risk- 
ing the  habit  and  the  power  of  work. 

You  will  have  other  temptations,  of  which 
I  cannot  speak  now;  but  you  will  find  alL 
temptations  are  alike — they  seem  to  look  more 
or  less  tempting  and  pleasant,  but  they  arc 
all  alike  wrong,  and  all  alike  ruinous.  If 
you  take  at  once  the  first  temptations  that 
beset  you,  and  determine,  in  the  strength  of 
God,  to  overcome  them,  you  will  succeed, 
and  your  success  will  strengthen  and  en- 
courage you  to  meet  with  any  and  all  of  the 
temptations  of  life.  And  we  read  :  "  There 
hath  no  temptation  taken  you  but  such  as  is 
common  to  man ;  but  God  is  faithful,  who 
will  not  suffer  you  to  be  tempted  above  that 
ye  are  able,  but  will  with  the  temptation 
also  make  a  way  of  escape,  that  ye  may  be 
able  to  bear  it." 
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L— HOME  NOTES. 

■HPTT  CIT¥  CHUKCOES. 

A  TTENTION  hu  been  called  once  again,  throDgh 
the  nempapen  acdby  adisctuaion  in  the  Moose 
of  Loids,  to  tlie  condition  into  which  changing  cii- 
camsCances  have  brought  the  parochial  siraDgements 
of  the  City  or  London.  Wilhio  m  area  of  a  single  mile, 
fn  what  is  known  as  the  City,  there  arc  close  upon  sixtj 
chntches,  affordiog  sitting  accommodati  on  for  upwards 
ofthiiiy  thousand  persons,  and  with  an  annoal  revenue 
for  clerical  purposes  of  more  than  ^£'40,000.  The 
actttal  population  of  the  City  of  London  il  now  re- 
tmned  as  jz,ooo,  about  half  what  it  was  ten  yaus 
ago,  and  for  this  populatiau  there  are  sixty-one 
churches.  But,  u  the  Bishop  of  London  pointed 
ont,  the  Sunday  population  of  the  City  is  very  much 
bdowthat  of  the  ordinary  sleeping  popnlalion,  be- 
cause so  many  people  go  out  into  the  suburbs  or  into 
(hecoiuitry  an  Sunday,  aod  it  is  not  surprising  (hat, 
accordiug  toieceut  statistics,  the  total  number  attend- 
ing service  in  the  City  on  Sunday  morning  it  given 
M  3,853  persons,  exclusive  of  clergy,  choir,  paupers, 
achool  children,  and  paid  attendaatt.  The  sireeping 
suggestion  that  the  great  majority  of  these  City 
chuTcbea  shoold  be  ruthlessly  and  unhesitatingly 
destroyed  to  not  likely  to  find  favour ;  and  there  is 
fonelhing  more  than  mere  sentiinent  in  the  stuinlung 
wbich  ii  felt  from  giving  up  the  beait  of  the  metropolis 
exduiively  to  the'purmits  of  trade  and  money  get- 
ting; nor  ace  the  importance  and  value  of  (hort  week- 
day services  to  be  overlooked.  But  when  all  these 
allowancts  are  made,  the  resnlt  which  remains  shows 
that  the  City  of  London,  bendes  being,  as  it  nn- 
donbtedly  is,  the  centre  of  a  great  deal  of  shameful 
iraste  In  connection  with  charitable  funds,  is  also  the 
fceoe  of  a  lamentable  waste  of  ecdesiaaticat  resources. 
How  the  money  thus  upended  would  be  better 
applied,  for  Idndred  pnrposei,  is  a  qoestion  which  no 
doubt  reqnirei  earnest  consideration ;  but  the  pt«*ent 
■tale  of  things  certainly  constitatei  an  evil  and  a 
grievance,  which  cannot  be  dult  with  too  toon,  in- 
asmuch as  while  it  remains  it  is  an  occasion  of  mani- 
fold injuiy  to  the  cause  of  Christian  truth  and  right- 
eoosness. 

HOSPITALS  AND  C0KTALB5CBHT  CATIENTS. 

There  seems  to  be  good  reason  to  hope  that  the 
London  Hospital  Sunday  Collections  of  the  present 
year  will  eiceed  in  amount  those  of  any  preceding 
year.  About  ^fjo.ooo  have  been  received  at  the 
Mansion  Haute  at  the  lime  of  our  writing  these  lines. 
"TheOrderofSt.John  of  Jerusalem  in  England"— 
a  nseful  and  highly  respectable  sodety,  eocnmbered 
with  a  fantastic  name  and  some  fanciful  traditions, 
but  Ihorooghly  nnsectariin  In  its  character  and  t>ene- 
TOlent  in  ita  ^ms — hai  recently  drawn  attention  to 
eSbrts  made  by  its  agency  for  the  assistance  of  patients 
when  discharged,  as  convalescent,  Etom  hospitals. 


It  it  pointed  ont  that  the  condition  of  sach  penooi  ift 
often  very  pitiful,  and  thoroaghly  deserving  of  thought- 
ful consideration  and  sympathy.  They  require  for  a, 
considerable  time,  in  order  to  their  entite  restoration,  a 
diet  which  it  is  frequently  impossible  for  them  to 
obtain  without  benevolent  help.  "  It  is  unfortunately 
too  often  the  case  that  an  accident  to,  or  illness  of, 
the  breadwinner  is  the  beginning  of  debt  and  distress- 
in  a  family,  and  that  generally  he  returns  from  the 
hospital  to  his  home,  to  Gnd  his  wife  and  children  in 
straitened  circumstances,  and  noable  to  provide  him 
with  the  notirisbing  food  which  then,  of  all  times,  h» 
most  requires  to  enable  him  to  resume  his  work." 
The  member?  of  toe  Ordtt  of  St.  John,  who  them- 
selves supply  the  funds  which  they  dispense,  have,  for 
fourteen  years,  eadcilToured,  in  the  case  of  patients. 
Irom  Charing  Cross  aod  King's  College  Hospitals,  to 
aiford,  nnder  medical  direction,  help  of  the  kind  re- 
ferred to.  They  are  now  willing  to  endeavour  to  ex- 
tend this  important  form  of  benevolent  enterprise  to 
patients  discharged  from  other  hospitals,  if  funds  are 
supplied  to  them  for  the  purpose.  The  claims  of 
such  a  scheme  are  obvious,  and  ought  not  to  need 
any  urgency  of  commendation.  The  Secretary  of  the 
Order  is  Mr,  James  Gildea,  St  John's  Gate,  OerkeQ- 
well,  London,  E.C. 


E  AND   FOOK  TOWN   CHJLDKEN. 

Mrs.  RocsHa,  whose  good  woric  on  tiehalf  of  thb 
poor  children  of  London  lias  more  than  once  iieeik 
mentioned  by  ua,  has  lately  stated  fan-  own  pro- 
posals in  the  following  letter  to  the  newspapers,, 
which  we  are  glad  to  insert  here: — "  For  the  next 
few  montha  the  children  of  the  rich  will  be  scattered 
over  the  world,  and  mnch  money  will  tie  spent  (and 
not  a  litUe  wasted)  on  their  pleasures.  The  poor 
town  children  will  continue  to  live  between  brick 
walls,  asking  (as  Puttck  says},  'Where  ii  (he 
country  } '  Ten  years  ago  I  was  thought  mad  in. 
taking  a  score  of  London  children  to  the  Isle  of 
Wight  for  a  week ;  now  it  is  recognised  that  such 
children  have  some  claim  to  be  children  at  least  once 
a  year.  But  I  am  told  00  good  authority  that  houses 
cannot  be  found  for  all  the  children  who  can  be  sent 
by  the  charity  (I  had  almost  said  justice)  of  the  rich,, 
and  I  feel  responsitile  for  this  difficulty  being  met  as 
far  as  possible.  At  all  times  the  house  here  is  open 
to  really  poor  girls  up  to  the  number  of  eight  or  nine, 
and  I  make  up  tlte  deficit  (usually  heavy)  eveiy  year 
myself.  Beyond  this  number  I  do  not  wish  to  go, 
and  I  hope  Uie  time  will  soon  come  when  I  may  rest 
altogether.  Bnt  I  am  willing  to  increase  the  number 
of  girls,  between  seven  and  twelve  yeara,  to  twenty  if 
need  b«  i  but  I  hope  my  friends  who  recommend  me 
Buch  large  numbers  of  children  will  remember  that  to 
lieep  twenty  children  all  the  year  (excepting  winter^ 
requires  money,  and  that  I  am  not  able  to  add  to  my 
expenditure,  though  I  am  ready  to  give  more  work. 
Some  children  who  aune  last  week  from  a  ii-ery  pooE 
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loealilf  and  Irom  a  Board  school  cried  to  go  home  foi 
the  lint  two  days,  and  it  required  nearly  a  week  to 
call  out  (he  teal  children;  their  capacity  for  eDJoy- 
meiit  seemed  to  be  almost  entitely  cmihed.  When 
it  the  end  of  the  week  T  oSeted  to  send  them  borne 
they  were  as  anxious  to  4tay.  What  greater  eril  can 
town  Kfe  do  than  tbisF — I  am,  sir,  -  yours,  kc, 
EtiKABETH  RossiTBR.— Hotsfrilh  Pwk,  logate- 
stone,  July  7." 

'  The  scbemenot  only  deserves  recomtnendstion  in 

Itself,  but  it  may,  and  we  hope  will,  also  serre  as  a 

seed  of  kindly  SDggestion  which  may  take  root  and 

'   frnctify  in  many 


TRE  n)niBtJSGB  MxracAL  IktissioitAfty  socnrv. 

Missionaries  evetywhere  testify  to  the  great  value 
«f  medical  knowledge  and  skill  as  an  aid  to  the  sac- 
cessful  prosecution  of  theit  wotk,  and  we  are  glad  to 
believe  that  Inends  of  foreign  missions  at  home  ate 
disposed  increasingly  to  recognise  how  well  the  aits 
ofhealing  body  and  soul  go  logeQicr  in  the  atlempl 


b  make  known  to  healhea  people  the  nstorp  and 
effects  of  Christian  tniUi.  "We  note  that  latftly  a  very 
targe  and  extremely  interesting  meeting  Was  held  in 
Ediabnrgh,  In  ordet  to  take  leave  of  nine  young 
medical  missionariea,  who  Tiad  completed  their  studies 
in  the  TTnivetsity,  undii  the  auspices  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Medical  Missionary  Society,  and  were  about 
to  start  for  diflereni  sphere)  of  labour.  They  were 
connected  with  various  lections  ot  the  Christian 
ChtlTch,  and  the  vast  audience  of  over  three  thousand 
people  whc  Hstened  to  the  addresses  and  took  part  in 
&e  devotioos  which  Mariied  the 


a  corresponding  variety  of  mhar  wltgknis 
A  very  inleresfine  feature  of  Ihe  proceedings  was  the 
speech  of  the  venerable  Dr.  tirdht,  mba  recalled  the 
raeetioglntheyeai  i8i6,whenhe,  as  oneofapaityof 
nine  missionaries,  was  set  apart  fiw  the  swvice  in  wtiloh 
he  has  BO  nobly  spent  his  life.  Or.  Moffat,  who  has 
DOW  reached  the  age  of  Hghty-sii  yeara,  can  always 
supply  from  the  stores  of  his  own  experience  abundant 
illustrations  of  tbc  value  of  medical  mission  work, 
and  the  qhitdlike  simplicity  of  his  spirit  makes  eveo 
Bis  presence  on  sneb  occasions  as  th«se  seem  like  a 
benediction.  We  trust  that  fte  nnvsnally  im{sessiTe 
proceedings  at  the  meeting  in  Edinburgh  will  serve 
greatly  to  help  the  good  work  of  the  Medical  Mis- 
sionary Society. 

TBI  OOBPEL  AMD  ns  AOBNCIS9  IK  S3-  OILKS'. 
In  looking  through  the  twenly-Iirst  annnal  report 
of  the  St.  Giles'  Christian  Mis^or,  conducted  by  Mr. 
George  Ibtton  and  his  friends,  we  are  glad  to  observe 
tlie  reference  to  some  importaot  changes  which  are 
being  effected  in  that  district.  After  alluding  to  the 
various  agencies  connected  with  the  Missioo,  and 
tbrir  active  operation,  Mr.  Mitton  says :  "  Bnt  in  my 
judgment  one  oF  the  most  important  improTements 
that  oni  District  has  yst  seen  is  now  going  on  in  the 
erection  by  the  Peabody  Trustees  of  a  large  block,  of 
suitable  dwellings  for  (he  poor,  in  very  close 
ptodn^  to  ottr  Mltsion  Chapel,  in  Litil*  WHd  , 


Street.  These  buildings  will  stand  on  the  site  of 
some  of  the  wont  fever-dens  and  pest-houses  of  the 
neighbourhood,  and  when  completed  will  consist  of 
540  rooms,  accommodating  some  3,500  persons  in 
respectability  and  comfort."  So  far  as  theory  is 
concerned,  it  H  p»baps  ulmecessn)'  now  to  spend 
much  tine  in  insisting  upon  (he  impottanoe  of  decent 
and  wholesome  dwelling  accommodation  as  an  aid  to 
the  improved  morality  and  the  social  elevation  of  the 
pon ;  but  practically,  both  in  ooi  cities  and  coun[ry 
districts,  a  great  deal  yet  remains  to  be  done.  The 
testimony  of  one  who  has  laboured  so  long  and  so 
Enthfiilly  as  Mr.  Hatton,  in  one  of  the  most  wretched 
and  degraded  quarters  of  London — where  poverty  is 
sen  in  its  most  appalling  forms,  that  is,  associated 
vith.dirt,  nee,  and  every  land  of  squalor  and  wretched- 
ne»  ia  well  worthy  9I  note.  The  impiqvement  of 
the  dwellings  of  the  poor  offers  an  almost  unlimitM 
field  for  the  exarcise  of  enlightened  philanthropy,  and 
even  for  well-directed  commercial  enterprise.  We 
must  add  that  we  notice  with  pleasure  that  Mr. 
Hatton  is  still  aUe  to  produce  a  satisfactory  and 
cheeiiag  recoid  of  the  valuable  work  done,  in  con- 
nection with  the  St.  Giles'  Mission,  in  aid  of  dis- 
charged Prisoners. 

II.— GLANCES  ABROAD. 


Eugland,  and  indeed  the  mviliaed  world,  was  sleilled 
by  the  tidings  tint,  on  the  aai  of  July,  General 
Garfiebl,  the  PresidcDt  of  the  United  Statee,  had 
been  dangerously  wonnded  bj  the  piatol.shot  of  an 
■ssassia.  The  Resident  was  at  a  railway  atatjop  in 
Wasbington,  intending,  in  company  with  the.  Secftr 
taiy  of  Stste  and  others,  to  stbtt  by  train  on  a  short 
jontnoy,  when  two  ahob  were  fired  by  a  man  named 
Gniteau,  who  had  reKnrted  to  the  spot,. as  he  after' 
wards  avowed,  for  the  purpose  of  aeeoggJishipg  the 
rniwler  of  General  Ganfield.  One  of  the  dioli  tocHc 
effect,  and  the  FEesldenf  fell,  lie  blood  spurting 
fiom  Ms  wound.  For  mu^  dsyt  the  grentelt  anvety 
prevailed  as  to  the  possible  result,  but  happily  (bft 


rally,  and  although  at  the  dma  we  write  it  ia  too 
soon  to  ^esk  of  the  issoe  with  confidence,  there 
seem  to  be  good  ftotadt  for  boping;  (bat  tbe  re. 
covery  will  be  comple(e.  Guiteau  appears  to  liave 
been  prompted  by  mingled  feelings  of  political  hatred 
and  personal  revenge.  He  is  stated  to  have  lieen  by 
profssaion  a  lawyer,  bat  be  had  apparently  entered 
apoa  a  carter  which  we  should  call  that  of  a  political 
advCDtuicr.  He  wished  for  an  appointment  under 
Government,  and  wben  be  found  that  he  bad  no 
ce  of  obtaining  it.  Bought  his  revenge.  It  is  grati- 
fying to  be  able  to  believe  that  he  had  no  confede> 
rates  in  hia  dastardly  act  The  general  shock  created 
by  this  lamentable  event  has  been  followed  by 
anivetsal  eipresstoos  of  sympathy  and  of  cordial  hope 
that  the  valuable  life  thus  imperilled  may  be  spared. 
Nowhere  have  such  dprecnons  bee«(  more  empbatic 
and  sincere  Oisn  in  E^^Moi. .   The  i&othei-tountr} 
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hntbonrn  ones  Bgaio  ttaitAelo?*  fat  her  dongbter- 
Tcpabtic  zcrau  the  sta  hte  in  it  tiat  mjtteiirm  fence 
whiiji  capcdaBy' belonfi  to  blood  nhtloDsMp,  and 
whichbubttA  faatcaed  and  strengthanid  by  thepoi- 
sessioD  of  many  common  inleiests,  hopei,  aspirUions, 
lod  endcavoun. 


iisnj  peraoDl  in  tlw  coimtij  veie  ftwJHjr  yhh 
the  faco  and  Toioc  of  PaiEsni  Gewge  FUch,  an 
ominent  and  bakired  Eran«li  Protcetant  clergyman, 
'whose  indden  death  bom.  apoplexy  wax  lately 
ansoanced.  ["aaCanr  Fkch  succeeded  Axlolphe 
MoDod  ai  miniita'  of  the  Protestant  Churcji  at  I^oni. 
For  many  yean  past  he  has  been  hononred  and 
lo^ed  iq>  lo  ai  cme  of  the  atoat  lacfiil  and  devoted 
of  the  miniiters  of  the  fete  BwneElical  Ctoucbe*  of 
France,  Ind  has  been  the  geooal  tecRtaiy  of  the 
jodMy  vhicb  they  fbnned.  He  vai  a  lodous  and 
indefatigable  advocate  and  ptomoter  of  home  mission 
work,  and  bdeed  was  (he  supporter  and  friend  of  all 
the  leading  FroEeitant  religioas  entaprises  of  his 
comtiy.  He  was  a  promiaent  member  of  the  ETan- 
gsHcal  Affiance,  and  his  genial  presence,  and  the 
mingled  comteoUsneEs,  <Kgttlty,  and  simplicity  of  Ms 
manner,  will  long  be  lemembered  by-  English  and 
American  menaben  and  Jnenda  of  the  Alliaace  as 
veil  as  by  his  own  conntiymea.  His  removal,  which, 
althongb  he  was  sixty-seven  yean  of  age,  wu  quite 
unlooked  fot,  is  felt  as  a  great  loss  by  ^FVench  Pro- 
tealants,  and  his  name  will  long  be  affediooately 
cherished  among  them.  Br.  Pressens^saysof  liim, 
"  Others  may  have  been  more  (Ustingmshed  for  letm- 
ing  and  ontorical  gifts,  but  he  had  no  equal  in  tbe 
eeaselcis  activity,  fertility  of  resource,  and  onflagging 
derotedness  of  liis  work  among  the  churches." 

THB  OnUU  TKADE  D)   BKniSS  SUUUB. 

A  mania  uudimi  on  the  sot^t  of  the  reUtions  of 
the  Bdlisb  GoTtPttottM  to  the  Opium  Trade  io 
British  Bnnnah,  by  Mr.  AltchiSou,  late  Chief  Com- 
missioner in  that  country,  has  lately  been  made 
p^ilic,  and  has  produced  a  very  painful  feeling  of 
■npriae  and  of  humiliation  in  the  minds,  we  beheve, 
of  Engliih  people  generally.  Mr..Al[cbison  states 
that  this  pemidouB  <frug,  the  use  (rf  which  was  nn. 
.knowii  in  Bormah  anda  native  rale,  has  been  intro- 
duced under  the  autpices  of  our  Government  them, 
and  hat  been  made  ttaa  Bomce  of  very  considerable 
revenue^  Under  the  (ystem  adopted  by  British 
an^oiitiet,  licenses  are  dispcaed  of  by  anctios 
shopkeepoi  desiring  to  deal  in  opium,  and  the  drag 
is  snpphed  aiter  a  lieavy  duty,  anonnting  to  five  times 
its  coat  as  impoitad,  has  been  levied  upon  U.  Tbt 
opium  trade  thus  establidusd  has  been  in  Butnub,  as 
it  has  been  evetywhetc,  a  caase  of  fearful  danorahsa- 
tion,  and  the  coaiumption  hsi  inetvued  at  on  aluM- 
ing  rate.  The  Bnimese  tq^ear  to  be  pecoHarly 
susceptible  to  the  delctoiotts  inOaenoes  of  this  detdly 
narcotie,  and  to  invariably  does  the  evil  mutery  of 
tbe  habit  astett  itself  among :  them  when  it  is  otxie 
indnlged  in,   that  opium-sdlert  freqaontly  supply 


young  and  re^et^ble  men  with  opium  gratis,  Icaow- 
ing  that  the  victims  who  yield  to  tbe  temptation  tlms 
presented  will  certainly  fall  into  Aelr  liands  with  very 
Sttle  delay.  Ur.  Aitchison,  who  has  taken  great 
pains  to  collect  iofbrmatiou  from  competent  authoti- 
ports  oF  Bnrtnah,  is  of  opinion  that  k 
the  opinm  trade  were  allowed  to  go  on  unebc<ked, 
dieie  would  soon  be  no  Bmmese  population  left  from 
lAoni  to  collect  taxes,  and  that  therefore  the  lu- 
ss  hitherto  adopted  by  the  British 
short-sighted,  and  in  a  sense  saicidali 
We  cannot  refrain  from  ssklng,  bow  is  it  that  onr 
British  Govenunent  seeks  its  revenue  so  largely,  both 
at  home  and  abroad,  not  from  the  education,  the 
physical  health,  and  sodal  advancement  of  its  sub- 
jects, but  fiom  their  degradation,  their  wrelchtdntst,. 
(heir  ruin  ?  We  fear  God  and  will  not  have  an  te- 
fidd  in  our  PuliamtQt,  yet  we  tmn  millions  of  homt« 
into  madhooses,  add  coantlBss  women  and  chiidm 
to  Ihe  number  (rf'  widows  and  fathcrlcas,  and  podiet 
yearly  a  goijd  round  sum  as  Ihe  proceeds.  Tlie  Com- 
nissioneT  also  appends  several  recommeodationt  t* 
(he  Govetnmeut  with  a  view  to  reducing  and  checUog 
tUs  fearfal  scourge.  Lord  Hartingtcxi  bat  intimated 
the  intoitian  of  the  anthoritieB  to  put  some  at  least  of 
these  recommendatloos  into  Immediate  force,  and 
staled  that  that  small  polticm  of  the  evils  to  b«  ttw 
remedied  now  brings  bi  ^^50,000  a  year  In  rev«iiae. 

ra.— O0R  MEMORIAX  RECORD. 

Ajj  eminently  "successful  merchant, "  and  a  wise 
and  generous  philanthropist.  Sir  Joiiah  Mason,  of 
Biimingham,  passed  away  on  the  r6th  of  June,  at 
the  good  old  age  of  eighty-six  years.  The  story  of 
his  Hfe,  should  it  ever  be  written,  will  fonn  anoAer 
of  those  "  industrial  biographies,"  of  which  many 
have  lately  been  given  to  the  public,  wKdi  EUnslrate 
the  value  of  plodding  industry,  of  native  sagacity,  and 
of  steriing  integrity,  in  aecoring  a  successful  career  it> 
a  mercantile  and  manufacturing'  community  like  out 
own.  It  will  also  present  a  fine  example  of  a  man 
who  had  it  in  bis  heart  (o  be  "his  own  executor," 
and  who,  by  »  boontifnl  expenditore  of  his  wealdk  oa 
good  objects,  seciD'ed  a  large  measure  of  respert  and 
love,  and  left  in  operation  benevolent  and  educationd 
agencies  which,  we  may  well  hope  and  believe,  wiH 
be  of  lasting  servin.  Josiah  Mason  was  bom  in 
Kidderminster,  in  1795,  of  parents  in  a  very  humble 
^msidon.  His  6ther  died  when  the  boy  was  about 
ten  years  of  age,  and  mere  ch3d  as  lie  then  was,  he 
had  to  begin  the  struggle  for  existence  whit*  presses 
so  hardly  on  multitudes.  But  (he  boy  h»d  a  faculty  for 
bosiness,  and  (he  story  of  hit  setting  up  as  a  [de-aeller, 
— which  has  been  variously  told — apparently  belongs 
to  this  period,  -(be  pies,  or  tea-cakes,  having  been 
'  isade  by  his  mother,  not  by  his  wife,  as  some  diroiil- 
clen  have  said.  Anyhow,  tbe  little  Kidderminster 
lad  in  thoM  early  dayt  began  to  take  the  fint  steps  tb 
fortnne.  As  he  grew  up  be  tfied  his  hand'  at  two  or 
three  trades,  thocmakipg,  ij;  ,js  !iaid,^bdM  one  of 
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thaB ;  (nd  at  leagth  bund  hii  fray  to  Binningham, 
where  he  engaged  in  the  mannfacture  of  split  rings. 
A  combination  of  circunutanca  led  to  his  embaildng 
in  the  Eteel-peo  trade,  to  which  attention  wu  bcEiii- 
niog  to  be  called,  and  which  within  the  lost  ^y  yean 
hai  developed  into  inch  an  inunense  industiy.  Josiah 
Mason  was  one  of  the  Gnt  in  the  field ;  he  knew  how 
to  inange  for  the  sole  at  well  u  for  the  production 
ot  pens,  and  as  the  yean  passed  on  he  became  the 
largest  steel-pen  numofacturer  in  the  world.  He  was 
ime  of  the  first,  alio,  to  perceive  the  commercial 
Talue  of  the  process  of  electro-plating,  and  by  the 
jndidous  investment  of  capital  io  that  branch  of  husi- 
■neii,  and  also  in  that  of  "  vulcanising  "  india-rubber, 
lie  acquired  a  large  fortune.  A  more  detailed  eX' 
MDinatioii  of  the  story  of  his  career  would  show  that 
ifawn  did  not  owe  his  nicce*a  to  "  mere  loclc,"  but 
that  the  fabric  of  bis  fortune  was  built  up  by  honest, 
Xiod-fearing  induitiy,  and  by  honoutable  and  stead- 
&st  thrill.  A  great  fortune,  however,  is  a  great 
mponiibility,  and  it  is  even  a  greater  achieveoient 
jirobably  to  qiend  money  wisely  than  to  get  it  pleoti- 
inlly.  The  two  great  monuments  of  Sir  Joiiah 
MasMi's  thoughtful  generosity  are  the.  Orphan 
Schools  for  350  children  at  Eidington,  near  Bir* 
miogfaaiD,  and  the  Science  Ccdlege  at  Birmingham. 
Upon  the  erection  and  endowment  of  theso  ia- 
ititntioDi  their  founder  expended  nearly  half  a 
million  sterling,  and  it  was  in  recognition  of  this 
public  service  that  be  recdved  «  few  yean  ago  Ibe 
honoor  of  knighthood.  He  was  dso  an  open* 
handed  friend  of  almost  all  the  InstitutioDS  for  the 
i>enefi(  of  Ibe  public  in  BirmiDgham.  It  t*  pleasant 
to  know  that  the  old  man's  life  was  brightened  and 
Kodered  happy  by  the  attachment  of  those  for  whose 
benefit  he  did  so  much,  and  that  he  nras  abundantly 
beloved  as  well  as  honoured.  He  spent  a  great  de^ 
of  time  at  bis  Orpbuiage,  and  was  regarded  by  the 
children  as  a  iather.  He  had  no  family  of  bis  own, 
Init  for  more  than  half  a  centot;  lived  happily  with 
the  wife  whom  he  had  muricd  in  the  days  of  his 
early  struggles  and  comparative  pover^. 

THE  KET.   JOBN   CUUUINO,   D.D. 

The  Rev,  Dr.  Gumming,  for  more  than  forty  years 
the  miBister  of  the  Scotch  National  Church,  Qown 
Court,  Covent  Garden,  London,  has  lately  been  taken 
ttway  by  death,  after  a  long  and  painful  affliction.  Dr. 
Gumming  entered  upon  bis  pastorate  in  i8ji,  and 
only  resigned  It,  owing  to  the  advance  of  age  and 
infirmity,  in  1S79.  He  was  well  known  during  a  con- 
siderable part  of  his  career  for  the  inderatigablc  zeal 
with  wbitji  be  maintained,  in  sermons,  lectures,  and 
writings,  the  cause  of  Protestantism  as  against  the 
teachings  and  pretensions  of  the  Papacy.  He  was 
also  a  behever  in  the  speedy  second  coming  of  out 
LotA  for  His  millennial  teigD,  and  brought  much 
ingenuity  and  skill  to  the  eiposilion  of  passagds  of 
Scripture  which  he  imagined  snpported  this  belief. 
He. was  led  to  fix  upon  the  year  186S  as  the  time 
when,  as  he  put  it,  the  great  epoch*  of  the  world's 
history  might  be  expected  to  run  out ;  and  perhaps  he 


never  quite  persuaded  himself  that  the  pibUc  were 
right  in  their  opmion  that  the  actual  conrse  of  evenla 
falsified  the  anticipatiDn.  All  that  we  can  say  on 
such  a  subject  may  be  said  in  two  very  familiar 

"God  it  Hi*  own  iDtarpnter, 

Willingness  to  wait  in  reverence,  and  faith,  and 
hope,  on  God's  own  intecpretatian  of  the  dark  saying 
uttered  of  old,  with  respect  to  onnclves  and  to  the 
coarse  of  human  history,  ia  doubtless  the  tme  Chris- 
tian spirit  to  cherish.  Whatever  may  have  been 
Dr-  Gumming's  faults  in  this  respect  we  caimot  pre- 
sume to  judge ;  but  we  may  truly  refer  to  him  here 
I]  s,  minister  of  special  gifts,  who  for  mora  &xa  a 
generation  held  an  important  position  in  the  metro- 
polis, keeping  together  a  large  congregation,  and 
constantly  appearing  in  public  as  the  adi'ocate  of 
many  leading  religions  and  philanthropic  enterpises. 

WltLIAM-PAGR  WOOD,   BARON  HATgggl.lIT. 

A  career  of  singularly  and  beautifolly  blended 
strength  and  sweetness  has  closed  with  the  death  of 
Lord  Hatherley,  ci-Lord  Chancellor  of  England, 
who  finished  his  coarse  at  the  good  old  age  of 
cigh^  years,  on  Sunday,  July  loth,  at  bis  house 
in  Great  George  Street,  Westminster.  The  men 
of  iUustrious  piety  as  well  as  of  illustrious  ability 
who  have  attained  to  the  highest  legal  positions  in 
this  coimliyhave  happily  not  been  few,  and  Lord 
Hatherley's  name  will  always  rank  with  the  foremost 
of  them.  The  son  of  Sir  Matthew  Wood,  a  once 
famous  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  Lord  Hatherlej  had 
many  advantages  of  education  and  of  sumnmdings 
which,  when  made  use  of,  help  to  give  a  man  a  good 
start  in  life.  From  his  early  yean  he  was  of  rdigions 
as  well  as  of  studious  habits,  and  when  called  to  the 
Bar  he  tailed  up  the  steep  and  difficult  path  to 
influence  and  fame  with  an  imtamiihed  honour,  and 
in  a  spirit  of  noble  and  strennons  peisevennce.  We 
need  not  attempt  to  trace  his  career  step  by  step,  but 
may  remark  that  perhaps  no  lawyer  ever  advanced  to 
the  highest  place  in  his  profession  whose  successes 
were  regarded  with  more  ungrudging  satisfaction  and 
approval  by  membera  of  the  same  caUing  as  wdl  aa 
by  the  public  at  large.  It  is  especially  to  Lord 
Hatherley's  Christian  and  philarxthtopic  labours — or 
perhaps  we  should  rather  say,  to  his  Christian  and 
philanthropic  spirit — that  we  desire  to  refci  here. 
Spotless  in  his  integrity,  tender,  childlike,  and  self- 
forgetfnl  in  all  the  private  relations  of  life,  this  great 
lawyer,  amidst  the  harassing  and  incesunt  labonrs 
of  thirty  of  the  busiest  yean  of  his  life,  found  time  to 
serve  aa  a  teacher  in  a  Sunday-school,  and  devoted 
time,  ability,  and  money  to  the  parish  woilt  of  the 
district  in  which  he  lived,  and  to  more  general  effints 
oa  behalf  of  the  poor,  the  suffering,  and  those  who 
required  help  in  any  form.  He  will  long  be  specially 
missed  in  Westminster,  and  he  has  left  to  his  conntiy- 
men  at  large  an  example  which  caanot  but  have  a 
humbling  ai  well  m  on  inspiring  effect  upon  most,  if 
not  all,  of  ns.     ' 
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By  HESBA  STEIETTON,  AUTHOR  OP  "Jessica's  First  Pxaysr,"  "In  Pbisor  amd  Otrr,"  uc. 

"  Siu  are  at  fini  like  cotnnbi,  U  last  like  cabin."— .^o^''";  aUriinlcd  to  Napalaiit  I. 

I  succeed  to  the  charge  as  his  executor.  You 
will  be  my  ward,  Phebe,  till  you  are  of  age," 

"  Will  it  be  much  trouble,  sir  ?  "  she  asked 
anxiously. 

"  None  at  all,"  he  answered  ;  "  I  hope  it 
will  be  a  pleasure ;  for,  Phebe,  it  wiU  not  be 
fit  for  you  to  live  alone  at  Upfold  Fann  ;  and 
I  wish  you  to  come  here — to  make  your 
home  with  me  till  you  are  of  age.  It  would 
be  a  great  pleasure  to  me,  and  I  would  take 
care  you  should  have  every  opportunity  for 
self- improvement.  I  kaowyou  are  not  a  fine 
young  lady,  my  dear,  but  you  are  sensible, 
modest,  and  sweet-tempered,  and  we  should 
get  on  well  together.  If  you  were  happy 
with  me  I  should  regard  you  as  my  adopted 
daughter,  and  provide  accordingly  for  you. 
Think  of  it  for  a  few  minutes  while  I  look 
over  these  letters.  Perhaps  I  seem  a  gtim 
and  surly  old  man  to  you ;  but  I  am  not 
naturally  so.     You  would  never  disappoint 


CHAPTER  XXIII.— ANOTHER    OFFER. 

THE  next  day  Phebe  locked  up  her  house 
and  rode  down  to  Riversborough.  As 
she  descended  into  the  valley  and  the  open 
plain  beyond  her  sorrowfulness  fell  awayfrom 
tier.  Her  social  instincts  were  strong,  and 
she  delighted  in  companionship  and  in  the 
help  she  could  render  to  any  fellow-creature. 
If  she  overtook  a  boy  trudging  reluctantly  to 
school  she  would  dismount  from  her  rough 
pony  and  give  him  a  ride ;  or  if  she  met  with 
a  woman  carrying  a  heavy  load,  she  took  the 
burden  from  her,  and  let  her  pony  saunter 
slowly  along,  while  she  listened  to  the  homely 
gossip  of  the  neighbourhood.  Phebe  was  a 
great  favourite  along  these  roads,  which  she 
liad  traversed  every  week  during  summer  to 
attend  Riversborough  market  for  the  last 
eight  years.  Her  spirits  rose  as  she  rode 
along,  receiving  many  a  kindly  word,  and 
more  invitations  to  spend  a  little  while  in 
<iiiFerent  houses  than  she  could  have  accepted 
if  she  had  been  willing  to  give  twelve  months 
to  visiting.  It  was  market-day  at  Rivers- 
borough, and  the  greetings  there  were  still 
inore  numerous,  and,  if  possible,  more  kindly. 
Everybody  had  a  word  for  pretty  Phebe  Mar- 
lowe ;  especially  to-day,  when  her  black  dress 
told  of  the  loss  she  had  suffered. 

She  made  her  way  to  Whitefriars  Road. 
The  Old  Bank  was  not  so  full  as  it  had  for- 
merly been ;  for  immediately  after  the  panic 
last  May  a  new  bank  had  been  opened  more 
in  (he  centre  of  the  town,  and  a  good  many 
of  the  tradesmen  and  farmers  had  transferred 
their  accounts  to  it.  The  outer  office  was 
fairiy  busy,  but  Phebe  had  not  long  to  wait 
before  being  summoned  to  see  Mr.  Clifford. 
The  muscles  of  his  stern  and  careworn  fea- 
tures relaxed  into  something  approaching  a 
smile  as  she  entered  and  he  caught  sight  of 
her  sweet  and  frank  young  face. 

"Sit  down,  Phebe,"  he  said.  "I  did  not 
iiear  of  your  loss  before  yesterday  ;  and  I 
'vas  just  about  to  send  for  you  to  see  your 
father's  will.  It  is  in  our  strong  room.  You 
are  not  on e-and -twenty  yet  ?" 

"  Not  til!  next  December,  sir,"  she  replied. 

''  Roland  Sefton  is  the  only  executor  ap- 
pointed,'' he  continued,  his  face  contracting 
for  an  instant,  as  if  some  painful  memory 
flashed  across  him ;  "  and,  since  he  is  dead. 


He  turned  away  to  his  desk,  and  appeared 

to  occupy  himself  with  his  letters,  but  he  did 
not  take  in  a  single  line  of  them.  He  had 
set  his  heart  once  more  on  the  hope  of  winning 
love  and  gratitude  from  some  young  wayfarer 
on  life's  rough  road,  whose  path  he  could 
make  smooth  and  bright.  He  had  been 
bitterly  disappointed  in  his  own  son  ^nd  his 
friend's  son.  But  if  this  simple,  unSpoiled 
little  country  maiden  would  leave  her  future 
life  in  his  keeping,  how  easy  and  how  happy 
it  should  be ! 

"  It's  very  good  of  you,"  said  Phebe,  in  a 
trembling  voice  ;  "  and  I'm  not  afraid  of  you, 
Mr.  Clifford,  not  in  the  least ;  but  I  could 
not  keep  from  fretting  in  this  house.  Oh,  I 
loved  them  so  ;  eveiy  one  of  them  ;  but  Mr. 
Roland  most  of  all.  No  one  was  ever  so 
good  to  me  as  he  was.  If  it  hadn't  been  for 
him  I  should  have  learned  nothing ;  and 
father  himself  would  have  been  a  dull,  igno- 
rant man.  Mr.  Roland  learnt  to  talk  to  father, 
and  nobody  else  could  talk  with  him  but  me. 
I  used  to  think  it  was  as  much  like  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  as  anything  any  one  could  do. 
Mr.  Roland  could  not  open  lather's  ears,  but 
he  learned  how  to  talk  to  him,  to  make  him 
less  lonely.  That  was  the  kindest  thing  any 
one  on  earth  could  do 

"  Do  you  believe  Mr  Roknd  was  inno- 
cent!"' asked  Mr.  Cli&ord.  ^,^  v.^iC 
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"  I  know  he  was  guilty,"  answered  Phebe 
sadly,  "Hetoidmeallaboutit  himself;  and 
I  saw  his  sorrow.  Before  [hat  he  always  seemed 
to  me  more  hke  what  I  think  Jesus  Christ  was 
than  any  one  else.  He  could  never  think  of 
himself  while  there  were  other  people  to  care 
for.  And  I  know,"  she  went  on,  with  simple 
sagacity,  "  that  it  was  not  Mr,  Roland's  sin 
that  fretted  father,  but  the  loss  of  the  money. 
If  he  had  made  six  hundred  pounds  by  using 
it  without  his  consent,  and  said,  '  Here,  Mar- 
lowe, are  twelve  hundred  pounds  for  you 
instead  of  six;  I  did  not  put  your  money 
up  as  you  wanted,  but  used  it  instead ; ' 
why,  father  would  have  praised  him  up  to 
the  skies,  and  could  never  have  been  grateful 
enough." 

Mr.  Clifford's  conscience  smote  him  as  he 
listened  to  Phebe's  unworldly  comment  on 
Roland  Sefton's  conduct.  If  Roland  had  met 
him  with  the  announcement  of  a  gain  of  ten 
thousand  pounds  by  a  lucky,  tliough  un- 
authorised speculation,  he  knew  very  well  his 
own  feeling  would  have  been  utterly  differ- 
ent from  that  with  which  he  had  heard  of  the 
loss  of  ten  thousand  pounds.  The  world 
itself  H'ould  have  cried  out  against  him  if  he 
had  prosecuted  a  man  by  whose  disregard  of 
(he  laws  he  had  gained  so  large  a  profit.  Was 
it,  then,  a  simple  love  of  justice  that  had  ac- 
tuated him  ?  Yet  the  breach  of  trust  would 
have  been  the  same, 

"  But  if  you  will  not  come  to  live  with  me, 
my  dear,"  he  said,  "  what  do  you  propose  to 
do  ?  You  cannot  live  alone  in  your  old  home." 

"May  I  tell  you  what  I  should  like  to 
do?"  she  asked. 

"  Certainly,"  he  answered.  "  I  am  bound 
to  know  it." 

"Those  two  who  are  dead,"  she  said, 
"  thought  so  much  of  my  painting,  Mr. 
Roland  was  always  wishing  I  could  go  to  a 
school  of  art ;  and  father  said  when  he  was 
gone  he  should  wish  it  too.  But  now  we 
have  lost  our  money,  the  next  best  thing  will 
be  for  me  to  go  to  live  as  servant  to  some 
great  artist,  where  I  could  see  something  of 
painting,  till  I've  saved  enough  money  to  go 
to  school.  I  can  let  Upfold  Farm  for  fifteen 
pounds  a  year  to  Simon  Nixey,  so  I  shall  soon 
have  money  enough.  I  promised  father  I 
would  never  sell  our  farm,  that  has  belonged 
to  JIarlofl'es  ever  since  it  was  enclosed  from 
the  common.  And  if  I  go  to  London,  I 
shall  be  near  Madame,  and  the  children,  and 
Mrs.  Roland  Sefton." 

The  colour  had  come  back  to  Phebe's  face, 
and  her  voice  was  steady  and  nmsical  again. 
There  was  such  a  clear,  frank  shining  in  her 


blue  eyes,  looking  so  pleasantly  into  his,  that 
Mr.  Clifford  sighed  regretfully  as  he  thought  of 
his  solitary  and  friendless  life — self-chosen 
partly,  but  growing  more  dreary  as  old  age, 
with  its  iofirmities,  crept  on. 

"  No,  no  ;  you  need  not  go  into  service," 
he  said  ;  "  there  is  money  enough  of  your 
own  to  do  what  you  wish  with.  Mrs.  Ro- 
land refuses  to  receive  the  income  from  her 
marriage  settlement  till  every  claim  against 
her  husband  is  paid  off.  I  shall  pay  your 
claim  off  at  the  rate  of  one  hundred  a  year, 
or  more,  if  you  like.  You  may  have  a  sum 
sufhcicat  to  keep  you  at  an  art  school  as  long 
as  you  need  be  there." 

"  Why,  I  shall  be  very  rich ! "  exclaimed 
Phebe;   "and  father  dreaded  I  should  be 

"I  will  run  up  to  London  and  see  what 
arrangements  I  can  make  for  you,"  he  con- 
tinued. "  Perhaps  Mrs.  Roland  Sefton  could 
find  a  corner  for  you  in  her  own  house,  small 
as  it  is  ;  and  Madame  would  make  you  as 
welcome  as  a  daughter.  You  are  more  of  a 
daughter  to  her  than  Felicita.  Only  I  must 
make  a  bargain,  that  you  and  the  children 
come  down  often  to  see  me  here  in  the  old 
house.  I  should  have  grown  very  fond  of 
you,  Phebe ;  and  then  you  would  have  married 
some  man  whom  I  detested,  and  disappointed 
me  bitterly  again.  It  is  best  as  it  is,  I  sup- 
pose. But  if  you  will  change  your  mind 
now,  and  stay  with  me  as  my  adopted  daugh- 
ter, I'll  run  the  risk," 

"If  it  was  anywhere  else  !"  she  answered, 
with  a  wistful  look  into  his  face,  "  but  not  here. 
If  Mrs.  Roland  Sefton  could  find  room  for  me 
I'd  rather  live  with  them  than  anywhere  else 
in  the  world.  Only  don't  think  I'm  ungrate- 
ful because  I  can't  stay  here," 

"  No,  no,  Phebe,"  he  replied  ;  "  it  was  for 
my  own  sake  I  asked  it.  As  you  grow  older, 
child,  you'll  find  out  that  the  secret  root  of 
nine-tenths  of  the  benevolence  you  see  is 
selfishness." 

Six  weeks  later  all  the  arrangements  for 
Phebe  leaving  her  old  home  and  entering 
upon  an  utterly  new  life  were  completed. 
Simon  Nixey,  after  vainly  urging  her  to  accept 
himself,  and  to  give  herself,  and  her  little 
farm,  and  her  restored  fortune  to  him,  offered 
to  become  her  tenatit  at  ^^lo  a  year  for  the 
land,  leaving  the  cottage  uninhabited;  for 
Phebe  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  any  farm- 
labourer  and  his  family  dwelling  in  it,  and  de- 
stroying or  injuring  the  curious  carvings  with 
which  her  father  had  lined  its  walls.  The  spot 
was  far  out  of  the  way  of  tramps  and  wander- 
ing vagabonds;  and  there  was  no  danger  of 
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damage  being  done  to  it  by  the  neighbours. 
Mrs.  Nixey  undertoolc  to  see  that  it  was  kept 
from  damp  and  dirt,  promising  to  have  a  fire 
lighted  there  occasionally,  and  Simon  would 
see  to  the  thatch  being  kept  in  repair,  on 
condition  that  Phebe  would  come  herself 
once  a  year  to  receive  her  rent,  and  see  how 
the  place  was  cared  for.  There  was  but  a 
forlom  hope  in  Mrs.  Nixey's  heart  that  Phebe 
would  ever  have  Simon  now  she  was  going 
to  London ;  but  it  might  possibly  come  about 
in  the  long-run  if  he  met  with  no  girl  to  accept 
him  with  as  much  fortune. 

Before  leaving  Upfold  Farm  Phebe  received 
the  following  leuer  from  Felicita : — 

"Dear  Phebe,— I . shall  be  very  glad  to 
have  you  under  my  roof.  I  believe  I  see  in 
you  a  freshness  and  truthfulness  of  nature  on 
which  I  can  rely  for  sympathy.  I  have  always 
felt  a  sincere  regard  for  you,  but  of  late  I 
have  learned  to  love  you,  and  to  think  of 
you  as  my  friend,  I  love  you  next  to  my 
children.  Let  me  be  a  friend  to  you.  Your 
pursuits  will  interest  me,  and  you  must  let 
me  share  them  as  your  friend. 

"  But  one  favour  I  must  ask.  Never  men- 
tion my  husband's  name  to  me.  Madame 
will  feel  solace  in  talking  of  him,  but  the 
very  sound  of  his  name  is  intolerable  to  me. 
It  is  my  fault ;  but  spare  me.  You  are  the 
dearer  to  me  because  yon  love  him,  and  be- 
cause he  prized  your  affections  so  highly; 
but  he  must  never  be  mentioned,  if  possible 
Dot  thought  of,  in  my  presence.  If  you  think 
of  him  I  shall  feel  it,  and  be  wounded.  I 
say  this  before  you  come  that  you  may  spare 
me  as  much  pain  as  you  can. 

"  This  is  the  only  thing  I  dread.  Other- 
wise your  coming  to  us  would  be  the  hap- 
piest thing  that  has  befallen  me  for  the  la!st 
year.  "  Yours  faithfully, 

"  Felicita." 

If  Felicita  was  glad  to  have  her,  Phebe 
knew  that  Madame  and  tbe  children  would 
be  enraptured.  Nor  had  she  judged  wrongly. 
Madame  received  her  as  if  she  had  been  a 
favourite  child,  whose  presence  was  the  very 
comfort  and  help  she  stood  most  in  need  of, 
Though  she  devoted  herself  to  Felicita,  there 
was  a  distance  between  them,  an  impenetrable 
reserve,  that  chilled  ber  spirits  and  threw  her 
love  back  upon  herself.  But  to  Phebe  she 
could  pour  out  her  heart  unrestrainedly,  dwel- 
ling upon  the  memory  of  her  lost  son,  and 
mourning  openly  for  him.  And  Phebe  never 
spoke  a  word  that  could  lead  Roland's  mother 
to  think  she  believed  him  to  be  guilty.    With 


a  loving  tact  she  avoided  all  discussion  on 
that  point ;  and,  though  again  and  again  the 
pang  of  her  own  loss  made  itself  poignantly 
felt,  she  knew  how  to  pour  consoktion  into 
the  heart  of  Roland's  mother. 

But  to  Felix  and  Hilda  Phebe's  com- 
panionship was  an  endless  delight.  She  came 
from  her  lonely  homestead  on  the  hilb  into 
the  full  stream  of  London  life,  and  it  had  a 
ceaseless  interest  for  her.  She  could  not 
grow  weary  of  the  streets,  with  their  crowd  of 
passers-by ;  and  the  shop-windows  filled  with 
wealth  and  curiosities  fascinated  her.  A]l 
the  stir  and  tumult  were  joyous  to  her,  and 
the  faces  she  met  as  she  walked  along  the 
pavement  possessed  an  unceasing  influence 
over  her.  The  love  of  humanity,  scarcely 
called  into  existence  before,  developed  ra- 
pidly in  her.  Felix  and  Hilda  shared  in  her 
childish  pleasure  without  understanding  the 
deep  springs  from  which  it  came. 

It  was  an  education  in  itself  for  the  chil- 
dren. A  drive  in  an  omnibus,  with  ils  fre- 
quent stoppages  and  its  constant  change  of 
passengers,  was  delightful  to  Phebe,  and  never 
lost  its  charm  for  her.  She  and  the  children 
explored  London,  seeing  all  its  sights,  which 
Phebe,  in  her  rustic  curiosity,  wished  to  see. 
From  west  to  east,  from  north  to  south,  they 
became  acquainted  with  the  great  capital  as 
few  children,  rich  or  poor,  have  a  chance  of 
doing.  They  sought  out  all  its  public  build' 
ings,  every  museum  and  picture  gallery,  the 
birthplaces  of  its  famous  men,  the  places 
where  they  died,  and  their  tombs  if  they  were 
within  London.  Westminster  Abbey  was  as 
familiar  to  them  as  their  own  home.  It 
seemed  as  if  Phebe  was  compensating  herself 
for  her  lonely  girlhood  on  the  barren  and 
solitary  uplands.  Yet  it  was  not  simply  sight- 
seeing, but  the  outcome  of  an  intelligent 
and  genuine  curiosity,  which  was  only  satis- 
fied by  understanding  all  she  could  about  the 
things  and  places  she  saw. 

To  the  children,  as  well  as  to  Madame,  she 
often  talked  of  Roland  Sefron.  Felix  loved 
nothing  more  than  to  listen  to  her  recollec- 
tions of  his  lost  father,  who  had  so  strangely 
disappeared  out  of  his  life.  On  a  Sunday 
evening,  when,  of  course,  their  wanderings 
were  over,  she  would  sit  with  them  in  sum- 
mer by  the  attic  window,  whicii  overlooked 
the  river,  and  in  winter  by  the  fireside,  re- 
counting again  and  again  all  she  knew  of 
him ;  especially  of  how  good  he  always  was 
to  her.  There  were  a  vividness  and  vivacity 
in  all  she  said  of  him  which  charmed  their 
imagination  and  kept  the  memory  of  him 
alive  in  their  hearts.     Phebe  gave  dramatic 
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effect  to  her  stones  of  him.  Hilda  could 
scarcely  remember  him,  though  she  believed 
she  did ;  but  to  Felix  he  remained  the  tall, 
handsome,  kindly  father,  who  was  his  ideal 
of  all  a  man  should  be  ;  whilst  Fhebe,  perhaps 
unconsciously,  portrayed  him  as  all  that  was 
greal  and  good. 

For  neither  Madame  nor  Phebe  could  find 
it  in  their  hearts  to  [ell  the  boy,  so  proud  and 
fond  of  his  father's  memory,  that  any  sus- 
picion had  ever  been  attached  to  his  name, 
Madame,  who  had  moumed  sp  bitterly  over 
his  premature  death  in  her  native  land,  but 
so  far  from  his  own,  had  never  believed  in 
his  guilt ;  and  Phebe,  who  knew  him  to  be 
guilty,  had  forgiven  him  with  that  forgiveness 
which  possesses  an  almost  sacred  forgetful- 
ness^  If  she  had  been  ui^ed  to  look  back 
and  down  into  that  dark  abyss  in  which  he 
had  been  lost  to  her,  she  must  have  owned 
reluctantly  that  he  had  once  done  wrong. 
But  it  was  hard  to  remember  anything  against 
the  dead. 

CHAPTER   XXIV. — AT  HOME   IN   LONDON. 

Every  summer  Phebe  went  down  to  ber 
own  home  on  the  uplands,  according  to  her 
promise  to  the  Nixeys.  Felix  and  Hilda 
always  accompanied  her,  for  a  change  was 
necessary  for  the  children,  and  Felicita 
seldom  cared  to  go  far  from  London,  and 
then  only  to  some  seaside  resort  near  at  band, 
when  Madame  always  went  with  !ier.  Every 
summer  Simon  Nixey  repeated  his  offer  the 
first  evening  of  Phebe's  residence  under  her 
own  roof;  for,  as  Mrs.  Nixey  said,  as  long 
as  she  was  wed  to  nobody  else  there  was  a 
chance  for  him.  Though  they  could  see 
with  sharp  and  envious  eyes  the  change  that 
was  coming  over  her,  transforming  her  from 
the  simple,  untaught  country  girl  into  an 
educated  and  self-possessed  woman,  marking 
out  ber  own  path  in  life ;  yet  the  sweetness 
and  the  frankness  of  Phebe's  nature  remained 
unchanged. 

"She's  growing  a  notch  or  two  higher  every 
time  she  comes  down,"  said  Mrs,  Nixey  re- 
gretfully ;  "  she'll  be  far  above  thee,  lad,  next 
summer." 

"  She's  only  old  Dummy's  daughter  itfter 
all,"  answered  Simon ;  "  I'll  never  give  her 
up." 

To  Phebe  they  were  always  old  friends, 
whom  she  must  care  for  as  long  as  she  lived, 
however  far  she  might  travel  from  them,  or 
rise  above  them.  The  free,  homely  life  on 
the  hills  was  as  dear  to  her  and  the  children 
as  their  life  in  London.  The  little  house, 
with  its  beautiful  and  curious   decorations; 


the  small  fields  and  twisted  trees  surrounding 
it ;  the  wide,  purple  moors ;  and  all  the 
ciations    Phebe  conjured   up   for   them 

connected  with  their  father,  made  the  dumb 
old  wood-carver's  place  a  second  home  to 
them. 

The  happiest  season  of  the  year  to  Mr. 
Clifford  was  that  when  Phebe  and  Roland 
Sefton's  children  were  in  his  neighbourhood. 
Felicita  remained  firm  to  her  resolution  that 
Felix  should  have  nothing  to  do  with  his 
father's  business ;  and  the  boy  himself  had 
decided  in  his  very  childhood  that  he  would 
follow  in.the  footsteps  of  his  ancestor,  Felix 
Merle,  the  brave  pastor  of  the  Jura.  There 
was  no  hope  of  having  him  to  train  up  for 
the  Old  Bank.  But  every  .summer  they  spent 
a  few  days  in  the  very  house  where  their 
father  had  lived,  and  where  Felix  could  still 
associate  him  with  the  wainscoted  rooms 
and  the  terraced  garden.  When  Felix 
talked  of  his  father  and  asked  questions 
about  him,  Mr.  Clifford  always  spoke  of 
him  in  a  regretful  and  affectionate  tone.  No 
hint  reached  the  bov  that  his  father's  memory 
was  not  revered  in  nis  native  town, 

"  There  is  no  stone  to  my  father  in  the 
church,"  he  said  one  Sunday,  after  he  had 
been  looking  again  and  again  at  a  tablet  to 
his  grandfather  on  the  church-walls. 

"  No ;  but  I  had  a  granite  cross  put  over 
his  grave  in  Engelberg,"  answered  Mr.  Clif- 
ford ; "  when  you  cao  go  to  Switzerland  you'll 
have  no  trouble  in  finding  it.  Perhaps  you 
and  I  may  go  there  together  some  day.  I 
have  some  thoughts  of  it," 

"  But  my  mother  will  not  hear  a  word  of 
any  of  us  ever  going  to  Switieiland,"  said 
Felix.  "  I've  asked  her  how  soon  she  would 
think  us  old  enough  to  go,  and  she  said 
never !  Of  course  we  don't  expect  she  would 
ever  bear  to  go  to  the  place  where  he  was 
killed  ;  but  Phebe  would  love  to  go,  and  so 
would  I.  We've  saved  enough  money,  Phebe 
and  I;  and  my  mother  will  not  let  me  say 
one  word  about  it.  She  says  I  am  never, 
never  to  think  of  such  a  thing." 

"  She  is  afraid  of  losing  you  as  well  as 
him,"  replied  Mr.  Clifford,  "  but  when  you 
are  more  of  a  man  she  will  let  you  go.  You 
are  all  she  has." 

"Except  Hilda,"  said  the  boy  fondly, 
"and  I  know  she  loves  me  most  of  all.  I 
do  not  wonder  she  cannot  bear  to  hear  about 
my   father.     My   mother  is  not   like   other 

"  Your  mother  is  a  famous  woman,"  re- 
joined Mr.  Clifford;  "  you  ought  to  be  proud 
of  her." 
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For  as  years  passed  on  Felicita  had  attained 
some  portion  of  her  ambition.  In  Rivers- 
borough  it  seemed  as  if  she  was  the  first  writer 
of  the  age  ;  and  though  in  London  she  had 
not  won  one  of  those  extraordinary  successes 
which  place  an  author  suddenly  at  the  top 
of  the  ladder,  she  was  steadily  climbing  up- 
wards, and  was  well  known  for  her  good  and 
conscientious  work.  The  books  she  wrote 
were  clever,  though  cynical  and  captious; 
yet  here  and  there  they  contained  passages 
of  pathos  and  beauty  which  insured  a  fair 
amount  of  favour.  Her  work  was  always 
welcome,  and  well  paid ;  so  well  that  she 
could  live  comfortably  on  the  income  she 
made  for  herself,  without  falling  back  on  her 
marriage  settlement.  Without  an  undue 
strain  upon  her  mental  powers  she  could 
earn  a  thousand  a  year,  which  was  amply 
sufficient  for  her  small  household. 

■Though  Roland  Sefton  had  lavished 
upon  his  high-born  wife  all  the  pomp  and 
luxury  he  considered  fitting  to  the  position 
she  had  left  for  him,  Felicita's  own  tastes 
and  habits  were  simple.  Her  father.  Lord 
Riversford,  had  been  but  a  poor  baron,  with 
an  encumbered  estate,  and  his  only  child 
had  been  brought  up  in  no  extravagant  ways. 
Now  that  she  had  to  earn  most  of  the  income 
of  the  household,  for  herself  she  had  very 
few  personal  expenses  to  curtail.  Thanks  to 
Madame  and  Phebe  the  house  was  kept  in 
exquisite  order,  saving  Felicita  the  shock  of 
seeing  the  rooms  she  dwelt  in  dingy  and 
shabby.  Excepting  the  use  of  a  carriage 
there  was  no  luxury  that  she  greatly  missed. 

As  she  became  more  widely  known  Felicita 
was  almost  compelled  to  enter  into  society, 
though  she  did  it  reluctantly.  Old  friends 
of  her  father's,  himself  a  literary  man,  sought 
her  out ;  and  her  cousins  from  Riversford 
insisted  upon  visiting  her,  and  being  visited 
as  her  relations.  She  could  not  altogether 
resist  their  overtures,  partly  on  account  of 
her  children,  who,  as  they  grew  up,  ought 
not  to  find  themselves  without  friends.  Bui 
she  went  from  home  with  unwillingness,  and 
returned  to  the  refuge  of  her  quiet  study  with 
alacrity. 

There  was  only  one  house  where  she 
visited  voluntarily.  A  distant  cousin  of  hers 
had  married  a  country  clergyman,  whose 
parish  was  about  thirty  miles  irom  London, 
in  the  Hat,  gieen  meadows  of  Essex.  The 
Pascals  hati  children  the  same  age  as  Feiix 
and  Hilda  ;  and  when  they  engaged  a  tutor 
lor  their  own  boys  and  girls  they  proposed 
to  Felicita  that  her  children  should  join  them. 
In   Mr.   Pascal's   quiet  country  parsonage 


were  to  be  met  some  of  the  clearest  and 
deepest  thinkers  of  the  day,  who  escaped 
from  the  conventionalities  of  London  society 
to  the  simple  and  pleasant  freedom  they 
found  there.  Mr.  Pascal  himself  was  a  lead- 
ing spirit  among  them,  with  an  intelkct  and 
a  heart  large  and  broad  enough  to  tind  com- 
ponionship  in  every  human  being  who  crossed 
his  path.  There  was  no  pleasure  in  life  to 
Felicita  equal  to  going  down  for  a  few  days' 
rest  to  this  country  parsonage. 

That  she  was  still  mourning  bitterly  for 
the  husband  whose  name  could  never  be 
mentioned  to  her,  all  the  world  believed. 
It  made  those  who  loved  her  most  feel  very 
tenderly  towards  her.  Though  she  never 
put  on  a  widow's  garb  she  always  wore  black 
dresses.  The  jewels  Roland  had  bought  for 
her  in  profusion  lay  in  their  cases,  and  never 
saw  the  light.  She  could  not  bring  herself 
to  look  at  them  ;  for  she  understood  better 
now  the  temptation  that  had  assailed  and 
conquered  him.  She  knew  that  it  was  for 
her  chiefly,  to  gratify  an  ambition  cherished 
on   her   account,    that    he   had   fallen   into 

"I  worship  my  mother  still,"  said  Felix' 
one  day  to  Phebe,  "but  I  feel  more  and 
more  awe  of  her  every  day.  What  is  it  that 
separates  her  from  us  ?  It  would  be  different 
if  my  father  had  not  died," 

"Yes,  it  would  have  been  different," 
answered  Phebe,  thinking  of  how  terrible  a 
change  it  must  have  made  in  their  young  . 
lives  if  Roland  Sefton  had  not  died.  She, 
too,  understood  better  what  his  crime  had 
been,  and  how  the  world  regarded  it ;  and 
she  thanked  God  in  her  secret  soul  that 
Roland  was  dead,  and  his  wife  and  Children 
saved  from  sharing  his  punishment.  It  had 
all  been  for  the  best,  sad  as  it  was  at  the  time. 
Madame  also  was  comforted,  though  she 
had  not  forgotten  her  son.  It  was  the  will 
of  God ;  it  was  God  who  had  called  him,  as 
He  would  call  her  some  day.  There  was 
no  bitterness  in  her  grief;  and  she  did  not 
perplex  her  soul  with  brooding  over  the  im- 
penetrable mystery  of  death. 

CHAPTER  XXV. — DEAD  TO  THE  WORLD. 

In  an  hospital  at  Lucerne  a  peasant  had 
been  lying  il!  formany  weeks  of  a  brain  fever, 
which  left  him  so  absolutely  helpless,  that  it 
was  impossible  to  turn  him  out  into  the 
streets  on  his  recovery  from  the  fever,  as  he 
had  no  home  or  friends  to  go  to.  When  his 
inind  seemed  clear  enough  to  give  some  ac- 
count of  himself,  he  was  incoherent  and 
bewildered  in  the  few  statements  he  made. 
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He  did  not  answer  to  his  own  name,  Jean 
Merle ;  and  he  appeared  incapable  of  under- 
standing  even  a  simple  question.  That  his 
brain  had  been,  perliaps,  permanently  affected 
by  the  fever  was  highly  probable. 

When  at  length  the  authorities  of  the  hospi- 
tal were  obliged  to  discharge  him,  a  purse 
was  made  up  for  him,  containing  enough 
money  to  keep  him  in  his  own  station  for 
the  next  three  months. 

By  this  time  Jean  Merle  was  no  longer 
confused  and  unintelligible  when  he  opened 
his  lips ;  but  he  very  rarely  uttered  a.  word 
beyond  what  was  absolutely  necessary.  He 
appeared  to  the  physicians  attending  him  to  be 
bent  on  recollecting  something  that  had  oc- 
curred in  the  past,  before  his  brain  gave  way. 
His  face  was  always  preoccupied  and  moody; 
and  scarcely  any  sound  would  catch  his  ear 
and  make  him  lift  up  his  head.  There  must 
be  mania  somewhere,  but  it  could  not  be 
discovered, 

"  Have  you  any  plans  for  the  future, 
Merle  P"  he  was  asked  the  day  he  was  dis- 
chai'ged  as  cured. 

" Yes,  monsieur,"  he  replied,  "I  am  a 
wood-carver  by  trade." 

"  And  where  are  you  going  to  now  ?  "  was 
the  next  question. 

"I  must  go  to  Engelbeig,"  answered  Merle, 
with  a  shudder. 

"Ah!  to  Monsieur  Nicodemus;  then," 
said  the  doctor,  "  you  must  be  a  good  hand 
at  your  work  to  please  him,  my  good  fellow." 

"  I  am  a  good  hand,"  replied  Merle. 

The  valley  of  Engelberg  lies  high,  and  is 
little  more  than  a  deft  in  the  huge  mass  of 
mountains ;  a  narrow  gap  where  storms  gather, 
and  bring  themselves  into  a  focus.  In  the 
summer  thunder-clouds  draw  [together  and 
fill  up  the  whole  valley,  whilst  rain  falls  in 
torrents,  and  the  streams  war  and  rage  along 
their  stony  channels.  But  when  Jean  Merle 
returned  to  it  in  March,  after  four  months' 
absence,  the  valley  was  covered  with  snow 
stretching  up  to  the  summits  of  the  moun- 
tains around  it,  save  only  where  the  rocks 
were  too  precipitous  for  it  to  lodge. 

He  had  come  back  to  Engelberg  because 
there  was  the  grave  of  the  friendless  man 
who  bore  his  former  name.  It  had  a  fascina- 
tion for  him,  this  grave,  where  he  was  sup- 
posed to  be  at  rest.  The  handsome  granite 
cross,  bearing  only  the  name  of  Roland 
Sefton  and  the  date  of  his  death,  attracted 
him  and  held  him  by  an  irresistible  spell. 
At  first,  in  the  strange  weakness  of  his  mind, 
he  could  hardly  believe  but  that  he  was  dead, 
and  this  inexplicable  second  life  as  Jean  Merle 


was  an  illusion.     It  would  not  have  amazed 

him  if  he  had  been  invisible  and  inaudible  to 
those  about  him.  That  which  filled  him  with 
astonishment  and  terror  was  the  fact  that  the 
people  took  him  to  be  what  he  said  he  was, 
a  Swiss  peasant  and  a  wood-carver. 

He  had  no  difficulty  in  getting  work  as 
soon  as  he  had  done  a  piece  as  a  specimen 
ofhisskill.  Monsieur  Nicodemus  recognised 
a  delicate  and  cultivated  hand,  and  a  faith- 
ful delineator  of  nature.  As  he  acquired 
more  skill  with  steady  practice,  he  surpassed 
the  master's  most  dexterous  helper,  and  bid 
fair  to  rival  Monsieur  Nicodemus  himself. 
But  Jean  Merle  had  no  ambition ;  there  was 
no  desire  to  make  himself  known,  or  put  his 
productions  forward.  He  was  content  with 
receiving  liberal  wages,  such  as  the  master, 
with  the  generosity  of  a  true  artist,  paid  to 
him.  But  for  the  unflagging  care  he  expended 
upon  his  work,  his  fellow-craftsmen  would 
have  thought  him  indifferent  to  it. 

For  nine  months  in  the  year  Jean  Merle 
remained  in  Engelberg,  giving  himself  no 
holiday,  no  leisure,  no  breathing  time.  He 
lived  on  the  poorest  fate,  and  in  the  meanest 
lodging.  His  clothing  was  often  little  better 
than  rags.  His  wages  brought  him  no  relaxa- 
tion from  toil,  nor  delivered  him  from  self- 
chosen  wretchedness.  Silent  and  morose,  he 
lived  apart  from  all  his  fellows,  who  regarded 
him  as  a  half-witted  raiser. 

When  the  summer  season  brought  flights 
of  foreign  tourists.  Merle  disappeared  and 
was  seen  no  more  till  autumn.  Nobody 
knew  whither  he  went,  but  it  was  believed  he 
acted  as  a  guide  to  some  of  the  highest  and 
most  perilous,  of  the  Alps.  When  became 
back  to  his  work  at  the  end  of  the  season, 
his  blackened  and  swarthy  face,  from  which 
the  skin  had  peeled,  and  his  hands  wounded 
and  torn  as  if  from  scaling  jagged  cliffs,  bore 
testimony  to  these  conjectures. 

He  never  entered  the  church  when  mass 
was  performed,  or  any  congregadon  assem- 
bled ;  but  at  rare  intervals  he  might  be  seen 
kneeling  on  the  steps  before  the  high  altar, 
his  sha^y  head  bent  down  and  his  frame 
shaken  with  repressed  sobs  which  no  one 
could  hear.  The  Cur^  had  tried  to  win  his 
confidence,  but  had  failed.  Jean  Merle  was 
a  heretic. 

When  he  was  spoken  to  he  would  speak, 
but  he  never  addressed  himself  to  any  one. 
He  was  not  a  native-born  Swiss,  and  he  did 
not  seek  naturalization,  or  claim  any  right  in 
the  canton.  He  did  not  seek  permission  to 
marry,  or  to  build  a  house ;  but  as  he  was 
skilful,  and  industrious,  and  thrifty,  a  man  in 
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the  prime  of  life,  the  commune  left  him 

alone. 

He  seemed  to  have  taken  it  as  a  self-im- 
posed tasic  that  he  should  have  the  charge  of 
the  granite  cross  erected  over  the  man  whose 
death  he  had  witnessed.  He  was  recognised 
in  Engelberg  as  the  man  who  had  spent  the 
last  hours  with  the  buried  Englishman,  but 
no  suspicion  attached  to  him.  So  careful 
was  he  of  the  monument  that  itwas  generally 
rumoured  he  received  a  sum  of  money  yearly 
for  keeping  it  in  order.  No  doubt  the  friends 
of  the  rich  Englishman,  who  had  erected  so 
handsome  a  stone  to  his  memory,  made  it 
worth  the  man's  while  to  attend  to  it. 
Besides  this  grave,  which  he  could  not  keep 
himself  from  haunting,  Engelbeig  attracted 
him  by  its  double  association  with  Felicita. 
Here  he  had  seen  her  forthe  first  and  for  the 
last  time.  There  was  no  other  spot  in  the 
world,  except  the  home  he  had  lost  for  ever, 
so  full  of  memories  of  her.  He  could  live 
over  again  every  instant  of  each  interview 
with  her,  with  all  the  happy  interval  that  lay 
between  them.  The  rest  of  his  life  was 
steeped  in  shadow ;  the  earlier  years  before 
he  knew  Felicita  were  pale  and  dim;  the 
time  since  he  tost  her  was  unreal  and  empty 
like  a  confused  dream. 

After  awhile  a  dull  despondent^  succeeded 
to  the  acute  misery  of  his  first  winter  and 
summer.  His  second  fraud  had  been  terribly 
successful;  in  a  certain  measure  be  was  duped 
by  it  himself.  All  the  world  believed  him  to 
be  dead,  and  he  lived  as  a  shadow  among 
shadows.  The  wild  and  solitary  ice-peaks 
he  sometimes  scaled  seemed  to  him  the 
unsubstantial  phantasmagoria  of  a  troubled 
sleep.  He  wondered  with  a  duU  amazement 
if  the  crevasses  which  yawned  before  him 
would  swallow  him  up,  or  the  shuddering 
violence  of  an  avalanche  buiy  him  beneath  it. 
His  life  had  been  as  a  tale  that  is  told,  even 
to  its  last  word  death. 

CHAPTER  XXVL — ^APTER  UANY  Y£ARS. 

The  busy,  monotonous  years  ran  through 
their  course  tranquilly,  marked  only  by  a 
change  of  residence  from  the  narrow  little 
house  suited  to  Eelicita's  slender  means  to  a 
larger,  more  commodious,  and  more  fashion- 
able dwelling-place  in  a  West-end  square. 
Both  Felicita  and  Phebe  had  won  their 
share  of  public  favour  and  a  fair  measure  of 
fame ;  and  the  new  home  was  chosen  partly 
on  accotmt  of  an  artist's  studio  with  a  sepa- 
rate entrance,  through  which  Phebe  could  go 
in  and  out,  and  admit  her  visitors  and  sitters, 
ID  independence  of  the  rest  of  the  household. 


N  ever  once  had  Felix  wavered  in  his  desire 
to  take  orders  and  become  a  clergyman,  from 
the  time  his  boyish  imagination  had  been  fired 
by  the  stories  of  his  great-grandfather's  perils 
and  labours  in  the  Jura.  Felicita  had  looked 
coldly  on  his  resolution,  having  a  quiet  con- 
tempt for  English  clergymen,  in  spite  of  her 
friendship  for  Mr.  Pascal,  if  friendship  it 
could  be  called.  For  each  year,  as  it  passed 
over  Felicita,  left  her  in  a  separation  irom  her 
fellow-creatures,  always  growing  more  chilly 
and  dreary.  It  seemed  to  herself  as  if  her 
lips  were  even  losing  the  use  of  language,  and 
that  only  with  her  pen  could  she  find  vent 
in  expression.  And  these  written  thoughts 
of  hers,  printed  and  published  for  any  eye  to 
read,  how  unutterably  empty  of  all  but  bitter- 
ness she  found  them.  She  almost  marvelled 
at  the  popularity  of  her  own  books.  How 
could  it  be  that  the  cynical,  scornful  pictures 
she  drew  of  human  nature  and  human  fellow- 
ship could  be  read  so  eagerly?  She  felt 
ashamed  of  her  children  seeing  them,  lest 
they  should  learn  to  distrust  all  men's  truth 
and  honour,  and  she  would  not  suffer  a  word 
to  be  said  about  them  in  her  own  family. 

But  Madame  Sefton,  in  her  failing  old  age, 
was  always  ready  to  sympathize  with  Felix, 
and  to  help  to  keep  him  steady  to  her  own 
simple  faith ;  and  Phebe  was  on  the  same 
side.  These  two  women,  with  their  quiet, 
unquestioning  trust  in  God,  and  sweet  charity 
towards  their  fellow-men,  did  more  for  Felix 
than  all  the  opposing  influences  of  college 
life  could  undo ;  and  when  his  grandmother's 
peacefiil  and  happy  death  set  the  last  seal  on 
her  truthful  life,  Felix  devoted  himself  with 
renewed  earnestness  to  the  career  he  bad 
chosen.  To  enter  tte  lists  in  the  battle 
against  darkness,  and  ■  ^orance,  and  sin, 
wherever  these  foes  were  to  be  met  in  close 
quarters,  was  his  ambition;  and  the  enthu- 
siasm with  which  he  followed  it  made  Felicita 
smile,  yet  sigh  with  unutterable  bitterness  as 
she  looked  into  the  midn^ht  gloom  of  her 
own  soul. 

It  became  quite  plain  to  Felicita  as  the 
years  passed  by  that  her  son  was  no  genius. 
At  present  there  was  a  freshness  and  single- 
ness of  purpose  about  him,  which,  with  the 
charm  of  his  handsome  young  face  and  the 
genial  simplicity  of  his  manners,  made  him 
everywhere  a  favourite,  and  carried  him  into 
circles  where  a  graver  man  and  a  deeper 
thinker  could  not  find  entrance ;  but  let 
twenty  years  pass  by,  and  Felix,  she  said  to 
herself,  would  be  nothing  but  a  common- 
place country  clergyman,  looking  after  his 
glebe  lands  and  ridmg  lazily  about  bis  parish, 
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Ulking  with  old  women  and  consulting  far- 
mers about  his  crops  and  cattle.  She  felt 
disappointed  in  him  ;  and  this  disappoint- 
ment removed  him  far  away  from  her.  The 
enchanted  circle  of  her  own  isolation  was 
complete. 

The  subtle  influence  of  Felidta's  dissatis- 
faction was  vaguely  felt  by  Felix.  He  had 
done  well  at  Oxford,  and  had  satisfied  his 
friend  and  tutor,  Mr.  Pascal ;  but  he  knew 
that  his  mother  wished  him  to  make  a  great 
name  there,  and  he  had  failed  to  do  it.  Every 
day,  when  he  spent  a  few  minutes  in  Felicita's 
library,  lined  with  books  which  were  her  only 
companions,  their  conversation  grew  more 
and  more  vapid,  unless  his  mother  gave  utter- 
ance to  some  of  her  sarcastic  sayings,  which 
he  only  half  understood  and  altogether  dis- 
liked. 

But  in  Fhebe's  studio  all  was  different ; 
he  was  at  home  there.  Though  it  was  sepa- 
rate from  the  house,  it  had  from  the  first 
been  the  favourite  haunt  of  all  the  other 
members  of  the  family.  Madame  had  been 
wont  to  bring  her  knitting  and  sit  beside 
Fhebe's  easel,  talking  of  old  tiroes,  and  of 
the  dear  son  she  had  lost  so  sorrowfully. 
Felix  had  read  his  schoolboy  storie;  aloud  to 
her  whilst  she  was  painting ;  and  Hilda  flitted 
in  and  out  restlessly,  carrying  every  bit  of 
news  she  picked  up  from  her  girl  friends 
to  Phebe.  Even  Felicita  was  used  to  steal 
in  silently  in  the  dusk,  when  no  one  else  was 
there,  and  talk  in  her  low  sad  voice  as  she 
talked  to  no  one  else. 

As  soon  as  Felix  was  old  enough,  within  a 
few  months  of  Madame's  death,  he  took 
orders,  and  accepted  a  curacy  in  a  poor  and 
densely  populated  London  district.  It  was 
not  much  more  than  two  miles  from  home, 
but  it  was  considered  advisable  that  he  should 
take  lodgings  near  his  vicar's  church,  and 
dwelt  in  the  midst  of  the  people  with  whom 
he  had  to  do.  The  separation  was  not  so 
complete  as  if  he  had  gone  into  a  country 
parish,  but  it  brought  another  blank  into  the 
home,  which  had  not  yet  ceased  to  miss  the 
tranquil  and  quiet  presence  of  the  old  grand- 
mother, 

"  I  shall  not  have  to  fight  with  wolves  like 
Felix  Merle,  my  great-grandfather,"  said  Felix, 
the  evening  before  he  left  home,  as  he  and 
Phebe  were  sitting  over  her  studio  fire.  "  I 
think  sometimes  1  ought  to  go  out  as  a  mis- 
sionary to  some  wild  country.  Yet  there  are 
dangers  to  meet  here  in  London,  and  risks 
to  run  ;  ay !  and  battles  to  fight.  I  shall  have 
a  good  fist  for  drunken  mtn  beating  helpless 
women  in  my  parish.    I  couldn't  sund  by 


and  see  a  woman  ill-used  without  striking  a 
blow,  could  I,  Phebe?" 

"  I  hope  you'll  strike  as  few  blows  as  you 
can,"  she  answered,  smiling. 

"  How  could  I  help  standing  up  for  a 
woman  when  I  think  of  my  mother,  and  you, 
and  little  Hilda,  and  herwho  is  gone?"  asked 

"  Is  there  nobody  else?"  inquired  Phebe, 
with  a  mistdiievous  tone  in  her  pleasant  voice. 

"  When  I  think  of  the  good  women  1  have 
known,"  he  answered  evasively,  "  the  sweet, 
true,  noble  women,  I  feel  my  blood  boil  at 
the  thought  of  any  man  ill-using  any  woman. 
Phebe,  I  can  just  remember  my  father  speak- 
ing of  it  with  the  utmost  contempt  and 
anger,  with  a  fire  in  his  eyes  and  a  sternness 
in  his  voice  which  made  me  tremble  with 
fear.  He  was  in  a  righteous  passion ;  it  was 
the  other  side  of  his  worship  of  my  modier," 

"  He  was  always  kind  and  tender  towards 
all  women,"  answered  Phebe.  "  All  the 
Seftons  have  been  like  that ;  they  could  never 
be  harsh  to  any  woman.  But  your  father 
almost  worshipped  the  ground  your  mother 
trod  upon  ;  ngthing  on  earth  was  good  enough 
for  her.  Look  here,  my  dear  boy,  I've  been 
trying  to  paint  a  picture  tor  you." 

She  hfted  up  a  stretcher  which  had  been 
turned  with  the  canvas  to  the  wall,  and 
placed  it  on  her  easel  in  the  full  light  of  a 
shaded  lamp.  For  a  moment  she  stood  be- 
tween him  and  it,  gazing  at  it  with  tears  in 
her  blue  eyes.  Then  she  fell  back  to  his 
side  to  look  at  it  with  him,  clasping  his  hand 
in  hers,  and  holding  it  in  a  warm,  fond  grasp. 

It  wasa  portrait  of  Roland  Sefton,  painted 
from  her  faithful  memory,  which  had  been 
aided  by  a  photograph  taken  when  he  was 
the  same  age  Felix  was  now.  Phebe  could 
only  see  it  dimly  through  her  tears,  and  for 
a  moment  or  two  both  of  them  were  silent. 

"  My  father  !"  said  Felix,  his  face  flushing 
and  his  voice  faltering ;  "  is  it  like  him, 
Phebe  ?  Yes,  yes !  I  lecoliect  him  now  ; 
only  he  looked  happier  or  merrier  than  he 
does  there.  There  is  something  sad  about 
his  face  that  I  do  not  remember.  What  a 
king  he  was  among  men!  I'm  not  worthy 
to  be  the  son  ot  such  a  man   and  such  a 

"  iVo,  no  ;  don't  say  that,"  she  answered 
eagerly ;  "  you're  not  as  handsome,  or  as 
strong,  or  as  clever  as  he  was  ;  but  you  may 
be  as  good  a  man — yes,  a  better  man." 

Slic  spoke  with  a  deep,  low  sigh  that  was 
almost  a  sob,  as  the  memory  of  how  she  han 
seen  him  last— crushed  under  a  weight  ot  sin 
and  flying  from  the  penalty  of  crime — flashed 
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across  her  brain.  She  knew  now  why  there 
had  lurked  a  subtle  sadness  in  the  face  she 
had  been  painting,  which  she  had  not  been 
able  to  banish. 

"I  ihink,"  sbe  said,  as  if  speaking  to  her- 
self, '■  that  the  sense  of  sin  links  us  to  God 
almost  as  closely  as  love  does.  I  never 
understood  Jestts  Christ  until  I  knew  some- 
thing of  the  wickedness  of  the  world,  and  the 
frailty  of  our  nature  at  its  best.  It  is  when 
a  good  man  has  to  cry,  '  Against  Thee,  Thee 


only,  have  I  sinned,  and  done  this  evil  in 
Thy  sight,*  that  we  feel  something  of  tiic 
awful  sinfulness  of  sin." 

"  And  have  you  this  sense  of  sin,  Phebe  ?'' 
asked  Felix  in  a  low  voice.  "  I  have  thought 
sometimes  that  you,  and  my  mother,  and 
men  like  my  father  and  Mr.  Pascal,  felt  but 
little  of  the  inward  strength  of  sin.  Your 
lives  stand  out  so  dear  and  true.  If  there  is  a 
stain  upon  them  it  is  so  slight,  so  plainly  a 
defect  of  the  physical  nature,  that  it  often 
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do    not    know    what 


seems    to    me    >• 
evil  is." 

"We  all  know  it,"  she  answered,  "and 
that  shadow  of  sorrow  you  see  in  your  father's 
face  must  bear  witness  for  him  to  you  that 
he  has  passed  through  the  same  conflict  you 
may  be  fighting.  The  sins  of  good  men  are 
greater  than  the  sins  of  bad  men.  One  lie 
from  a  truthful  man  is  more  hurtful  than  all 
the  lies  of  a  liar.  The  sins  of  the  man  after 
God's  own  heart  have  done  more  harm  than 
all  the  crimes  of  all  the  Pagan  emperors." 

"  It  is  true,"  he  said  thoughtfully. 

"  If  I  told  you  a  ialsehood,  what  wtKiM 
you  think  of  me?" 

"  I  believe  it  would  almost  break  my  heart. 
if  you  or  my  mother  told  me  a  Msehoad," 
he  answered.    . 

"  I  could  not  paint  this  portrait  while  yaur 
grandmother  was  living,"  said  Fhebe,  aft^.  a 
short  silence;  "  I  tried  it  once  or  twioe,  but 
I  could  never  succeed.  See;  here  is  the 
photograph  your  father  gave  me  when  I  was 
quite  a.  little  girl,  because  I  cried  so  bitterly 
at  his  going  away  for  a  few  months  on  his 
wedding  trip,  Tliere  were  only  two  taken, 
and  your  mother  has  the  other.  They  were 
both  very  young ;  he  was  only  your  age,  and 
your  mother  was  not  twenty.  But  I^id 
Riversford  was  dead,  and  she  was  not  happy 
with  her  cousins ;  and  your  grandfather,  who 
was  living  then,  was  eager  for  the  match. 
Everybody  said  it  was  a  great  match  Ipr  your 
father." 

"  They  were  very  happy ;  they  were  not 
too  young  to  be  maiiied,"  answered  Felix,i 
with  a  deep  flush  on  bis  handsome  .face. 
"Why  should  not  people  mairy  y^ifigt  it, 
they  love  one  another?" 

"  I  would  ask  Canon  Pascal  that  questioa- 
if  I  were  you,"  she  said,  smiling  significaatly'. 

"  I  have  a  good  mind  to  ask  him  to-nighC" 
he  replied,  stooping  down  to  kiss  Phebe's 
cheek;  "he  is  at  Westminster,  and  Alice  is 
there  too.     Bid  me  good-speed,  Phebe," 

"  God  bless  you,  my  Felix,"  she  whispered. 

He  turned  abruptly  away,  though  he  lin- 
gered for  a  minute  or  two  longer,  gazing  at 
his  father's  portrait.  How  hke,  and  yet  how 
unlike  him,  he  was  in  Phebe's  eyes !  Then, 
with  a  gentle  pressure  of  her  hand,  he  went 
away  in  silence;  while  she  took  down  the 
painting,  and  set  it  again  with  its  face  to  the 
wall,  test  Felidta  coming  in  should  catch  a 
sight  of  it. 

CHAPTER  XXVII. — CANON  PASCAU 

The  massive  pile  of  the  old  Abbey  stood 
darkly  agamst  the  sky,  with  not  a  glimmer  of 


light  shining  through  its  many  windows ;  whilst 
behind  it  the  Houses  of  Parliament,  now  in 
full  session,  glittered  from  roof  to  basement 
with  innumerable  lamps.  All  about  them 
there  was  the  rush  and  rattle  of  busy  life,  but 
the  Abbey  seemed  enclosed  in  a  magic  circle 
of  solitude  and  stillness.  Overhead  a  count- 
less host  of  litde  silvery  clouds  covered  the 
sky,  with  fine  threads  and  interspaces  of  dark 
blue  lying  between  them.  Themoon,  paleand 
bright,  seemed  to  be  drifting  slowly  among 
them,  sometimes  behind  them,  and  faintly 
veiled  by  their  light  vapour ;  but  more  often 
the  little  clouds  made  way  for  her,  and 
clustered  round,  in  a  circle  of  vaguely  out- 
lined cherub-heads,  golden  brown  in  the  halo 
she-shed  about  her.  These  child-like  angel- 
heads,  fl.oating  over  the  greater  part  of  the 
sky,  seemed  pressing  forward,  one  behind  the 
other,  and  hastening  into  the  narrow  ring  of 
light  with  a  gentle  eagerness;  and  fading 
so^ly  airay  as  the  moon  passed  by. 

Felii  stood  still-for  a  minute  or  two,  look- 
it^  up  from  the  dark  and  silent  front  of 
the  Abbey  to  the  silent  and  silvery  clouds 
above  it  Almost  every  stone  of  the  vener- 
able old  walls  was  familiar  and  dear  to  him. 
For  Phebe,  when  she  came  from  the  broad, 
grand  solitude  of  her  native  moors,  had  fixed 
at  once  upon  the  Abbey  as  the  one  spot  in 
London  where  she  could  find  something  of 
the  repose  she  had  been  accustomed  to  meet 
within  the  sight  of  the  far-sl retching  horizon, 
and  the  unbroken  vault  of  heaven  over- 
arching it.  Felicity  too,  had  attended  the 
cathedral  service  every  Sunday  morning,  since 
sh»  had  been  wealthy  enough  to  set  up  a 
j^vriage,  which  was  the  first  luxury  she  had 
allowed  herself.  The  music,  the  diants,  the 
(Jim  lightof  the  enured  windows,  the  long 
aifile  of  lofty  mchca,  asd  the  many  persistent 
utd  doiBioant  aseodMions  taking  possession 
of  her  memo^  and  imtgination,  made  the 
Abbey  almost  as  dear  to  Felicita  as  it  was, 
through  its  mysterious  and  sacred  repose,  to 
Phebe. 

Felix  had  paced  .along  the  streets  mth 
rapid  and  headlong  haste,  but  now  he  hesi- 
tated before  turning  into  Dean's  Yard. 
When  he  did  so,  he  sauntered  round  the 
enclosure  two  or  three  times,  wondering  in 
what  words  he  could  best  move  the  Canon, 
and  framing  half-a-do2en  speeches  in  his 
mind,  which  seemed  ridiculous  to  himself 
when  he  whispered  them  half-aloud.  At  last, 
with  a  sudden  determination  to  trust  to  the 
inspiration  of  the  moment,  he  turned  his  steps 
hurriedly  into  the  dark,  low  arches  of  the 
clobtets. 
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But  he  had  not  many  steps  to  take.  The 
tall,  somewhat  stooping  figuTC  of  Canon 
Pascal,  so  famiiiar  to  him,  was  leaving 
through  one  of  the  aat:faways,  with  head  up- 
turned to  the  little  field  of  sky  above  the 
quadrangle,  where  the  moon  was  to  be  seen 
with  her  attendant  clouds.  Felix  could  read 
every  Une  in  his  strongly  marked  features, 
and  the  deep  furrows  which  lay  between  his 
thick  brows.  The  tinge  of  grey  in  his  dark 
hair  was  visible  in  the  moonlight,  or  rather 
the  pale  gleam  caused  all  his  hair  to  seem 
silvery.  His  eyes  were  glistening  with  delight, 
and  as  he  heard  steps  pausing  at  his  side,  he 
turned,  and  at  the  sight  of  Felix  his  harsh  face 
melted  into  almost  a  womanly  smile  of  greet- 
ing. 

"  Welcome,  my  son,"  be  said,  in  a  pleasant 
and  deep  voice,  "you  are  just  in  time  to 
share  this  glorious  sight  with  me.  Pity  'tis 
it  vanishes  so  soon  I " 

He  clasped  Felix's  hand  withawarm,  hearty 
pressure,  such  as  few  hands  know  how  to 
give ;  though  it  is  one  of  the  most  tender  and 
most  re5ned  expressions  of  friendship.  Felix 
grasped  his  with  an  unconscious  gnp  which 
made  Canon  Pascal  wince,  though  he  said 
nothing.  For  a  few  minutes  the  two  men 
stood  gazing  upward  in  reverent  silence,  each 
brain  busy  with  its  own  thoughts. 

"  You  were  coming  to  see  me  ? "  sud 
Canon  Pascal  at  la^t. 

"Yes,"  answered  Felix,  in  a  voice  falter- 
ing with  eager  emotion, 

"  On  some  special  errand  f "  pursued 
Canon  Pascal. ,  "  Don't  let  us  lose  time  in 
beating  about  the  bush,  then.  You  cannot 
say  anything  that  will  not  be  interesting  to 
me,  Felix ;  for  I  always  find  a  lad  tike  you, 
and  at  your  age,  has  Gomething  in  his  mind 
worth  listening  to.     What  is  It,  my  son?  " 

"I  don't  want  to  beat  about  the  bosh," 
stammered  Felix,  "  but  oh  I  if  yott  only  knew 
how  I  love  Alice  1  More  than  words  can 
tell.  You've  known  me  all  my  life,  and  Alice 
has  known  me.  Will  you  let  her  be  my 
wife  ?  " 

.The  smile  was  gone  from  Canon  Pascal's 
face.  A  moment  ago,  and  he,*  gazing  up  at 
the  moon,  had  been  recalling,  with  a.  boyish 
freshness  of  heart,  the  days  of  his  own  happy 
though  protracted  courtship  of  the  dear  wife, 
who  might  be  gazing  at  the  same  scene  from 
her  window  in  his  country  rectory.  His  face 
grew  almost  harsh  with  its  grave  thoughtful- 
ness  as  his  eyes  fastened  upon  the  agitated 
features  ot  the  young  man  beside  him.  A 
fine-looking  young  fellow,  he  said  to  himself ; 
with  a  fhmk,  open  nature,  and  a  constitution 


and  disposition  nnspoiled  by  the  world.  He 
needed  nobody  to  tell  him  what  his  old  pupil 
was,  for  he  knew  him  as  well  as  he  knew  his 
own  boys,  but  he  had  never  thought  of  him 
as  any  other  than  a  boy.  Alice  too  was  a 
child  still.  This  sudden  demand  struck  him 
into  a  mood  of  silent  and  serious  thought ; 
and  he  paced  to  and  fro  for  a  while  along  the 
conidor,  with  Felix  equally  silent  and  serious 
at  his  side. 

"You've  no  idea  how  much  I  love  her ! " 
Felix  at  last  ventured  to  say. 

"  Hush,  m^  boy  I "  he  answered,  with  a 
sharp,  imperative  tone  in  his  voice.  "  I  loved 
Alice's  mother  before  you  were  bom ;  and  I 
love  her  more  every  day  of  my  life.  You 
children  don't  know  what  love  means." 

Felix  answered  by  a  gesture  of  protest. 
Not  know  what  love  meant,  when  neither 
day  nor  night  was  the  thought  of  Alice  absent 
from  his  inmost  heart  1  He  had  been  almost 
afraid  of  the  vehemence  of  his  own  passion, 
lest  it  should  prove  a  hindrance  to  him  in 
God's  service.  Canon  Pascal  drew  his  arm 
affectionately  through  his,  and  turned  back 
to  pace  the  cloister  once  more. 

"  I'm  trying  to  think,"  he  said,  in  a  gentler 
voice,  "  that  Alice  is  out  of  the  nuneiy,  and 
you  out  of  the  schoohroom.  It  is  difficult, 
Felix." 

"You  were  present  at  my  ordination  last 
week,"  exclaimed  Felix,  in  an  aggrieved  tone; 
"  the  Church,  and  the  Bishop,  and  you  did 
not  think  me  too  young  to  take  chai^  of 
souls.  Surely  you  cannot  u^  that  I  am  not 
old  enough  to  take  care  of  one  whom  I  love 
better  than  my  own  life  ! " 

Canon  Pascal  pressed  Felix's  aim  closer 
to  his  side. 

"Oh,  my  boyl"^he  said,  "you  will  dis- 
cover that  it  is  easier  to  commit  unknown 
souls  to  anybody's  charge,  than  to  give  away 
one's  child,  body,  soul,  and  spirit  It  is  a 
solemn  thingweare  talking  of;  more  solemn, 
in  some  respects,  than  my  girl's  death.  I 
would  rather  follow  Alice  to  the  grave  than 
see  her  enter  into  a  marriage  not  made  for 
her  in  heaven." 

"  So  would  I,"  answered  Felix  tremulously. 

"And  to  make  sure  that  any  marriage  is 
made  in  heaven  ! "  mused  the  Canon,  speak- 
ing as  if  to  himself,  with  his  head  sunk  in 
thought  "  There's  the  grand  difficulty  I 
For  oh  I  Felix,  my  son,  it  is  not  love  only 
that  is  needed,  but  wisdom;  yes  !  the  highest 
wisdom,  that  which  cometh  down  from  above, 
and  is  first  pure,  and  then  peaceable.  For 
how  could  Christ  Himself  be  the  husband  of 
the  Church,  if  He  was  not  both  the  wisdom 
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of  God  and  the  love  of  God?  How  could 
God  be  the  heavenly  Father  of  us  all,  if  He 
was  not  infinite  in  wisdom?  Know  you 
not  what  Bacon  saith :  '  To  love  and  to  be 
wise  is  not  granted  unto  man '  ?  " 

"  I  dare  not  say  I  am  wise,"  answered 
Felix,  "but  surely  such  love  as  I  bear  to 
Alice  will  bring  wisdom." 

"And  does  Alice  love  you?"  asked  Canon 
Pascal. 

"  I  did  not  think  it  right  to  ask  her,"  he 
replied. 

"Then  there's  some  hope  still,"  said  the 
Car.on,  more  joyously;  "  the  child  is  scarcely 
twenty  yet.  Do  not  you  be  in  a  hurry,  ray 
boy.  You  do  not  know  what  woman  is  yet; 
how  delicately  and  tenderly  organized ;  how 
full  of  seeming  contradictions  and  uncertain- 
ties, often  with  a  blessed  meaning  in  them, 
ah,  a  heavenly  meaning,  but  hard  to  be 
understood  and  apprehended  by  the  rougher 
portion  of  humanity.  Study  them  a  little 
longer,  Felix ;  take  another  year  or  two 
before  you  hx  on  your  life  mistress." 

"  You  forget  how  many  years  I  have  lived 
under  tbe  same  roof  as  Alice,"  replied  Felix 
eagerly,  "and  how  many  women  I  have  lived 
with ;  my  mother,  my  grandmother,  Phebe, 
and  Hilda.  Surely  I  know  more  about  them 
than  most  men." 

"  All  good  women,"  he  answered,  "  happy 
lad  1  blessed  lad,  I  should  rather  say.  They 
have  been  better  to  thee  than  angels.  Phebe 
has  been  more  thanaguardian  angel  to  thee, 
though  thou  knowest  not  all  thou  owest  to 
her  yet  But  a  wife,  Felix,  is  different,  God 
knows,  from  mother,  or  sister,  or  friend.  God 
chaoses  out  kinsfolk  for  us;  but  man  chooses 
his  own  wife  ;  having  free  will  in  that  choice 
on  which  hangs  his  own  life,  and  the  lives  of 
others.  Yet  the  wisest  of  men  said,  '  Whoso 
findeth  a  wife  findeth  a  good  thing,  and 
obtaineth  favour  of  the  Lord.'  Ay,  a  good 
wife  is  the  token  of  such  loving  favour  as  we 
know  not  yet  in  this  world." 

The  Canon's  voice  had  fallen  into  a  low 
and  gentle  lone,  little  louder  than  a  whisper. 
The  dim,  obscure  light  in  the  cloisters 
scarcely  gave  Felix  a  chance  of  seeing  the 
expression  of  his  face ;  but  the  young  man's 
heart  beat  high  with  hope. 

"  You  don't  say  No  to  me  ?  "  he  faltered. 

"How  can  Isay  NoorYes?"  asked  Canon 
Pascal,  almost  with  an  accent  of  surprise.  "  I 
will  talk  it  over  with  your  mother  and  Alice's 
mother ;  but  the  Yes  or  No  must  come  from 
Alice  herself.  What  am  I  that  I  should  stand 
between  you  two  and  God,  if  it  is  His  will 
to  bestow  His  snect  boon  upon  you  both? 


Only  do  not  disturb  the  child,  Felix.  Leave 
her  fancy<free  a  little  longer." 

"And  you  are  willing  to  take  me  as  your 
son?  You  do  not  count  me  unworthy  ?  "  he 
exclaimed. 

"I've  boys  of  my  own,"  he  answered, 
"whose  up-growing  I've  watched  from  the 
day  of  their  birth,  and  who  are  precious  to 
me  as  my  own  soul ;  and  you,  Felix,  come 
next  to  them.  You've  been  like  another 
son  to  me.  But  I  must  see  your  mother. 
Who  knows  what  thoughts  she  may  not  have 
for  her  only  son?" 

"  None,  none  that  can  come  between 
Alice  and  me,"  cried  Fehx  rapturously. 
"  Father  1  yes,  I  shall  know  again  what  it  is 
to  have  a  father." 

A  sob  rose  to  his  throat  as  he  uttered 
the  word.  He  seemed  to  sec  his  own 
father  again,  as  he  remembered  him  in  his 
childhood,  and  as  Fhebe's  portrait  had 
recalled  him  vividly  to  his  mind.  If  he  had 
only  lived  till  now  to  witness,  and  to  share 
in  this  new  happiness  !  It  seemed  as  if  his 
early  death  gathered  an  additional  sadness 
about  it,  since  he  had  left  the  world  while  so 
much  joy  and  gladness  had  been  enfolded  in 
the  future.  Even  in  this  first  moment  of 
ineffable  happiness  he  promised  himself  that 
he  would  go  and  visit  his  father's  foreign 
grave. 

CHAPTER  XXVIII. — FELICITA'S   REFOSAI.. 

Now  there  was  no  longer  a  doubt  weighing 
upion  his  spirit,  Felix  longed  to  tell  his 
mother  all.  The  slight  cloud  that  had  arisen 
of  late  years  between  them  was  so  gossamer- 
like  yet,  that  the  faintest  breath  could  drive 
it  away.  Though  her  boy  was  not  the 
brilliant  genius  she  had  secretly  and  fondly 
hoped  he  would  prove,  he  was  still  dearer 
to  Felicita  than  aught  else  on  earth  or, 
indeed,  in  heaven ;  and  her  love  for  him  was 
deeper  than  she  supposed.  On  his  part  he 
had  never  lost  that  chivalrous  tenderness, 
blended  with  deferential  aws,  with  which  he 
had  regarded  her  from  his  early  boyhood. 
His  love  for  Alice  was  so  utterly  different 
from  his  devotion  to  her,  that  he  had  never 
compared  them,  and  they  had  not  come  into 
any  kind  of  collision  yet. 

Felix  sought  his  mother  in  her  library, 
Felicita  was  alone,  reading  in  the  light  of  a 
lamp  which  shed  a  strong  jlfumination  over 
her.  In  his  eyes  she  was  incomparably  the 
loveliest  woman  he  had  ever  seen,  not  e\-en 
excepting  Alice ;  and  the  stately  magnificence 
of  her  velvet  dress,  and  rich  lace,  and  costly 
jewels,  was  utterly  different  from  that  of  any 
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Other  woman,  he  knew.  For  Mrs.  Pascal 
dressed  simply,  as  became  the  wife  of  a 
country  rector ;  and  Phebe,  in  her  studio, 
always  wore  a  blouse  or  apron  of  brown 
Holland,  which  suited  her  well,  making  her 
homely  and  domestic  in  appearance  as  she 
was  in  nature.  Felicita  looked  like  a  queen 
in  his  eyes. 

When  she  heard  his  voice  speaking  to  her, 
having  not  caught  the  sound  of  his  step  on 
the  soft  carpet,  Felicita  looked  up  with  a 
smile  in  her  dark  eyes.  In  a  day  or  two 
her  son  was  about  to  leave  her  roof,  and 
her  heart  felt  very  soft  towards  him.  She 
had  scarcely  realised  that  he  was  a  man, 
until  she  knew  that  he  had  decided  to  have 
a  place  and  a  dwelling  of  his  own. 

She  stretched  out  both  bands  to  him,  with 
a,  gesture  of  tenderness  peculiar  to  herself, 
and  shown  only  to  him.  It  was  as  if  one 
hand  could  not  link  them  closely  enough ; 
could  not  bring  them  so  nearly  heart  to 
heart.  Felix  took  them  both  into  his  own,  and 
knelt  down  before  her;  his  young  face 
flushed  with  eagerness,  and  his  eyes,  so  hke 
her  own,  fastened  upon  hers. 

"  Your  face  speaks  for  you,"  she  said, 
pressing  one  of  her  rare  kisses  upon  it. 
"  What  is  it  my  boy  has  to  tell  me  ?  " 

"Oh,  mother,"  he  cried,  "you  will  never 
think  I  love  you  less  than  I  have  always 
done  ?  See,  I  kiss  your  feet  still,  as  I  used 
to  do  when  I  was  a  boy." 

He  bent  his  head  to  c.-iress  the  little  feet, 
and  then  laid  it  on  his  mother's  lap,  while 
she  let  her  white  lingers  play  with  his  hair. 

"  Why  should  you  love  me  less  than  you 
have  always  done?"  she  asked,  in  a  sweet, 
languid  voice.  "  Have  I  ever  changed 
towards  you,  Felix?" 

"  No,  mother,  no,"  he  answered  ;  "  but  to- 
night I  feel  how  different  I  am  from  what  I  was 
but  a  year  or  two  ago.  I  am  a  man  now ;  I 
was  a  boy  then." 

"  You  will  always  be  a  boy  to  me,"  she 
said,  with  a  tender  smile. 

"  Vet  I  am  as  old  as  my  father  was  when 
you  were  married,"  he  replied. 

Felicita's  face  grew  white,  and  she  leaned 
back  in  her  chair  with  a.  sudden  feeling  of 
faintness.  It  was  years  since  the  boy  had 
spoken  of  his  father;  why  should  he  utter  his 
name  now  ?  He  had  raised  his  head  when 
he  felt  her  move,  and  her  dim  and  failing 
eyes  saw  his  face  in  a  mist,  looking  so  like 
his  father  when  she  had  known  him  lirst, 
that  she  shrank  from  him  with  a.  terror  and 
aversion  too  deep  to  be  concealed. 

"  Roland  1 "  she  cried. 


He  did  not  speak  or  move,  being  too 
bewildered  .ind  wonderstrack  at  his  mother's 
agitation.  Felicita  hid  her  face  in  her  white 
hands,  and  sat  still  recovering  herself.  The 
pang  had  been  sudden  and  poignant ;  it  had 
smitten  her  so  unawares  that  she  had  betrayed 
its  anguish.  But,  she  felt  it  in  an  instant,  her 
boy  had  no  thought  of  wounding  her;  and 
for  her  own  sake,  as  well  as  his,  she  must 
conquer  this  painful  excitement.  There  must 
be  no  scene  to  awaken  observation  or  sus- 
picion. 

"  Mother,  forgive  mc,"  he  exclaimed ;  "  I 
did  not  mean  to  distress  you." 

"  No,"  she  breathed  with  difficulty,  "  I  am 
sure  of  it.    Go  on,  Felix." 

"  I  came  to  tell  you,"  he  said  gravely, 
"  that  as  long  as  I  can  remember — at  least  as 
long  as  we  have  been  in  London  and  known 
the  Pascals — I  have  loved  Alice.  Oh,  mother, 
I've  thought  sometimes  you  seemed  as  fond 
of  her  as  you  are  of  Hilda.  You  will  be  glad 
to  have  her  as  your  daughter  ?  " 

Felicita  closed  her  eyes  with  a  feeling  of 
helpless  misery.  She  could  hardly  give  a 
thought  to  Felix  and  the  words  he  uttered ; 
yet  it  was  those  words  which  brought  a  flood 
of  hidden  memories  and  fears  sweeping  over 
her  shrinking  soul.  It  was  so  long  since  she 
had  thought  much  of  Roland !  She  bad  per- 
suaded  herself  that  as  so  many  years  had 
passed  by  bringing  to  her  no  hint  or  token 
of  his  existence,  he  must  be  dead ;  and  as 
one  dead  passes  presently  out  of  the  active 
thoughts,  busy  only  with  the  present,  so  had 
her  husband  passed  away  from  her  mind  into 
some  dim,  hidden  cell  of  memory,  with  which 
she  had  long  ceased  to  trouble  herself. 

Her  husband  seemed  to  stand  before  her 
as  she  had  seen  him  last,  a  haggard,  way- 
worn, ruined  man,  beggared  and  stripped  of 
all  that  makes  life  desirable.  And  this  was 
only  six  months  after  he  had  lost  all.  What 
would  he  be  after  thirteen  years,  if  he  was 
living  still  ? 

But  if  it  had  appeared  to  her  out  of  the 
question  to  face  and  bear  the  ignominy  and 
disgrace  he  had  brought  upon  her  thirieeii 
years  ago,  how  utterly  impossible  it  was  now. 
She  could  never  retrace  her  steps.  To  con- 
fess the  deception  she  had  herself  consented 
to,  and  taken  part  in,  would  be  to  pull  down 
with  her  own  hands  the  fair  ediflce  of  her 
life.  The  very  name  she  had  made  for  her- 
self, and  the  broader  light  in  which  her  fame 
had  placed  her,  made  any  repentance  impos- 
sible. "  A  city  that  is  set  on  a  hill  cannot  be 
hid."  Her  hill  was  not  as  lofty  as  she  had 
once  fancied  it  would  be ;  but  still  she  was 
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not  on  the  low  and  sai'er  level  of  the  plain. 
She  was  honourably  famous.  She  could  not 
stain  her  honour  by  the  acknowledgment  of 
dishonour.  The  chief  question,  after  all,  was 
vhether  Roland  was  alive  or  dead. 

Her  colourless  face  and  closed  eyes,  the 
expression  of  unutterable  perplexity  and 
anguish  in  her  knitted  brows  and  quivering 
lips,  filled  Felix  with  wonder  and  grief.  He 
had  risen  from  his  kneeling  posture  at  her 
feet,  and  now  his  reverential  awe  of  her 
yielded  to  the  tender  compassion  of  a  man 
for  a  weak  and  suffering  woman.  He  drew 
her  beloved  head  on  to  bis  breast,  and  held 
her  in  a  firm  and  loving  grasp. 

"  I  would  not  grieve  or  pain  you  for  worlds," 
he  said  falteringly,  "  nor  would  Alice.  I  love 
you  better  than  myself;  as  much  as  I  love 
her.    We  will  talk  of  it  another  day,  mother." 

She  pressed  close  to  him,  and  he  felt  her 
arms  strained  about  him,  as  if  she  could  not 
hold  him  near  enough  to  her.  It  seemed 
to  him  as  if  she  was  striving  to  draw  him 
into  the  very  heart  of  her  motherhood; 
but  she  knew  how  deep  the  gulf  was 
between  her  and  him,  and  shuddered  at  her 
own  loneliness. 

"  It  is  losing  you,  my  son,"  she  whispered 
with  her  quivering  hps. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said  eagerly ;  "  it  is  not 
losing  me,  but  finding  another  child.  Don't 
take  a  gloomy  view  of  it,  mother.  I  shall  be 
as  happy  as  my  father  was  with  you," 

He  could  not  keep  himself  from  thinking 
of  his  father,  or  of  speaking  of  him.  He  un- 
derstood more  perfectly  now  what  his  father's 
worship  of  his  mother  had  been ;  the  tender- 
ness of  a  stronger  being  towards  a  weaker 
one,  blended  with  the  chivalrous  homage  of  a 
generous  nature  to  the  one  woman  chosen  to 
represent  all  womanhood.  There  was  a  keener 
trouble  to  him  to-night,  than  ever  before, 
in  the  thought  that  his  mother  was  a  widow. 

"  Leave  me  now,  Felix,"  she  said,  loosing 
him  from  her  close  embrace,  and  shutting  her 
eyes  from  the  sight  of  him.  "Do  not  let 
any  one  come  to  me  again  to-night  I  must 
be  alone." 

But  when  she  was  alone  it  was  only  to  let 
her  thoughts  whirl  round  and  round  in  one 
monotonous  circle.  If  Roland  was  dead,  her 
secret  was  safe,  and  Felix  might  be  happy. 
If  he  was  not  dead,  Felix  must  not  many 
Alice  Pascal.  She  had  not  looked  forward 
to  this  difficulty.  There  had  been  an  uncon- 
scious and  vague  feeling  in  her  heart  that  her 
son  loved  her  too  passionately  to  be  easily 
pleased  by  any  girl ;  and,  almost  unawares  to 
herself,  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  com- 


paring her  own  attractions  and  loveliness  with 
those  of  the  younger  women  who  crossed  his 
path.  Yet  diere  was  no  personal  vanity  in 
the  calm  conviction  she  possessed  that  Felix 
had  never  seen  a  woman  more  beautiful  and 
fascinating  than  the  mother  he  had  always 
admired  with  so  much  enthusiasm. 

She  was  not  jealous  of  Alice  Pascal,  she 
said  to  herself,  and  yet  her  heart  was  sore 
when  she  said  it.  Why  could  not  Felix 
remain  simply  constant  to  her?  He  was  the 
only  being  she  had  ever  really  loved ;  and 
her  love  for  him  was  deeper  than  she  had 
known  it  to  be.  Yet  to  crush  his  hopes,  to 
wound  him,  would  be  like  the  bitterness 
of  death  to  her.  If  she  could  but  let  him 
marry  his  Alice,  how  much  easier  it  would 
be  than  throwing  obstacles  in  the  way  of  his 
happiness ;  obstacles  that  would  seem  but  the 
weak  and  wilful  caprices  of  a  foolish  mother. 

When  the  morning  came,  and  Canon 
Pascal  made  his  appearance,  Felicita  received 
him  in  her  library,  apparently  composed,  but 
grave  and  almost  stem  in  her  manner.  They 
were  old  friends ;  but  the  friendship  on  his 
side  was  warm  and  genial,  while  on  hers 
it  was  cold  and  reserved.  He  lost  no  time 
in  beginning  on  the  subject  which  had  brought 
him  to  her. 

"  My  dear  Felicita,"  he  said,  "  Felix  tells 
me  he  had  some  talk  with  you  last  night. 
What  do  you  think  of  our  young  people?" 

"  What  does  Alice  say  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Oh,  Alice !  "  he  answered,  in  an  amused 
yet  tender  tone ;  "  she  would  be  of  one  mind 
with  Felix.  There  is  something  beautiful  in 
the  innocent,  unworldly  love  of  children 
like  these,  who  are  ready  to  build  a  nest 
under  any  eaves.  Felicita,  you  do  not  disap- 
prove of  it?" 

"  I  cannot  disapprove  of  Alice,"  she  replied 
gloomily ;  "  but  I  do  disapprove  of  Felix 
marrying  so  young.  A  man  should  not 
marry  under  thirty," 

"  Thirty  ! "  echoed  Canon  Pascal ;  "  that 

would  be  in  seven  years.     It  is  a  long  time ; 

but  if  they  do  not  object  I  should  not     I'm 

'-  no  hurry  to  lose  my  daughter.     But  they 

ill  not  wait  so  long." 

"Do  not  let  them  be  engaged  yet,"  she 
said  in  hurried  and  sad  tones,  "They  may 
see  others  whom  they  would  love  more. 
Early  marriages  and  long  engagements  are 
both  bad.  Tell  them  from  me  that  it  is 
better  for  them  to  be  free  a  while  longer,  till 
they  know  themselves  and  the  world  better. 
I  would  rather  Felix  and  Hilda  never 
married.  When  I  see  Phebe  so  free  from  all 
the  gnawing  care^  a"(|,^Iwieti??v9C'ty?  ^^> 
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and  so  joyous  in  her  freedom,  I  wish  to  heaven 
I  could  have  had  a  single  life  like  hers." 

"  Why  !  Fehcita  ! "  he  exclaimed ;  "  this 
is  morbid.  Vou  have  never  forgiven  God 
for  taking  avay  your  husband.  Yoii  have 
been  keeping  a  grudge  against  Him  alt  these 
yeara  of  your  widowhood," 

"No,  no!"  she  interrupted;  "it  is  not 
that  They  married  me  too  soon,  my  uncle 
and  Mr.  Sefton.  I  never  loved  Roland  as  I 
ought  Oh !  if  I  had  loved  him,  how  dif- 
ferent my  life  would  have  been,  and  his  I " 

Her  voice  faltered  and  broke  into  deep 
sobs,  which  cut  oS  all  further  speech.  For 
a  few  minutes  Canon  Pascal  endeavoured  to 
reason  with  her  and  comfort  her,  but  in  vain. 
At  length  he  quietly  went  away  and  sent 
Phebe  to  her.  There  could  be  no  more  dis- 
cussion of  the  subject  for  the  present. 

CHAPTER  XXIX. — TAKING  ORDERS. 

The  darkness  that  had  dwelt  so  long  in 
the  heart  of  Felicita  began  now  to  cast  its 
gloom  over  the  whole  household.  A  sharp 
attack  of  illness,  which  followed  immediately 
upon  her  great  and  iQexplicable  agitation, 
caused  great  consternation  to  her  friends, 
and  above  all  to  Felix.  The  eminent  phy- 
sician who  was  called  In  said  her  brain  had 
been  oier worked,  and  she  must  be  kept 
absolutely  free  of  all  worry  and  anxiety. 
How  easily  is  this  direction  given,  and  how 
difficult,  how  impossible,  in  many  cases,  is  it 
to  follow  !  That  any  soul,  except  that  of  a 
child,  can  be  freed  from  all  anxiety,  is  possible 
only  to  the  soul  that  knows  and  trusts  God. 

AH  further  mention  of  his  love  for  Alice 
was  out  of  the  question  now  for  Felix. 
Bitter  as  silence  was,  it  was  imperative ;  for 
while  his  mother's  objections  and  prejudices 
were  not  overcome.  Canon  Pascal  would  not 
bear  of  any  closer  tie  than  that  which  already 
existed  being  formed  between  the  young 
people.  He  had,  however,  the  comfort  of 
believing  that  Alice  had  heard  so  much  of 
what  had  passed  from  her  mother,  as  that 
she  knew  he  loved  her,  and  had  owned  his 
love  to  her  father.  There  was  a.  subtle 
change  in  her  manner  towards  him  ;  she  was 
more  silent  in  his  presence,  and  there  was  a 
tremulous  tone  in  her  voice  at  times  when 
she  spoke  to  him,  yet  she  lingered  beside 
bim,  and  listened  more  closely  to  all  he  had 
to  say  ;  and  when  they  left  Westminster  to 
return  to  their  country  rectory  the  tears  glis- 
tened in  her  eyes  as  they  had  never  done 
before  when  he  bade  her  good-bye, 

"  Come  and  see  us  as  soon  as  it  will  not 
vex  your  mother,  my  boy,"  said  Canon  Pas- 


cal ;  "  you  may  always  think  of  our  home  as 
your  own." 

The  only  person  who  was  not  perplexed 
by  Felicita's  inexplicable  conduct  and  her 
illness,  was  Phebe  Marlowe,  who  believed 
that  she  knew  the  cause,  and  was  drawn 
closer  to  her  in  the  deepest  sympathy  and 
pity.  It  seemed  to  Phebe  that  Felicita  was 
creating  the  obstacle,  which  existed  chiefly 
in  her  fancy ;  and  with  her  usual  frankness 
and  directness  she  went  to  Canon  Pascal's 
abode  in  the  Cloisters  at  Westminster,  to  tell 
him  simply  what  she  thought. 

"  I  want  !to  ask  you,"  she  said,  with  her 
clear,  honest  gaze  fastened  on  his  face,  "  if 
you  know  why  Mrs.  Sefton  left  Riversborough 
thirteen  years  ago?" 

"  Partly,"  he  answered ;  "  my  wife  is  a 
Riversdale,  you  know,  Felicita's  second  or 
third  cousin.  There  was  some  painful  sus- 
picion attaching  to  Roland  Sefton." 

"Yes,"  answered  Phebe  sadly. 

"Was  it  not  quite  cleared  up?"  asked 
Canon  Pascal. 

Phebe  shook  her  head. 

"We  heard,"  he  went  on,  "that  it  was 
believed  Roland  Sei^on's  confidential  clerk 
was  the  actual  dulprit ;  and  Sefton  himself 
was  only  guilty  of  negligence.  Mr.  Clifford 
himself  told  Lord  Riversdale  that  Sefton  was 
gone  away  on  a  long  holiday,  and  might  not 
be  back  for  months ;  and  something  of  the 
same  kind  was  put  forth  in  a  circular  issued 
from  the  Old  Bank.  I  had  one  sent  to  me ; 
for  some  little  business  of  my  wife's  was  in 
the  hands  of  the  firm.  I  recollect  thinking 
it  was  an  odd  afiair,  but  it  passed  out  of  my 
mind  ;  and  the  poor  fellow's  death  quite  ob- 
literated all  accusing  thoughts  gainst  him." 

"  That  is  the  scruple  in  Felicita's  mind," 
said  Phebe  in  a  sorrowful  tone  ;  "  she  feels 
that  you  ought  to  know  everything  before 
you  consent  to  Alice  marrying  Felix,  and 
she  cannot  bring  herself  to  speak  of  it." 

"  But  how  morbid  that  is ! "  he  answered ; 
"  as  if  I  did  not  know  Felix,  every  thought 
of  him,  and  every  motion  of  his  soul  j  His 
father  was  a  careless,  negligent  man.  He 
was  nothing  worse,  was  he,  Phebe  ? " 

"  He  was  the  best  friend  I  ever  had,"  she 
answered  earnestly,  though  her  face  grew 
pale,  and  her  eyelids  drooped,  "  I  owe  all  I 
am  to  him.  But  it  was  not  Acton  who  was 
guilty.     It  was  Felix  and  Hilda's  fatlier." 

"And  Felicita  knew  it?"  he  exclaimed. 

"  She  knew  nothing  about  it  until  I  told 
her,"  answered  Phebe.  "  Roland  Sefton  came 
to  me  when  he  was  trying  to  escape  out  of 
the  country,   and  my  father  and  i  helped 
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him  to  get  away.  He  told  me  all ;  and  oh  ! 
he  was  not  so  much  to  blame  as  you  might 
think.  But  he  was  guilty  of  the  crime  ;  and 
if  he  Jiad  been  taken  he  would  have  been 
sent  to  gaol.  I  would  have  died  then  sooner 
than  let  him  be  taken  to  gaol." 

"  If  I  had  only  known  this  from  the  begin- 
ning !  "  said  Canon  Pascal. 

"What  would  you  have  done?"  asked 
Phebc  eagerly.  "  Would  you  have  refused 
to  take  Felix  into  your  home?  He  has 
done  no  wrong.  Hilda  has  done  no  wrong. 
There  would  have  been  disgrace  and 
shame  for  them  if  their  father  had  been 
sent  to  gaol;  but  his  death  saved  them  from 
all  danger  of  that  Nobody  would  ever 
speak  a  word  against  Roland  Sefton  now. 
Vet  this  is  what  is  preying  on  Felicita's 
mind.  If  she  was  sure  you  knew  all,  and 
still  consented  to  Felix  marrying  Alice,  she 
would  be  at  peace  again.  And  I  too  think 
you  ought  to  know  all.  But  you  will  not 
visit  the  sins  of  the  father  upon  the  son " 

"  Divine  providence  does  sOi"  he  inter- 
rupted; "if  the  fathers  eat  sour  grapes  the 
teeth  of  the  sons  are  set  on  edge.  Phebe, 
Phebe,  that  is  only  too  true." 

"  But  Roland's  death  set  the  children  free 
from  the  curse,"  answered  Phebe,  weeping. 
"  If  he  had  been  taken,  they  would  have  gone 
away  to  some  toreign  land  where  they  were 
not  known ;  or  even  if  he  had  not  died,  we 
must  have  done  differently  from  what  we 
have  done.  But  there  is  no  one  now  to 
bring  this  condemnation  against  them.  Even 
old  Mr.  Clifford  has  more  than  forgiven 
Roland ;  and  if  possible  would  have  the 
time  back  again,  that  he  might  act  so  as  to 
reinstate  him  in  his  position.  No  one  in 
the  world  bears  a  grudge  against  Roland." 

"  I'm  not  hard-hearted,  God  knows,"  he 
answered, "  but  no  man  likes  to  give  his  child 
to  the  son  of  a  felon,  convicted  or  uncon- 
victed." 

"Then  I  have  done  harm  by  telling  you," 
said  Phebe. 

"  No,  no ;  you  have  done  rightly,"  he 
replied ;  "  it  was  good  tor  me  to  know  the 
truth.  We  will  let  things  be  for  awhile. 
And  yet,"  he  added,  his  grave,  stem  face 
softening  a  little,  "  if  it  would  be  good  for 
Felicita,  tell  her  that  I  know  all,  and  that 
after  a  battle  or  two  with  myself,  I  am  sure 
to  yield.  I  could  not  see  Alice  unhappy ; 
and  that  lad  holds  her  heart  in  his  hands. 
After  all,  she  too  must  bear  her  part  in  the 
sins  of  the  world." 

But  though  Phebe  watched  for  an  oppor- 
tunity for  telling  Felicita  what  she  liad  done, 


DO  chance  came.  If  Felicita  had  been  re- 
served before,  she  enclosed  herself  in  almost 
unbroken  silence  now.  During  her  illness 
she  had  been  on  the  verge  of  delirium ;  and 
then  she  had  shut  her  lips  with  a  stem  deter- 
mination, which  even  her  weak  and  fevered 
brain  could  not  break.  She  had  once 
begged  Phebe,  if  she  grew  reilly  delirious,  to 
dismiss  all  other  attendants,  so  that  no  ear 
but  hers  might  hear  her  wanderings  ;  but  this 
emergency  had  not  arisen.  And  since  then  she 
had  sunk  more  and  more  into  a  stern  silence. 

Felix  had  left  home,  and  entered  into  his 
lodgings,  taking  his  father's  portrait  with 
him.  He  was  not  so  far  from  home  but 
that  he  either  visited  it,  or  received  visitors 
from  it,  almost  every  day.  His  mother's  ill- 
ness troubled  him ;  or  otherwise  the  change 
in  his  hfe,  his  first  step  in  independent  man- 
hood, would  have  been  one  of  great  happi- 
ness to  him.  He  did  not  feel  any  deep 
misgivings  as  to  Alice,  and  the  blessedness 
of  the  future  with  her  ;  and  in  the  meantime, 
while  he  was  waiting,  there  was  his  work  to 
do. 

He  had  taken  orders,  not  from  ambition  or 
any  hope  of  worldly  gain,  those  lay  quite 
apart  from  the  path  be  had  chosen,  but  from 
the  simple.desire  of  fighting  as  best  he  might 
against  the  growing  vices  and  miseries  of 
civilisation.  Step  for  step  with  the  ever-in- 
creasing  luxury  of  the  rich  he  saw  marching 
beside  it  the  gaunt  degradation  of  the  poor. 
The  life  of  refined  self-indulgence  in  the  one 
class  was  caricatured  by  loathsome  self-in- 
dulgence in  the  other.  On  the  one  hand  he 
saw,  young  as  he  was,  something  of  the  lan- 
guor and  weariness  of  life  of  those  who  have 
nothing  to  do,  and  from  satiety  have  little  to 
hope  or  to  fear;  and  on  the  other  the  igno- 
rance and  want  which  deprived  both  mind 
and  body  of  all  healthful  activity,  and  in  the 
pressure  of  utter  need  left  but  little  scope  for 
hope  or  fear.  He  fancied  that  such  civilisa- 
tion sank  its  victims  into  deeper  depths  of 
misery  than  those  of  barbarism. 

Before  him  seemed  to  lie  a  huge,  welter- 
ing mass  of  slime,  a  very  quagmire  of  foul- 
ness and  miasma,  in  the  depths  and  darkness 
of  which  he  could  dimly  discern  the  innume- 
rable coils  of  a  deadly  dragon,  breathing 
forth  poison  and  death  into  the  air,  which 
those  beloved  of  God  and  himself  must 
breathe,  and  crushing  in  its  pestilential  folds 
the  bodies  and  souls  of  immortal  men.  He 
was  one  of  the  young  St.  Michaels  called  by 
God  to  give  combat  to  that  old  serpent, 
called  the  Devil  and  Satan,  which  was  deceiv- 
ing the  old  world. 
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Jl.  ^niBmcnt,  from  xtttntlg  pahlithti  ^ttns. 
By  henry  C.  EWART. 


A  BOOK  published  some  few  months  ago 
at  Ihe  Hague,  ought  to  have  as  much 
interest  or  even  more  for  English  people  than 
it  has  for  the  Dutch.  It  is  a  collection  of 
original  letters  and  memoranda  by  Queen 
Mary,  wife  of  William  III.,  written  for  the 
most  part  in  the  supreme  crisis  of  the  historic 
events  which  were  so  important  to  this 
country.  The  manner  in  which  these  docu- 
ments were  preserved  and  discovered  is 
perhaps  worth  relating.  The  present  Coun- 
tess Bentinck  is  a  lady  of  considerable  culti- 
vation and  literary  tastes ;  and  some  years 
ago,  while  examining  certain  papers  formerly 
belonging  to  her  husband's  great  grandmother, 
Charlotte  Sophia,  nh  Countess  of  Oldenburg, 
she  found  a  collection  inscribed, "  Memoranda 
and  Letters  of  Queen  Mary  of  England." 
This  Charlotte  Sophia  married,  in  1733,  Hans 
William  Bentinck,  second  son  of  the  first  Earl 
of  Portland.  The  present  Countess,  and 
editor  of  these  letters,  thinks  it  likely  that 
this  Hans  William  Bentinck  received  the 
documents  from  his  mother,  the  Countess  of 


Portland,  who  of  course  belonged  to  the 
most  intimate  court  circle  of  King  William. 
Hans  \Vilham's  wife  no  doubt  reckoned  them 
amongst  her  choicest  treasures,  and  in  the 
archives  of  the  family  they  have  lain  to  the 
present  day. 

The  papers  consist,  first,  of  a  brief  inter- 
change of  letters  between  Mary,  when  Prin- 
cess of  Orange,  and  her  father.  King  James 
II.  Then  comes  a  correspondence  of  greater 
length  between  Mary  and  her  sister,  the 
Princess  Anne.  Next  there  is  a  long  private 
memorandum,  in  the  form  of  a  regular  diary, 
kept  by  Mary  for  the  exercise  of  her  own 
soul  during  the  trying  time  when  her  husband 
was  engaged  in  dethroning  her  father.  The 
remainder  of  the  book  consists  of  miscellaneous 
letters  of  less  interest. 

In  May,  1687,  this  country  was  already 
discontented  and  greatly  alarmed  by  the 
Roman  Catholic  fervour  of  the  King.  To  the 
world  around  him  then,  and  to  Protestant 
readers  of  history,  it  has  seemed  that  the 
i}oor  King  was  actuated  by  nothing  but  sheer 


594 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


pen-ersity,  obstinacy,  self-will,  and  blindness 
both  to  his  temporal  and  eternal  interests. 
Some  letters  given  here,  however,  and  espe- 
cially one  dated  in  November,  1687,  enable 
us  to  understand  the  King's  conduct  from  his 
own  point  of  view;  and  ifhis  account  of  him- 
self does  not  in  the  least  affect  our  satisfaction 
wilhthesalutaiyrevoiution  then  accomplished, 
it  at  any  rate  enables  us  to  take  a  more  cha- 
ritable view  of  his  motives  and  aims  than  we 
had  otherwise  done.  At  least  it  is  made 
clear  that  the  King's  conversion  from  Pro- 
testantism to  Romanism  was  genuine.  In- 
deed it  was  so  manifestly  contrary  to  all 
dictates  of  policy,  that  there  could  not  well 
be  any  doubt  of  that.  But  the  letters  before 
usshowagenuine,  if  thin  and  poverty-stricken, 
vein  of  thought  and  conscience  running 
through  the  contorted  stratification  of  the 
poor  man's  life.  He  is  anxious  that  his 
daughter  should  seriously  consider  the  ques- 
tion which  late  in  life  he  has  decjded  for 
himself.  He  appears  to  repent  the  part  he 
has  had  in  her  Protestant  training,  or  at  least 
in  permitting  it ;  and  it  is  apparently  with  a 
sincere  desire  for  the  good  of  her  soul  that  he 
treads,  somewhat  painfully  and  feebly,  the 
well-wom  mazes  of  controversy.  He  assures 
her  that  in  early  life  he  was  a  genuine  Pro- 
testant, and  so  earnest  was  he  in  his  convic- 
tions, that  when  his  mother  wished  to  give  to 
hisbrother,  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  a  Roman 
Catholic  training,  he  strenuously  opposed  it, 
and  did  his  best  to  keep  the  Duke  firmly  in 
his  father's  faith.  "As  young  people  often 
do,"  he  says,  "  I  thought  it  a  point  of  honour 
to  cleave  firmly  to  the  opinions  in  which  I 
had  been  brought  up,  without  examining 
whether  in  doing  so  I  was  right  or  wrong." 
But  in  later  life,  be  adds,  he  was  struck  by 
the  much  greater  amount  of  religious  devotion 
that  he  perceived  amongst  the  Catholics  than 
amongst  the  Protestants.  "Frequently  he 
met  amongst  his  acquaintances  those  who 
through  Catholic  influences  had  abandoned  a 
licentious  life  and  assumed  a  conduct  suit- 
able to  good  Christians.  \Vhen  he  perceived 
and  remarked  also  the  becoming  manner  in 
which  they  worshipped  God,  their  churches 
so  handsomely  decorated  and  the  profuse 
charity  they  showed,  he  began  to  have  a 
better  opinion  of  their  religion,  and  felt  con- 
strained to  make  a  closer  inquiry  into  its 
nature."  These  words  may  show  but  shallow 
powers  of  observation,  and  a  tendency  to 
mistake  gilding  for  gold ;  but  they  are  not 
the  less  noteworthy,  for  they  suggest  that  with 
all  commonplace  natures,  constituting  surely 
the  majority  of  mankind,  the  first  and  tiig 


most  important  impressions  about  any  form 
of  religion,  are  those  made  by  the  conduct 
and  the  practical  devotion  of  its  professors. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  that  the  logical 
part — if  such  it  can  be  called — of  the  process 
of  conversion  was  very  much  the  same  in  the 
feeble  mind  of  King  James  as  in  the  case  of 
"  perverts"  with  far  greater  intellectual  gifts. 
He  started  with  the  assumption  that  "  there 
must  of  necessity  be  an  infallible  Church,  or 
otherwise  the  words  of  the  Saviour  could  not 
be  fulfilled,  and  the  gates  of  Hell  would  pre 
vail  over  her."  This  assumption  he  alleges 
to  be  allowed  even  by  the  Anglican  Church, 
"  which  has  always  since  the  Reformation 
acted  as  though  she  believed  herself  inlaliible, 
although  she  will  not  avow  it ;  for  otherwise 
how  could  she  have  been  so  severe  against 
those  who  differ  from  her,  whether  Protes- 
tants or  Roman  Nonconformists?  "  "  I  would 
willingly  know,"  he  says,  "  how  it  is  that  the 
Anglican  Church  can  condemn  those  who 
forsake  her,  when  she  herself  has  shown 
them  the  way  by  leaving  the  communion 
of  the  Catholic  Church,  of  which  she  was  a 
member." 

The  reply  of  Mary  to  this  letter  is  credit- 
able both  to  her  filial  feeling  and  her  good 
sense.  "  Never  may  our  difference  in  re- 
ligion be  so  great,"  she  exclaims,  "as  to 
deprive  me  of  the  prayers  and  blessing  of  my 
father  I  "  She  feels  a  natural  constraint  in 
urging  any  arguments.  Nevertheless  a  vein 
of  respectful  satire  mingles  with  her  liberal 
professions.  Her  instructors,  she  says,  have 
never  concealed  from  her  what  there  was  of 
good  in  the  Roman  religion;  and  she  is 
anxious  to  obey  the  apostolic  injunction, 
"  prove  all  things ;  hold  fast  that  which  is 
good."  But  this  precept  inculcates  indepen- 
dence of  judgment.  "  I  never  was  disposed 
to  make  my  belief  dependent  on  that  of 
others,"  she  says,  "  nor  had  I  been  so  in- 
structed, having  found  in  the  Holy  Scriptures 
that  I  must  work  out  my  own  salvation  with 
fear  and  trembling,  and  that  each  one  must 
give  account  of  his  works,  I  thought  it  there- 
fore my  duty  to  Ukc  thought  myself  for  my 
own  soul,  and  I  praise  God  that  by  His 
grace  I  find  myself  so  well  informed  and  con- 
vinced, that  I  am  not  a  Protestant  only 
through  being  brought  up  as  such,  but  be- 
cause I  am  persuaded  in  my  own  judgment 
that  I  am  in  the  right  way,"  Refening  to 
the  King's  experience  of  the  coldness  of  Pro- 
testant devotion,  she  begs  that  he  will  not 
blame  the  religion  for  the  inconsistencies  of 
its  professors.  At  the  same  time  she  hints 
that  there  are  various  modes  of  showing  de- 
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votion ;  and  that  some  things  to  which  Ro- 
manists attach  great  importance  are  by  Pro- 
testants regarded  as  matters  of  iii difference. 
Still,  she  will  not  defend  Protestant  laxity,  but 
frankly  acknowledges  that  those  who  call 
thernselves  "the  Reformed" ought  to  show  by 
their  lives  that  they  are  such. 

Having  thus  prepared  the  way  by  expres- 
sions of  tolerance  and  deference,  Mary  does 
not  shrink  from  replying  to  her  father's  main 
argument.  Sut  there  is  a  lightness  and  a 
half-veiied  satire  in  her  treatment  which 
looks  as  if  she  did  not  attach  much  impor- 
tance to  it.  "  As  for  the  infallibility  of  the 
Roman  Church " — she  y^as  writing  nearly 
two  centuries  before  the  Vatican  Decrees — 
"  I  have  never  heard  that  even  the  Roman 
Catholics  have  decided  in  what  it  consists; 
and  there  is  still  an  uncertainty  whether  it 
resides  in  the  Pope  alone,  or  in  a  General 
Council,  or  again  in  the  two  together ;  and  1 
trust  your  Majesty  will  allow  me  to  ask  where 
this  infallibility  was  when  there  were  occa- 
sionally three  Popes  at  the  same  time,  each 
having  his  council,  called  general,  and  all 
launching  anathemas  at  one  another."  She 
insists  on  the  sufGciency  of  the  Scriptures, 
and  refraining  from  making  numerous  quota- 
tions lest  she  should  be  tedious,  she  winds 
up  this  part  of  the  argument  in  words  wonh 
-repeating.  "  All  I  will  add  is  that  God  has 
made  us  reasonable  beings,  and  certainly 
wills  us  to  use  on  the  subject  of  religion  the 
reason  He  has  conferred.  For  although  our 
faith  may  be  a^tme  our  reason,  it  is,  never- 
theless, in  no  way  contrary  to  it ;  and  our 
Saviour,  to  convince  the  unbelief  of  St. 
Thomas,  uses  no  other  means  than  making 
him  put  his  fingers  into  the  prints  of  the 
nails,  and  thrust  his  hand  into  His  side.  He 
would  have  him  convinced  by  his  own  reason, 
and  not  by  that  of  his  fellow-disciples  who 
were  already  persuaded.  It  is  undeniable 
that  many  people  make  an  evil  use  of 
Holy  Scripture,  and  most  of  the  sects  find 
there  something  which,  with  a  good  deal  of 
trouble,  they  parade  as  making  for  their  views. 
But  that  does  not  appear  to  me  any  suflicient 
reason  for  denying  the  free  use  of  the  Bible 
to  the  rest  of  mankind." 

As  to  the  relevancy  of  Mary's  reply  to  the 
King's  observations  on  the  relations  between 
the  Anglican  Church  and  British  Noncon- 
formity there  may  be  different  opinions. 
"  The  Anglican  Church,"  she  says,  "assuredly 
makes  no  pretension  to  infallibility  ;  but  that 
Church  is  so  unfortunate  as  to  be  made  re- 
sponsible for  all  the  persecutions  waged 
against  the  Nonconformists ;  whereas  it  is 


notorious  that  all  the  harsh  laws  have  been 
passed  on  account  of  political  crimes,  and 
that  it  is  the  Government,  not  the  Church, 
which  has  thought  them  necessary.  Since 
the  Reformation,  enemies  have  always  made 
it  their  business  (o  sow  dissensions  amongst 
us,  and  unhappily  they  have  succeeded  too 
well.  But  if  it  pleased  your  Majesty  to  reflect, 
you  would  find  a  great  difference  between  the 
separation  of  the  Anglican  Church  from  the 
Roman  Communion,  and  our  abandonment 
'  by  our  Nonconformists." 

What  a  strange  position  of  affairs  I  Here 
we  have  the  Princess  of  Orange  writing  from 
a  foreign  capital  to  defend  the  Anglican  com- 
munion against  a  King  of  England  still  seated 
on  the  throne  of  his  ancestors.  The  consort 
of  a  Dutch  sovereign  urges  a  patriotic  apology 
for  English  laws,  against  which  the  British 
monarch  rails  as  an  alien.  But  the  paradox 
was  true,  as  paradoxes  often  are,  to  the  in- 
ward reality  of  the  case.  Mary  was  an 
Englishwoman  at  heart,  while  her  father  was 
in  mind,  and  soul,  and  feeling,  a  foreigner, 
French  in  politics,  and  Roman  in  religion. 
This  portion  of  the  correspondence  is  closed 
by  a  letter  addressed  to  King  James,  in 
which  Mary  reports  that  in  accordance  with 
her  father's  desire  she  has  dutifully  read 
a  book,  by  a  French  priest,  entitled  "  ReBec- 
tions  on  Religious  Differences,"  The  criti- 
cisms she  offers  are  among  the  common- 
places of  controversy ;  but  a  tone  of  satirical 
humour  is  also  manifest  here.  The  author 
appears  to  her  to  display  "  a  just  opinion  of 
the  modes  or  means  we  ought  to  use  to  con- 
vince men,  when  he  says,  'Never  has  any 
one  been  persuaded  by  insults  addressed  to 
him.'"  But  she  proceeds  to  conjecture  that 
the  first  edition  of  the  book  must  have  been 
published  before  the  King  of  France  began 
the  process  of  conversion  by  dragonades. 

This  letter  is  followed  by  a  lengthy 
correspondence  between  Mary  and  her 
sister  the  Princess  Anne.  The  chief  sub- 
ject is  the  birth  of  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
afterwards  the  Pretender,  and  it  is  plain 
that  Mary  more  than  suspected  him  to  be  a 
supposititious  child.  This  is  not  pleasant 
reading.  The  woes  of  crowned  heads 
appear  in  dark  colours  indeed  when  the 
interests  of  a  dynasty  and  the  atmosphere 
of  courtly  intrigue  are  seen  to  foster  such 
cruel  distrust  amongst  members  of  the  same 
family.  The  question  is  happily  indifferent 
to  us  now,  save  for  the  light  it  throws  on  the 
relations  of  the  historic  persons  concerned. 
Still  it  is  beyond  doubt  that  Mary  was  sin- 
cerely anxious  for  the  safety  ot  English  Pro- 
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testantism ;  and  the  conflict  between  her 
patriotism,  her  faith,  her  devotion  to  her 
husband  on  the  one  hand,  and  her  ghal  duty 
on  the  other,  is  a  very  painful  picture  as  re- 
produced in  these  documents. 

This  is  presented  most  graphically  in  the 
longest  paper  of  all,  consisting  of  a  series  of  , 
reflections,  written  apparently  for  her  own 
private  satisfaction  alone  at  various  times  | 
during  the  years  1688-9.  The  separate  en-  j 
tries  are  not  dated.  Indeed  they  run  one  . 
into  another  in  a  sort  of  continuous  medila- 1 
tion.  But  the  approximate  time  of  writing 
may  be  gathered  from  the  references  made 
to  current  events.  In  England  the  "old 
style"  was  still  observed,  new  year's  day  be- 
ing March  25th.  Sut  writing  in  Holland, 
Mary  follows  the  "  new  style,"  and  com- 
mences her  year  1688  with  the  ist  of  January, 
Afiairs  in  England  were  then  rapidly  ap- 
proaching a  crisis.  The  King,  not  content 
with  adopting  the  Roman  religion  himself, 
had  dismissed  from  ofiice  his  two  brothers- 
in-law,  Clarendon  and  Rochester,  because 
they  dechned  to  surrender  their  faith.  He 
had  called  Romanists  to  high  employment, 
and  given  to  a  Jesuit  a  seat  in  the  Privy 
Council.  The  Papal  Nundo  had  been 
received  in  state.  And  the  next  thing  was 
to  alter  the  laws  of  the  realm,  so  as  to  pre- 
pare the  way  for  a  complete  restoration  of 
the  Papal  rule.  But  even  James  knew  it 
was  hopeless  to  call  a  parliament  for  the  pur- 
pose, and  it  was  the  endeavour  to  override 
the  law  without  parliament  which  precipi- 
tated his  ruin. 

Notwithstanding  the  confusion  of  affairs  in 
England,  Mary  begins  her  reflections  for  the  ' 
year  1688  with  expressions  of  thankfulness  ' 
to  Divine  providence,  especially  for  "  the 
good  feelings  and  desires  "  she  realises  in  her 
own  heart.  She  refers  then  to  her  corre- 
spondence with  her  father,  and  to  the  annoy- 
ance she  suffers  from  his  emissaries.  They 
made  false  reports  about  her  religious  in- 
clinations, and  she  was  constrained  to  con- 
tradict them  by  written  explanations  to  her 
chaplain,  Dr.  William  Stanley,  to  be  by  him 
conveyed  to  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
The  simple  heart  of  the  woman  and  wife  is 
manifest  in  her  joy  at  her  husband's  praise 
of  what  she  had  written.  "  He  was  even  so 
surprised  at  it,"  she  says,  "  not  thinking  me 
capable  of  such  a.  thing,  that  I  confess  it 
Mattered  my  vanity  not  a  little."  Hearing 
soon  afterwards  from  James  himself  his  con- 
fident hopes  of  a  child,  which,  according  to 
the  singularly  confident  prophecies  of  eccle- 
siastics, was  to  be  a  son  and    heir,    she 


describes  with  the  freedom  of  a  private 
memorandum  her  feelings  on  the  subject 

"  I  thank  God  that  this  news  does  not 
trouble  me  in  any  way,  God  having  given  me 
a  contented  spirit  and  no  ambition  but  to 
serve  my  Maker,  and  to  keep  my  honour 
without  blemish.  What  it  has  pleased  the 
Lord  to  make  me  is  sufficient  for  me,  and  in 
my  present  state  I  can  serve  Him  better  than 
in  a  more  eminent  position  ;  so  that  if  it  had 
been  only  for  myself  I  should  wish  as  much 
as  the  King  himself  could  do,  that  he  might 
have  had  a  son.  But  while  I  was  so  in- 
difierent  with  regard  to  myself  I  found  that  I 
could  not  remain  so  any  longerin  the  interest 
of  the  Protestant  religion,  for  whoever  desires 
its  welfare  (as  it  is  the  duty  of  each  of  its 
members  to  do)  must  necessarily  be  alarmed 
at  the  thought  of  a  Papist  successor.  This 
then  drew  me  from  the  sweet  satisfying  tran- 
quillity which  I  was  enjoying,  and  made 
apparent  to  me  how  much  I  was  constrained 
to  wish  to  become  possessor  of  the  Crown. 
Beyond  the  love  of  the  Church,  the  love  1 
bear  the  Prince  forces  me  to  wish  him  all  the 
good  he  deserves.  And  though  I  regret 
having  only  three  crowns  to  bring  him  it  is 
not  my  love  which  makes  me  blind  j  no,  1 
can  see  his  faults,  but  I  say  this  because  f 
also  know  his  good  qualities.  I  continue  to 
live  in  his  feehngs  to  such  a  degree  that  the 
interest  of  another  causes  me  an  anxiety  that 
my  own  would  never  cause  me.  But  thanks 
be  to  God,  I  confide  in  Him,  and  am  so  sure 
that  His  Church  will  be  free  from  danger,  if 
only  the  sins  of  the  nation  do  not  draw  the 
vengeance  of  God  upon  it,  that  even  if  I  find 
that  a  son  is  bom  I  shall  not  be  discouraged, 
though  I  fear  the  consequences  of  his  birth 
on  feeble  souls.  My  greatest  trouble  was  to 
write  of  it  to  the  King  and  to  the  Queen." 

As  the  year  advances,  and  the  crisis  in 
England  deepens,  she  is  alarmed  by  evidence 
of  plots  against  the  Prince's  life  and  her  own. 
But  in  all  her  anxieties  there  is  never  any 
symptom  of  fretful  worry.  On  the  contrary, 
her  calm  patience  is  remarkable.  "  When  I 
consider  the  goodness  and  wisdom  of  God," 
she  writes,  "  I  fear  nothing." 

The  news  of  the  arrest  of  the  seven  bishops 
and  their  acquittal  came  almost  at  the  same 
moment  as  the  announcement  of  the  birth  of 
a  Prince  of  Wales.  But  nothing  seemed  to 
disturb  the  quiet  confidence  of  this  patient 
spirit  that  all  would  be  well.  The  question 
whether  public  prayers  were  to  be  offered 
for  a  child,  alleged,  to  be  of  suspidous  birth, 
casts  a  sinister  shadow  on  courtly  religion 
even  where,  as  in  this  case,  it  is  genuine  and 
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sincere.  Dr.  Stanley,  who  had  some  right 
to  object,  seeing  he  would  have  to  offer  the 
prayer,  opposed  it  strongly.  But,  says  Mary, 
"  the  Prince  having  told  me  that  I  was  right, 
I  Insisted  that  it  should  be  done,  though 
now  I  see  that  I  was  too  precipitate."  "  We 
heard  every  day  such  strange  reports,  that  it 
was  impossible  to  avoid  having  strong  suspi- 
cions. This  vexed  me  very  much,  and,  after 
consulting  about  it  with  the  Prince,  we 
resolvad  that  prayers  for  the  infant  should 
be  given  up ;  and  so  they  were  abandoned 
by  degrees,"  What  courtly  management  of 
heavenly  affairs  is  betrayed  in  the  words  we 
have  italicised !  But  the  poor  baby  was  not 
to  be  deprived  of  his  public  prayers  without 
remonstrance,  even  though  the  cessation  was 
decently  graduated.  So  much  unpleasant- 
ness arose  that  presently  it  was  found  expe- 
dient to  begin  praying  for  him  again.  Poor 
Mary  I  Here  was  a  sad  discord  in  the 
exercises  of  worship  that  she  prized  so  much  ! 
"  I  confess  it  was  very  much  against  my 
feeling,"  she  says,  "  to  be  guilty  of  any  dis- 
simulation towards  God.  However,  the  Prince 
convinced  me,  fearing  "—that  their  relations 
with  the  court  of  St.  James  would  otherwise 
pet  into  an  insoluble  tangle.  "  Whereupon 
I  agreed  that  the  prayer  should  be  used  for 
8  while,  and  only  just  awiigh  to  save  me  from 


a  lie  in  sending  the  King  word  that  the  infant 

was  prayed  for!'  Truly  conscience  has  its 
caprices  even  in  souls  most  desirous  of 
honesty. 

As  we  read  in  popular  histories  the  rapid 
steps  by  which  the  revolution  was,  with  such 
apparent  ease,  accomplished  in  England,  we 
little  think  of  the  careful  scheming  required 
to  bring  it  about,  or  of  the  suspense  and  fear 
it  involved  for  many  hearts.  Here  in  these 
private  meditations  of  Mary  we  watch  the 
conflict  of  public  and  private  duty;  the  grow- 
ing dread  of  a  sanguinary  conflict  between 
husband  and  father;  the  fear  of  sudden  widow- 
hood ;  the  searchings  of  heart  occasioned  by 
the  desire,  at  so  dire  a  crisis,  to  be  pure  in 
the  sight  of  God.  On  October  25th  Prince 
William  parted  from  her,  and  her  heart  was 
pierced  by  the  quiet  tones  in  which  he 
gave  her  directions  what  to  do  in  case  of  his 
decease.  In  particular,  she  was  to  marry 
again,  but,  of  course,  not  a  Papist.  Her 
heart  revolted  from  the  thought,  and  she 
answered  in  confused  words  that  if  she  could 
not  have  him,  an  angel  from  heaven  would 
be  no  consolation  to  her.  "  Oh,  my  God  ! " 
she  writes,  "  if  I  have  sinned  in  this  passion, 
as  I  fear  I  have,  pardon  me,  I  beseech  tliee. 
But  yet  praised  be  thy  holy  name  that  I  have 
not  murmured  against  thee." 
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Then  she  lay  awake  at  night  listening  to 
the  stormy  winds  that  scattered  her  husband's 
fleet  and  drove  it  back  to  port.  The  delay 
brought  her  the  sweet  bitterness  of  a  second 
parting ;  and  when  the  Prince  had  gone 
once  more  slie  toiled  up  a  toner  of  three 
hundred  and  fifteen  steps  to  cast  a  lingering 
look  to  the  ocean,  where  all  that  she  could 
see  was  a  few  masts  on  the  horizon.  In  her 
suspense  she  turned  to  soothe  the  dying  hours 
of  a  lady  of  her  court,  whoKc  husband  had 
followed  William.  The  lady  parted  with 
natural  unwillingness  from  "five  poor  chidren, 
of  which  the  eldest  was  under  nine  years  of 
age,"  and  her  soul  was  troubled  lest  God 
should  be  offended  at  her  want  of  resigna- 
tion. Alas !  how  vainly  for  too  many  have 
the  words  been  written,  "like  as  a  lather 
pitieth  his  children  I"  This  poor  creature 
was  going  to  God  with  a  torn  heart  because 
of  her  orphans ;  and  even  Maty  bad  not  the 
sense  to  tell  her  that,  according  to  the  Bible, 
her  motherly  sufferings  were  Divine,  the  thing 
in  her  most  like  to  God,  But  Mary  was 
always  resigned  herself,  and  perhaps  magni- 
fied her  gift. 

Indeed,  she  had  her  own  fears  of  spiritual 
pride.  She  passed  a  great  portion  of  this 
interval  in  public  and  private  devotions. 
She  attended  four  services  every  day,  and 
perhaps  the  confession  she  makes  on  this 
subject  need  not  surprise  us.  "  My  enemy 
the  devil  found  means  of  exciting  scruples 
and  fears  in  my  spirit  by  suggesting  to  me 
that  by  all  these  public  devotions  I  should 
attract  the  praise  of  men,  and  that  this 
would  kindle  my  vanity."  However,  she 
would  not  allow  the  tempter  to  confuse  her 
ideas  of  duty,  and  she  realised  a  peace  of 
mind  so  surprising  to  herself  under  the 
circumstances,  that  she  almost  feared  it 
might  arise  from  insensibility.  But  all  went 
well.  Her  husband  was  triumphant.  Her 
father  escaped  uninjured,  except  in  wealth 
and  dignity,  and  at  the  end  of  this  eventful 
year  she  received  the  summons  which  called 
her  to  Englanil  as  its  queen. 

In  this  great  position  her  childless  state 
was  naturally  felt  uitb  more  keenness  than 
ever.  But  even  this  bitterness  never  quite 
destroyed  the  repose  she  found  in  submission 
to  the  Divine  will.  Yet  between  the  lines 
of  her  reflections  we  may  read  the  unutter- 
able longing  which  no  consolations,  human 
or  divine,  could  in  this  world  wholly  appease 
or  rtpress.  It  is  a  true  woman's  heart  that 
speaks  in  her  words  on  ttiis  subject,  and 
blessed  be  those  sacred  affections  which 
level  all  ranks  by  the  icvelatioQ  of  humanity  I 


A  womanhood,  more  blessed  in  its  simplicity 
than  any  queenship  in  its  splendour,  sounds 
through  the  words  attributed  to  the  royal 
lady  who  now  reigns. 

"  Liebra  Kind  bri  driner  Wiege 

Acb  icb  Ohl'M  Tici  in  Hcnen. 
Du>  ich  hist  nut  Mucur  bin."  • 

But  in  these  yearnings  of  a  woman  towards 
children  never  bom,  we  read  a  royal  woe  to 
which  neither  sceptre  nor  crown  could  atone 
for  the  imagined  but  ever-missing  clasp  oi 
baby  hands. 

" '  Thy  prayer  is  heard,  and  thy  wife  Elisa- 
beth shall  bear  a  son,'"  she  writes,  "These 
arc  the  words  of  the  angel  to  Zacharias. 
Truly  happy  words,  and  the  fulfilling  o£ 
whidi  is  happier  still.  Why  art  thou  cast 
down,  oh,  my  soul  ?  Knowest  thou  not  that 
thy  Lord  does  what  pleases  Him  in  heaven 
and  on  earth  ?  And  dost  thou  not  consider 
that  He  is  just  in  all  He  does  ?  and  as  it  is 
not  His  will  to  bless  thee  with  a  child,  thou 
must  submit  to  it.  Though  I  have  been 
married  thirteen  years,  I  know  that  the  Lord 
may  still  give  me  one,  or  more,  if  He  deemeth 
it  well ;  in  the  meantime  I  must  have  pa- 
tience. I  must  also  consider  that,  humanly 
speaking,  there  is  no  likelihood  that  I  should 
be  so  blessed  after  so  long  a  barrenness,  and 
I  must  be  content,  for  man  seeth  not  as  the 
Lord  seeth.  He  knows  why  He  has  so  long 
refused  this  blessing  to  me,  and  He  knoirs 
why  He  still  continues  to  refuse  it ;  and  I  have 
sometimes  praised  His  name  eVen  for  this, 
considering  that  if  the  good  God  had  given 
me  children,  I  should  never  have  borne  as  I 
did  what  the  Lord  sent  me  when  my  husband 
undertook  to  go  to  England,  when  he  went 
to  Ireland  last  year,  and  now  to  Flanders. 
What  should  I  have  done  liad  I  had  children? 
For  to  know  my  husband  in  danger,  with  the 
uncertainty  of  my  own  position,  was  a  sad 
state  to  be  in  ;  but  as  regards  my  owm 
person,  I  had  the  consolation  of  knowing 
that  the  worst  which  human  malice  could  do 
to  me  did  not  signify;  for  with  the  help  ol 
God  that  could  not  hurt  my  soul,  and  could 
only  touch  myself.  If  I  had  had  children 
I  should  have  grieved  for  them.  That  is 
why  I  regarded  the  absence  of  children  as  a 
sign  that  the  Lord  wished  me  to  be  separate 
from  this  world,  and  to  be  more  ready  to 
leave  it  when  it  should  please  Him  to  call 
me  to  Himself.  Wherefore,  then,  oh,  my 
soul,  dost  thou  permit  thyself  to  be  troubled 
afresh  by  it  ?    Learn  to  be  more  resigned." 

■  "  Wben  1  >il  baide  lb;  cradle, 

I'm  DO  Queen,  mv  baby  (ieu  | 
In  mr  burt  of  heuU  I  fed  it, 
I  ug  (^nljr  ipotl«t^tf(fc.\  , 
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SOME  WONDERS  OF  THE  SEA. 

By  the  Rev.  J.  G.  WOOD,  MJ^.. 


WHETHER  dropping  "  like  the  gentle 
dew  from  heaven  upon  the  earth 
beneath;"  whether  falling  in  tropical  rain- 
torrents,  and  tearing  its  way  seawards  through 
solid  rock;  whether  floating  gently  downwards 
in  feathery  snowflakes,  or  crashing  all  before 
it  in  the  form  of  icy  hail,  the  water  which  has 
been  suspended  in  the  atmosphere  finds  its 
way  back  to  the  sea,  whence  it  was  evoked 
by  the  sunbeams. 

But  it  does  not  return  unaccompanied,  for 
the  water  that  has  rushed  through  many  re- 
gions carries  with  it  samples  more  or  less 
discernible  of  the  soils  through  which  it  has 
passed.  Amongothers,  an  enormous  amount 
of  calcareous  earth  is  continually  poured  into 
the  sea  by  each  river  that  readies  the  final 
destination  of  its  respective  watershed. 

What  is  to  become  of  all  this  calcareous 
earth  ?  If  nothing  were  done  with  it,  the  sea 
woiild  be  so  constantly  receiving  fresh  supplies 
of  solid  matter,  that  the  water  would  be 
gradually  thickened,  and  daily  become  more 
like  mud  than  water. 

It  cannot  be  destroyed,  because  destruc- 
tion, as  we  understand  the  word,  does  not 
exist  in  nature.  But  it  can  be  modified,  and 
agencies  may  be  imagined  by  which  the  cal- 
careous matter  is  extracted  from  the  water, 
and  built  up  into  fabrics  which,  though 
they  differ  in  form  from  the  chalky  mud,  are 
identical  with  it  in  material. 

There  are  many  such  agencies,  silently, 
slowly,  but  surely  in  constant  work,  and  one 
of  them  I  shall  briefly  describe  in  the 
following  pages. 

We  knoiv  them,  or  rather  the  results  of 
their  labours,  by  the  very  comprehensive 
word  CORAL,  under  which  title  are  grouped  a 
vast  number  of  forms,  all  composed  of  calca- 
reous matter,  but  differing  gready  in  the 
shapes  which  Ihcy  assume  and  the  structure 
of  the  living  agencies  which  make  them. 

We  have  all  heard  of  "  Coral  Insects"  and 
their  work ;  and  scarcely  a  generation  ago 
the  young  learner  was  taught  that  the  Coral 
Insect  was  the  founder  of  tropical  islands, 
having  raised  its  edifices  from  the  depths  of 
the  ocean,  and  only  being  checked  in  its 
labours  when  it  reached  high-water  mark. 
There  is  a  certain  amount  of  truth  in  this 
statement,  but  more  thanan  equal  amount  of 
enor  is  mixed  with  it.  In  the  first  place  it 
is  scarcely  necessary  to  mention  that  the 


coral  formers  are  not  insects,  but  creatures  of 
an  infinitely  lower  organization  ;  and,  in  the 
next  place,  they  can  only  live  within  a  very 
limited  distance  of  the  surface  of  the  water. 

Putting  aside  the  systematic  division  of 
these  wonderful  creatures  and  their  produc- 
tions, we  will  consider  them  all  as  Corals, 
whether  they  be  true  Corals,  Madrcphylles, 
Gorgonias,  Tubipores,  Alcyonida;,  &c.,  &c., 
and  trace,  as  far  as  the  limits  of  these  ps^es 
will  permit,  the  course  of  their  lives,  and  the 
nature  of  their  horny  or  stony  skeletons. 

Some  of  these  beings  are  much  more  simple 
in  structure  than  the  others,  and  we  will 
therefore  begin  with  them. 

Supposing  that  we  take  a  rather  coarse 
sponge,  especially  if  it  has  been  in  use  for 
some  time,  and  compare  it  with  the  common 
Mushroom  Madrepore,  we  must  at  once  sec 
that  there  is^a  marked  analogy  between  them, 
even  though  we  are  tMily  looking  at  the  dead 
skeleton. 

In  fact,  if  we  could  take  a  common  sponge, 
and  transmute  it  into  slone  instead  of  sllex, 
we  should  have  an  object  so  exactly  like  a 
madrepore  that  it  would  be  very  difficult  to 
distinguish  the  one  from  the  other. 

If  we  were  able  to  procure  their  living  in- 
vestments, we  should  see  an  analogy  and 
a  resemblance  between  them,  but  not  an 
identity. 

The  Sponge  animal  belongs  to  the  great 
group  of  Protozoa,  the  very  lowest  form  in 
which  animal  life  can  definitely  be  said  to 
exist.  £ut  the  Coral  animal  belongs  to  a  more 
highly  organized  group,  the  simplest  of  which 
is  called  Madrephylle,  and  the  most  complex 
are  popularly  known  as  Sea  Anemones. 

Scientifically  they  are  called  "  Anthozoa," 
i.e.  Living  Kowers,  because  in  many  of  the 
species  the  tentacles  have  so  flora!  an  aspect, 
that  for  many  centuries  tlieywere  considered 
to  be  flowers  of  the  sea,  having,  like  the 
sensitive  plants,  the  habit  of  contracting 
when  touched. 

It  is  only  with  those  Anthozoa  whicli 
deposit  a  solid  skeleton  that  we  have  at 
present  to  deal,  and  so  we  will  proceed  at 
once  to  the  Madrephylles,  the  best-known 
example  of  which  is  that  which  has  been 
already  mentioned. 

If  we  look  at  the  upper  surface  of  the 
Madrepore,  we  shall  see  that  it  presents  a 
curiously  striking  resemblance  to  the  under 
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surface  of  the  common  mushroom,  a  number 
of  thin  kminae,  or  stony  plates,  radUtiog  from 
a  common  centre,  just  as  do  the  vegetable 
"  gills  "  of  the  mushroom. 

Turn  it  over,  and  a  number  of  rounded 
ridges  are  seen  on  the  concave  under 
fiuiface,  each  being  covered  with  thorny 
projections,  and  having  between  each  pair 
of  ridges  a  variable  number  of  the  small 
thin  la  minx. 

If  we  could  re-invest  this  mass  of  stony 
plates  with  the  creature  that  formed  them,  we 
should  find  that  there  would  be  nothing  but 
a  thin  film  of  gelatinous  matter,  apparently 
without  any  more  appearance  of  a  living 
structure  than  if  it  were  so  much  glue  washed 
over  the  latninx  with  a  brush. 

Yet,  if  touched,  the  membranous  film  will 
withdraw  itself  between  the  lamina?,  and 
not  return  to  its  place  until  some  time 
after  the  irritating  cause  has  been  removed. 

Organs  it  has  none — at  least  none  that 
have  as  yet  been  detected.  There  seem  to 
be  no  tentacles  for  inducing  currents  of  water 
to  pass  over  its  surface,  no  mouths  for  the 
admission  of  food,  no  digestive  organs,  no 
nerves,  and  no  muscles. 

Still,  in  some  way  to  us  unknown,  this 
shapeless  and  apparently  inorganic  film  is 


able  to  assume  a  definite  form,  to  separate 
fi-om  the  sea-water  the  calcareous  pajticles 
which  are  floating  in  it,  and  to  build  thera  up 
into  the  beautifully  elaborate  arrangement  of 
hard,  stony  plates  which  is  shown  in  the 
figure  as  well  as  the  art  of  the  draughtsman 
and  engraver  can  transfer  it  to  paper.  It  is 
prepared  in — 
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It  might  seem  that  when  once  the  stony 
particles  were  deposited  and  arranged,  they 
must  be  out  of  the  control  of  the  creature 
that  separated  them  from  the  sea-water.    Bui 

careful  investigations  have  shown  that  the 
earthy  matter  is  deposited  in  the  substance 
of  the  film,  and  that  its  particles  can  not 
only  be  deposited  by  the  animal,  but  removed 
as  occasion  requires,  or  even  absorbed  again 
into  the  gelatinous  film. 

There  are  vast  numbers  of  these  fungus- 
like Madrephylles,  another  well-known  ex- 
ample of  which  is  the  common  Brain-stone 
Coral,  Maandrina,  so  called  because  its  con- 
volutions and  general  shape  present  a  striking 
resemblance  to  the  human  brain  when  re- 
moved from  the  skull. 

Many  of  the  common  Madrepores  look 


very  much  as  if  a  vast  number  of  the  mush- 
room Madrephylles  had  been  moulded  into 
a  convex  mass,  very  much  diminished  In  size, 
and  viewed  through  the  pseudoscope,  so 
that  each  individual  appears  concave  instead 
of 


Those,  however,  which  are  the  most  con- 
spicuously apparent  in  their  submarine  office 
are  the  beautiful  species  which  are  here 
represented  by  the  Plantain  Madrepore 
{Madrepora  plantaginea),  SO  common  in 
drawing-room    ornaments.     These  are   the 
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formers  of  the  so-called  Coral  Islands,  and 
in    spite    of    the    small    size   of    tbe   living 
polypes,  and  the  minuteness  of  the  calca- 
reous particles  which  they  deposit,  they 
actually  alter  the  surface  of  the  globe 
so  rapidly  that  important  changes  are 
made  within  the   compass  of  a  single 
human  life-time,  and  the  physical  geo- 
graphy  of  enormous  tracts  is  entirely 
transformed. 

In  the  first  place,  it  must  be  under- 
stood that  not  even  the  apparently  in- 
organic film  of  the  Madrephylles  can 
exist  at  any  great  depth  of  water,  a 
certain  amount  of  light  and  warmth 
being  necessary  for  them.  When  we 
come  to  the  better  organized  beings 
which  produce  the  true  Madrepores, 
we  find  that  a  larger  supply  of  light 
and  warmth  is  required,  and  that  in 
consequence  they  are  brought  more 
within  the  scope  of  personal  observation. 
Moreover,  the  water  is  so  translucent  in 
such  localities  that  objects  are  clearly 
discernible  at  a  depth  of  forty  or  fifty 
feet. 

The  whole  surface  of  the  Madrepore 
is  covered  with  polypes  of  various  sizes 
and  colours,  furnished  with  feathery  arms 
that  radiate  like  the  petals  of  a  flower,  and 
are  perpetually  in  motion,  evidently  for 
the  sake  of  catching  food.  If  touched, 
the  polype  contracts  itself  into  the  soft, 
gelatinous  film  from  which  it  had  pro- 
ceeded, and  is  only  visible  As  a  small 
and  slightly-projecting  tubercle.  The  spot 
on  which  each  polype  has  rested  is  marked 
in  the  stony  skeleton  by  being  the  centre 
to  which  all  the  little  laminae  converge. 

If  these  polype-cells  be  examined  with  a 
tolerably  powerful  lens,  a  wonderful  beauty 
of  structure  will  be  revealed,  the  little  spi- 
cules of  which  the  general  mass  is  composed 
being  arranged  with  a  regularity  that  wonder- 
fully resembles  the  ice-crystahofthesnowfiake. 

Care  must  be  taken  to  hold  it  in  a 
good  light,  the  system  on  which  the  structure 
is  based  will  then  be  easily  seen. 

Round  tbe  edge  of  the  aperture  are  ranged 
in  order  a  vast  number  of  the  white  stony 
spicules  of  which  the  mass  is  composed. 

Radiating  from  the  circumference  towards 
the  centre,  but  not  quite  meeting,  are  six 
very  delicate  laminje.  When  viewed  directly 
from  above,  so  that  only  their  upper  edges 
are  seen,  they  look  very  like  the  spokes  of  a 
wheel,  and  indeed  have  been  so  represented 
in  more  than  one  book,  the  artist  having  evi- ' 
dently  drawn  from  a  microscopical  prepara-  I 


tion.  If,  however,  we  take  a  piece  of  the 
Madrepore  in  our  hands,  and  turn  it  about  as 
we  are  examining  it  with  tbe  lens,  we  shall 
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find  no  difficulty  in  tracing  the  laminje  down 
to  the  extremity  of  the  cell,  if  we  may  so 
call  it. 

As  each  of  these  cells  was  once  inhabited 
by  a  living  six -armed  polype,  always  keeping 
its  beautiful  tentacles  in  motion,  it  is  easy  to 
imagine  the  extreme  beauty  of  the  object 
when  its  living  envelope  is  still  encrusting  it. 
How  the  Coral  Islands  are  produced  must 
now  be  seen. 

The  bed  of  the  ocean  is  not  one  uniform 
plain,  but,  like  the  surface  of  the  earth,  has 
its  deep  valleys  and  lofty  mountains.  Some- 
times, the  tops  of  the  mountains  are  not 
covered  by  water,  and  then  we  call  them 
islands ;  but  they  are  not  the  Coral  Islands  of 
■  which  we  are  now  treating. 
I  These  appear  mysteriously,  and  give  no 
I  premonitions  of  their  appearance.  A  shiji, 
I  perhaps,  passes  over  the  track  which  has  been 
traced  by  hundreds  of  vessels  previously, 
I  strikes  upon  a  rock  that  is  not  in  the  charts. 
'  and  sinks.  She  has  come  upon  a  coral 
.sland  that  has  not  yet  reached  the  surface. 
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but  which  in  a  few  years  will  be  known,  and 
its  place  noted  in  the  charts. 

Below  the  surface  is  the  apex  of  a  moun- 
tain-peak, submerged  so  deeply  that  a  ship 
cannot  touch  it  with  her  keel.  But  upon  that 
peak  the  Coral  colonies  have  settled,  and 
iuve  continued  their  hidden  work  until  their 
sharp,  stony  ridges  have  gradually  approached 
the  surface  and  become  a  danger  to  tlie  next 
vessel  that  sails  in  that  direction. 

By  degrees,  the  Coral  reaches  the  limits  of 
high  water,  and  the  polypes  which  make  it  not 
being  able  to  exist  without  water,  can  rise  no 
higher,  but  spread  laterally  in  all  directions, 
until,  according  to  Captain  Basil  Hall's 
graphic  simile,  it  looks  like  a  huge  cauli- 
flower on  its  stem.  Consequently,  there  is 
deep  water  within  a  foot  of  its  edge,  the  lead 
gives  no  warning,  and  so  a  vessel  is  wrecked 
without  any  fault  of  those  in  charge  of  her. 

Another  well-known  form  of  Coral  Island 
is  that  which  forms  a  large  circle.  There  is 
deep  water  close  to  the  edge  both  inside  and 
outside,  forming  a  natural  harbour  go  per- 
fect that  although  a  tempest  may  rage  outside 
it,  there  is  smooth  water  within.  This  is  also 
due  to  a  submarine  mountain. 

In  those  regions  volcanic  action  is  a  con- 
spicuous element,  and  volcanoes,  both  active 
and  extinct,  are  plentiful.  When  an  extinct 
volcano  rears  its  summit  tolerably  near  the 
surface  of  the  sea,  the  Coral-makers  are  sure 


to  settle  upon  it  sooner  or  later.  As  the 
Coral  must  necessarily  be  founded  on  the 
edge  of  the  crater,  it  is  evident  that  when  it 
reaches  the  surface  of  the  water  it  must  re- 
tain the  circular  form.  The  Coral,  not  being 
able  to  extend  itself  upwards,  in  consequence 
being  almost  invisible  by  day,  and  quite  so  at 
night,  both  these  types  of  Coral  Islands  would 
become  exceedingly  dangerous,  and,  indeed, 
make  navigation  almost  impossible.  But 
another  provision  steps  in,  and  not  only  robs 
them  of  their  terrors,  but  converts  them  into 
havens  of  rest  and  safety. 

Before  very  long,  seaweeds  accumulate, 
and  are  flung  by  the  storms  upon  the  surface 
of  the  "  reef,"  as  the  Coral  mass  is  called. 
Mixed  with  the  seaweed  are  quantities  of 
marine  worms, molluscs,  and  other  specimens 
of  ocean  life.  Being  unable  to  exist  out  of 
the  water,  they  die,  and  by  their  decay  form 
a  fertde  earth  capable  of  affording  nourish- 
ment to  plants  of  a  higher  order. 

Floating  CO coa-ou Is,  which  have  the  power 
of  drifting  for  immense  distances  while  re- 
taining tlic  principle  of  life,  are  arrested  by 
the  new  reef,  strike  root  and  become  the 
progenitors  of  palm-trees  innumerable.  Birds 
are  sure  to  follow,  bringing  with  them  the 
seeds  of  various  plants,  and  so  by  degrees 
the  almost  invisible  coral-reef  becomes  a  fer- 
tile island. 

Man   then  visits  the  newly-found  region, 


Goblet  Caij'ophylle. 


attracted  by  the  waving  palm  -  trees,  and 
finds  a  spot  exacdy  suited  to  his  wants. 
The  natives  of  these  climates  are  essen- 
tially maritime,  and  nothing  better  for 
them   could   be  imagined  th^   this  palm- 


fringed  ring  of  fertile  land  resting  upon  its 
coral  base.  In  its  centre  is  an  absolutely  per- 
fect harbour,  affording  refuge  for  their  canoes 
in  stormy  weather.  The  harbour  is,  in  fact, 
the  crater  of  the  submerged  volcano,  so  that 
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whether  within  or  without,  the  vessels  can 
be  brought  so  close  to  the  shore  that  the 
tops  of  the  cocoa>palms  actually  oveihang 
the  masts  of  the  canoes. 

Food  is  to  be  found  in  abundance.     As  to 
vegetable  food,  there  are,  in  the  first  place, 
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the  cocoanut-palms,  each  of  which  trees  can 
afford  subsistence  to  a  family.  Then  there 
are  sure  to  be  bread-fruits,  yams,  pine-apples, 
mangoes,  and  the  other  vegetable  productions 
which  thrive  so  abundantly  in  tropical  regions. 

Animal  food  is  found  in  abundance  in  the 
sea.  Fishes  come  for  shelter  in  the  coral- 
reefs,  and  absolutely  swarm  under  the  over- 
hanging ledges  of  rock.  The  interior  of  the 
island  is  also  fuU  of  them,  the  central  lake 
with  its  quiet  waters  being  precisely  what  the 
fishes  most  need,  and  becoming  a  vast  natural 
fish-batching  establishment.  I 

CiniJes,  which  are  largely  eaten  by  the  na- ' 
tives,  also  hide  in  the  rocky  crevices,  and  are 
deluded  to  their  destniction  by  cunningly 
devised  baits  made  of  cowrie-shells.  The 
turtles  also  abound  in  these  seas,  and  when 
the  time  comes  for  depositing  their  eggs, 
haunt  the  shore  in  search  of  convenient  nur- 

So,  by  the  unseen  and  unheard  labours  of 
the  Coral-makers,  the  earthy  particles  which 
were  entangled  in  the  water  are  separated 
and  built  into  a  form  suitable  for  the  habita- 
tion of  Man,  thus  giving  him  more  earth  to 
replenish  and  subdue,  and  enabling  him  to 
fulfil  more  completely  the  mission  for  which 
he  was  created. 

Having  now  glanced  at  the  most  con- 
spicuous achievements  of  the  Corals,  we  will 
take  a  hasty  review  of  some  of  the  endlessly 
varied  forms  which  they  assume. 

There  are  the  various  Caryophylle  Mad- 
repores, specimens  of  which  are  favourite 
inhabitants  of  marine  aquaria,  the  lovely 
colours  of  their  animal  envelope  being  even  [ 


more  attractive  to  the  eye  than  the  delicate 
stony  laminae  which  they  deposit  Several 
species  are  found  on  our  own  southern 
coasts.  The  Goblet  Caryophylle,  which  is 
here  given  of  its  natural  size,  is  a  good  type 
of  this  group.  The  reader  must  imagine  to 
himself  that  the  groundwork  of  this  beautiful 
object  is  pure  dead  white,  and  that  the  upper 
portion  is  coloured  with  crimson,  yellow, 
"  eau-de-Nile  "  green,  pale  grey,  and  other 
hues,  no  two  specimens  being  exactly  of  the 
same  colour. 

Then  there  are  the  true  Corals  of  commerce, 
sometimes  white,  sometimes  ted,  and  some- 
times  pink,  the  last-mentioned  being  of  the 
most  value  in  the  manu&cture  of  orna- 
ments. 

All  the  true  Corals  have  the  stony  core 
solid  and  branch-like,  and  slightly  grooved 
on  the  exterior.  At  irregular  intervals  there 
are  small  rounded  projections,  radiated  in 
star-like  fashion  above.  These  mark  the 
spots  in  which  the  living  polypes  were 
placed,  the  remainder  being  covered  with  the 
common  gebtinous  envelope  to  which  they 
are  attached,  or  rather  from  which  they  pro- 
ceed. If  a  transverse  section  be  made  of  a 
branch  of  Coral,  it  will  be  seen  to  have  some 
resemblance  to  the  porcupine  quill,  or  the 
spine  of  the  sea-urchin,  the  lines  of  the 
corrugated  surface  being  continued  inwards 
until  they  nearly  meet  in  the  centre.  The 
preceding  illustration  shows   the  transverse 


section  as    it  appears  when  ground   down 
and  polished,  so  as  to  be  placed  under  the 
microscope. 
The  ordinary  appearance,  of  the  polypes. 
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when  extended  and  withdrawn,  is  shown  in 
the  accompanying  illustration. 

One  of  them  is  represented  as  fully  ex- 
tended, and  standing  out  boldly  from  the 
general  mass,  its  eight  fringed  tentacles  fully 
extended  for  the  capture  of  food.  Just  on 
its  right  is  a  half-extended  polype,  and  below 
is  one  which  is  just  beginning  to  protrude  its 
arms.  The  rounded  projections  with  their 
star-like  radiations  show  the  position  of  other 
polypes  which  hava  withdrawn  themselves  into 
the  general  envelope. 

As  in  the  common  red  Coral  the  general 
envelope  is  scarlet,  and  the  polypes  are  snowy 
white,  the  extreme  beauty  of  the  living  crea- 
tures can  be  easily  imagined. 


The  whole  life-history  of  the  Coral  is  singu- 
larly interesting,  dating  from  the  day  when  it 
swims  freely  through  the  water  in  search  of  a 
favourable  locality,  to  the  time  when  it  has 
settled  down  and  developed  into  the  beautiful 
branched  structure  with  which  we  are  so 
familiar.  But  it  is  beyond  the  scope  of  this 
present  article,  and  we  most  reluctantly  pass 
it  by. 

In  the  true  Corals  the  branches  are  short, 
stout,  and  sturdy,  and  therefore  capable  of 
sustaining  the  force  of  the  waves.  But  there 
are  some  allied  species  which  have  very  long 
and  slender  branches,  which  would  be  broken 
to  pieces  by  a  wave  which  has  no  effect  on  the 
true  Coral    On  account  of  the  tangled  mode 


in  which  the  branches  of  these  beings  are 
interlaced  they  are  called  Gorgonias  by  the 
scientific  Fishermen  mostly  know  them  by 
the  name  of  Sea  Fans,  or  Fan  Corals,  because 
they  are  flat  and  spread  in  fan-fashion  from 
the  base.  In  some  of  them  the  animal  enve- 
lope is  a  bright  scarlet,  and  retains  its  colour 
after  it  is  dry,  so  that  a  good  specimen  of 
Gorgonia  is  really  a  handsome  object. 

The  spicules  which  are  deposited  by  the 
animal  are  wonderful  objectswhen  seen  under 
a  moderate  microscopical  power,  say  a  half- 
inch  object-glass.  They  are  transparent,  stick- 
shaped,  covered  with  knobs,  and  having  the 


most  lovely  tints  of  pink,  very  pale  blue,  and 
yellow.  Indeed,  they  look  so  much  like 
barley-sugar  that  all  young  people  to  whom  I 
have  shown  the  spicules  through  the  micro- 
scope have  said  that  they  must  be  good  to 
eat,  if  they  were  only  large  enough. 

In  all  these  curious  beings  the  central  axis 
of  the  stem  and  branches  is  composed  alter- 
nately of  homy  matter  and  stone,  the  former 
producing  flexibility,  and  the  latter  giving 
strength.  When  beaten  by  the  waves  this 
compound  stmcture  yields  to  their  force,  and 
is  enabled  to  recover  itself  again  when  the 
force  of  the  storm  has  passed  away. 


SOME  WONDERS  OF  THE  SEA. 


Anothcrbeautifuland 
well-known  example  of 
this  group  is  the  Organ- 
pipe  Coral,  of  which 
there  are  several  kinil^. 
That  which  is  best 
known  is  figured  in  the 
accompanying  illustra- 
lioD,  Fig.  3,  being  a 
portion  drawn  of  its 
naturalsize.  Thecolour 
of  the  tubes  is  pinky 
red,  and  as  the  animal 
that  deposits  it  is  bright 
green,  the  appearance 
of  a  living  specimen  is  singularly  beautiful. 

These  tubes  radiate  slightly  from  each 
other,  though  they  can  scarcely  be  said  to 
have  a  common  centre.  They  are  supported 
at  intervals  by  horizontal  lamine,  through 
which  they  pass,  so  that  they  bear  a  resem- 
blance to  the  anangemeat  of  organ  pipes 
too  evident  to  be  unnoticed. 

Now  and  then  they  envelop  a  stone,  shell, 
or  other  foreign  object,  and  in  such  cases 
have  a  curious  way  of  turning  aside  for  a 
space,  and  resuming  their  original  course 
when  they  have  passed  round  the  obstruc- 
tion. An  example  of  such  a  modification  is 
seen  on  the  left  side  of  Fig.  3, 

In  all  the  species  belonging  to  this  group 
the  polypes,  instead  of  being  on  the  outside 
of  the  stony  deposit,  are  within  it,  foiming  it 
into  tubes,  in  and  out  of  which  they  can  freely 
project  the  tentacle  by  which  they  obtain  food. 

At  Fig.  I  of  the  illustration  is  seen  a  mass 
of  Organ-pipe  Coral,  considerably  reduced, 
so  as  to  show  its  general  appearance.     At 
Fig.  3  a  portion  is  given  of  the  natural  size, 
so  as  to  show  the  arrangement  of  the  tubes. 
Fig.  3  represents  two  of  the  tubes  enlarged, 
showing  the  "head,"  as 
the   tentacle    mass     is 
called,  as    it    appears        " 
when    it    is    just    pro- 
truded,   and    enabling 
the    reader  to    under- 
stand the  mode  in  which 
the  tentacles  are  pressed 
together    when    within 
the  tube.    Fig.  4  gives 
a  further  magnified  view 
of  a  single  head,  and  Fig. 
5  shows  the  appearance 
of  a  single  individual 
when    fully   expanded, 
seen  from  above,  and  considerably  magnified. 

These  beings  enter  largely  into  the  consti- 
tuents of  Coral  Islands,  and  occur  most  nu- 


Oisan-p:pc  Coral. 

merously  within  the  tropics.  They  are,  how- 
ever, found  in  most  of  the  warmer  seas, 
either  north  or  south  of  the  equator,  and  are 
very  plentiful  in  the  Red  Sea. 

How  these  tubes  and  their  supporting  la- 
mina are  produced  no  one  as  yet  knows. 
It  seems  that  there  must  be  vessels  or  secret- 
ing sacs,  but  none  have  as  yet  been  found. 
How  the  creature  is  able  to  protrude  and 
retract  itself,  spread  or  fold  its  tentacles,  is 
another  mystery.  There  are  no  perceptible 
muscular  fibres,  still  less  any  nerves,  by  which 
the  will  of  the  animal — for  it  evidently  has  a 
will— can  be  conveyed  to  them.  VVe  do 
know  that  the  membrane  is  capable  of  con- 
traction and  relaxation,  but  there  our  know- 
ledge ceases. 

The  last  of  these  wonderful  beings  that  can 
be  mentioned  is  the  Sea  Pen. 

These  remarkable  compound  animals  are 
not  attached  to  any  object  which  could  sup- 
port them,  but  seem  to  lie  loosely  at  the 
mercy  of  the  waves.  They  are  all  mote  or 
less  phosphorescent,  and  at  night  have  a 
peculiarly  striking  appearance,  owing  to  their 
graceful   and  boldly  curved  outlines.     The 


Sea  Fens  are  to  be  found  in  nearly  all  the 
warmer  seas,  and  are  common  in  the  Medi- 
terranean, r     v,jv'v.-,  iv_ 
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'WHAT   SNOW  CONCEALS   THE  SUN  REVEALS.' 


I  brigbC  TVJ  rereali 


ALL  nature  lay  hushed.  Not  a  breath  of 
wind  stirred  the  laurustinus  and  laurel 
bushes.  It  was  freezing  hard,  and  each 
small  plant  tried  to  fold  its  leaves  closer 
round  its  stem,  and  press  nearer  the  earth  for 
warmth.  At  length  tiny  crystals  of  snow,  of 
every  variety  of  shape,  began  to  fall,  and  one 
by  one  tbey  rested  upon  each  leaf  and  spray 
— tiny  star-shaped  crystals,  one  more  beauti- 
ful than  the  other.  Then  the  wind  rose,  and 
these  crystals  were  followed  by  feathery  flakes 
of  snow,  which  by  degrees  became  larger  and 
larger,  as  if  a  whole  flock  of  geese  had  been 
plucked  and  their  feathers  sent  whirling  round 
and  round.  Soon  every  blade  of  grass,  every 
tiny  plant,  every  leaf  of  the  laurel  and  laurus- 
tinus were  covered  widi  a  soft  mande.  Old 
dirty  tumble-down  walls  and  cottages  became 
picturesque  in  their  new  dress.  Gutters,  that 
had  been  full  of  soot  and  other  rubbish,  were 
now  covered  over ;  every  grand  building 
seemed  more  grand,  as  the  snow  nestled 
amongst  the  quaint  carvings,  or  edged  the 
lofty  pinnacles.  AU  was  transformed  as  by  a 
fairy  wand,  and  as  night  closed  in  it  froze 
harder  and  harder,  and  first  one  star  and  then 
another  shone  out  in  the  clear  sky,  and  looked 
down  on  a  white  world. 

"The  world  looks  more  beautiful  in  its 
winter  dress,"  murmured  one  of  these  bright 
stars  to  an  equally  bright  one  that  flashed  out 
its  silvery  rays  near.  "  All  its  imperfections 
are  hid." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?"  returned  the  other. 
"Certainly  that  snow  does  conceal  a  great 
deal  that  is  unsightly ;  it  conceals  also  a  great 
deal  that  is  lovely." 

"You  always  say  those  sort  of  things," 
began  the  first  star  again,  "  but  you  must 
own  that  since  the  moon  rose  everything 
looks  still  more  beautiful.  See  how  the  frost 
makes  the  snow  sparkle  in  the  moonlight, 
and  all  is  so  still  and  pure  I  I  for  my  part 
should  like  to  see  the  earth  always  covered 
up  as  it  is  to-night." 

"Covered  up  !"  sighed  the  other,  "Ah, 
there  it  is.  It  all  seems  pure  and  fair;  but 
it  is  not  the  earth  that  we  see — the  real  earth, 
with  its  weeds  and  flowers,  and  all  its  beauty 
and  imperfections,  is  hid  away  until  the  glori- 
ous sun  shall  arise  and  reveal  all  hidden 
things,"  and  the  bright  stars  ceased  as  a 
:Joud  passed  over  them  both. 


Amongst  the  many  things  that  the  snow 
had  covered  were  two  forget-me-not  plants. 
Their  home  was  a  very  lovely  one.  It  was  in 
a  sheltered  dell,  which  originally  had  been  a 
small  quarry,  and  here  and  there  great  pieces 
of  rock  still  jutted  out.  This  quarry  had 
been  artificially  made  into  a  fernery,  and 
many  rare  ferns  had  been  collected  from  all 
parts  of  tJie  country  and  planted  in  each  nook 
and  cranny,  where  they  flourished  most  luxu- 
riantly. Winding  walks  went  round  and 
round  this  dell,  and  here  and  there  an  arch- 
way  had  been  made  through  the  rocks,  which 
archways  were  now  festooned  with  every 
variety  of  fern,  moss,  and  grass.  Steps  also 
had  been  cut  out  which  led  to  the  upper  parts 
of  the  quarry.  These  were  also  covered  with 
moss,  and  the  whole  deil  in  spring  was  bright, 
first  with  snowdrops,  then  with  primroses 
and  forget-me-nots,  which  in  their  turn  were 
followed  by  the  fresh  fronds  of  the  delicate 
oak  and  beech  ferns,  and  the  grand  feathery 
plumes  of  the  larger  varieties.  Now  all  this 
fairy-like  dell  was  covered  with  snow ;  deep 
it  lay  in  some  parts  where  the  wind  had  driven 
it,  and  it  seemed  to  lie  very  heavy  on  the  two 
forget-me-nots. 

"How  heavy  this  dreadful  snow  isl  I 
can't  breathe!  I  can't  stlrl"  cried  one  of 
the  plants. 

"  Keep  still,"  said  the  other.  "  Don't  you 
know  that  if  we  had  not  this  warm  mantle 
we  should  be  frozen  ?  Besides,  we  have  a 
great  deal  to  do.  We  must  begin  and  spread 
out  our  roots,  and  get  all  ready  to  burst  Into 
flower  as  soon  as  the  glorious  sun  sends  all 
this  covering  away,  and  wakes  us  up  to  life 
and  enjoyment.  Just  think  how  delightful  is 
the  first  breath  of  spring,  and  how  we  flowers 
enjoy  the  air  we  breathe  !" 

"  It  is  too  long  to  look  forward  to.  I  cair 
do  nothing  in  this  darkness.  How  can  I 
push  my  roots  out  ?  How  can  I  get  my  buds 
ready  ?     How  can  I  do  anything  ?  " 

"HushI  hush!"  cried  a  snowdrop.  "Don't 
make  such  a  disturbance.  I've  a  great  deal 
to  do,  for  I  am  the  first  spring  flower  that 
shows  its  head  above  the  ground,  and  I  shall 
most  likely  push  myself  up  before  all  the 
snow  goes.  We  all  have  our  work  to  do. 
All  the  more  credit  if  it  is  difficult." 

"  I  can't  think  why  I  could  not  have  been 
in  that  lovely  glass  hqns^  which^i^e  can  see 
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in  the  distance,  at  least  when  there  is  no 
snow.  No  cold  gets  in  there,  and  those 
flowers  are  happy  all  the  year  round,"  and 
the  poor  little  plant  sighed. 

"Well,  for  my  part,"  returned  the  first 
forget-me-not,  "  I  should  not  care  to  be  in 
that  glass  house.  Those  flowers  are  not 
allowed  to  grow  as  they  like — pinched  here, 
and  pinched  there,  to  make  them  grow  straight 
or  round  just  as  the  gardener  fancies.  Then 
their  real  home,  I've  heard,  is  in  some  sunoy 
clime,  where  there  is  no  frost  and  snow ;  and 
that  is  why  they  have  to  be  kept  shut  up.  I 
am  quite  satisfied  with  my  home,  and  if  it  is 
difficult  for  us  to  have  plenty  of  blossoms  it 
will  be  all  the  more  credit,  as  the  snowdrop 
wisely  remarked.  But  this  snow  is  certainly 
a  trial,  and  we  must  make  the  best  of  it,  and 
be  ready,  as  I  said  before,  for  the  glorious  sun," 

"  For  all  ttiat,  I  think  it  is  very  hard  to  be 
kept  in  the  dark  ail  this  time.  If  we  were 
poisonous  plants  there  would  be  some  use 
in  it,  for  then  we  should  lose  our  hurtful 
qualities." 

"  But  don't  you  know,"  interrupted  the 
other,  "that  we  are  tough  plants,  and  this 
little  bit  of  adversity  will  make  us  all  the 
crisper  ? — that  is  to  say,  if  we  use  it  properly," 

And  thus  many  days  of  darkness  passed, 
but  the  sof^  mantle  of  snow  kept  the  earth 


warm ;  and  while  one  little  forget-me-not 
spread  out  its  roots,  and  busied  itself  with 
preparing  its  buds,  so  that  they  might  burst 
into  flower  on  the  first  opportunity,  the  other 
poor  plant  did  nothing  but  bemoan  its  hard 
fate,  and  thus  first  one  green  shoot  and  then 
another  turned  black,  until  hardly  a  bit  of 
a  leaf  was  left. 

"  I'm  dying  1  I'm  sure  I  shall  die !  Oh, 
if  this  snow  would  only  melt '." 

"  I  think  that  it  will  soon  go  now,"  exclaimed 
the  snowdrop.  "At  any  rate  I  am  going  to 
pierce  what  is  left,  and  if  you  listen  you  will 
hear  tny  tiny  bell  ringing,  and  that  will  tell 
you  that  spring  is  coming."  So  saying  the 
snowdrop  pushed  up  its  sharp  blades  of  green, 
and  soon  the  sound  of  a  fairy  bell  was  heard, 
proclaiming  in  soft  accents  that  spring  was 
coming. 

Before  very  long  a  soft  west  wind  swept 
gently  over  the  snow,  and  as  the  glorious  sun 
arose  the  earth  cast  off  her  white  mantle,  the 
last  snow  wreath  dripped  from  the  hills.  The 
earliest  sunbeams  kissed  the  faithful  forget- 
me-not  until  every  leaf  quivered,  as  one  by 
one  it  opened  its  blue  blossoms.  The  other 
forget-me-not  had  nothing  to  show,  only  a 
few  blackened  stems,  only  a  few  dtied-up 
leaves, 

R.  J.  o. 
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"Go  And  do  thoa  likewue." — LuKi  1 


TF  we're  cowards  about  trouble. 

Looking  round  which  way  to  run, 
We  shall  make  our  trouble  double ; 

There  is  something  to  be  done- 
There  is  always  some  one  doing. 

Something  he  has  found  to  do, 
Working  at  some  work,  renewing 

His  own  heart,  and  others'  too. 

We  may  ever  learn  from  others, 
When  we've  lost  our  head  or  heart. 

How  to  help  our  fallen  brothers, 
How  to  act  a  neighbour's  part. 


Yet,  we  still  shall  shrink  from  braving 
Shame  and  wrong  and  pain  and  loss, 

Till  we  learn  there  is  no  saving 
Life,  or  lives  without  a  cross. 

We  must  share  the  great  salvation — 
Dying,  in  our  Saviour's  death. 

Rising,  in  the  new  creation. 
Living,  with  immortal  breath. 

Then,  we  joy  in  tribulations. 
Join  in  work  the  martyr  throng, 

As  they  toil  amongst  the  nations, 
Turning  trouble  into  song. 


y^jOOglt 
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A  TUFT  OF  MOSS. 

By  the  Rh7.  HUGH  MACMILLAA',  D.D.,  LI-D. 


EVERY  one  has  heard  of  the  touching 
incident  in  the  life  of  Mungo  Park,  the 
celebrated  African  traveller,  how  the  sight 
of  a  little  tuft  of  green  moss  growing  in  the 
barren  sand  of  the  desert  clieered  him  when  ' 
lie  was  almost  reduced  to  despair.  Like  a  | 
lighted  candle  placed  within  a  dim  trans-  i 
parency,  bringing  out  its  rich  hues  and 
pattern,  the  sorrowful  circumstances  in  ' 
which  he  was  placed  invested  the  familiar 
common-place  object  with  new  beauty  and 
significance.  It  seemed  aflame  with  thoughts 
of  God's  providential  care,  like  the  bush  on 
Horeb.  It  became  a  wicket-gate  through 
nature  into  heaven.  Its  marvellous  grace, 
its  lovely  structure,  its  preservation  in  such 
an  inhospitable  waste  by  the  constant  gentle 
ministry  of  the  sunshine  and  the  dew,  in- 
spired him  with  such  comforting  thoughts  of 
that  great  Being  whose  tender  mercies  are 
over  all  His  works,  and  who  is  a  very  present 
help  in  every  crisis  of  human  need,  that  he 
rose  up  with  fresh  energy  and  hope  to  pursue 
his  journey.  In  gratitude  for  the  good 
service  it  had  done  him,  he  brought  home 
some  specimens  of  the  moss,  which,  when 
submitted  to  scientific  men,  was  found  to  be 
identical  with  a  species  that  grows  abundantly 
on  our  64vn  woodland  banks,  called  Fissi/lens 
iryoides,  or  the  Lesser  Fork-Moss,  It  is  a 
delicate  little  thing  about  a  quarter  of  an  inch 
in  height  Even  to  the  eye  that  looks  at  it 
carelessly  it  presents  a  beautiful  appearance; 
but  the  microscope  brings  out  fully  Us  hidden 
charms,  and  reveals  wonders  of  structure 
before  unknown.  It  has  two  sisters  in  this 
country  that  have  the  same  family  features, 
but  are  distinguished  from  it,  among  othet 
peculiarities,  by  the  different  positions  of  the 
seed-vessel ;  in  the  one  case  springing  from 
the  root,  and  in  the  other  from  the  side  of 
the  stem.  They  all  grow  on  moist  wood- 
land banks,  or  in  the  wet  crevices  of  rocks  ; 
and,  owing  to  the  brightness  and  trans- 
parency of  their  foliage,  whenever  they  catch 
and  imprison  a  stray  sunbeam  passing  into 
their  dwelling-place,  it  lights  them  up  wiih  a 
golden  gleam  hke  a  cluster  of  topazes. 

Let  us  take  this  little  moss  with  so  inte- 
resting a  history  as  a  type  of  its  class,  and 
proceed  to  examine  some  of  its  details ;  and 
we  shall  be  no  less  struck  than  Mungo  Park 
was  with  its  marvellous  formation  and  adap- 
tation to  its  circumstances.     The  leaves  are 


transparent  and  are  ananged  in  one  plane 
on  either  side  of  a  pale  pink  stem. 
Their  structure  is  very  curious  and  totally 
unlike  that  of  any  other  moss.  For  about 
half  their  length  they  are  divided  into  two 
blades  on  each  side  of  the  nerve,  the  lower 
part  of  which  embraces  the  stem,  arid  the 
upper  a  portion  of  the  leaf  placed  immediately 
above  it.  They  are  composed  of  minute 
cells  closely  packed  together,  and  have  a 
central  nerve  running  from  the  base  to  the 
apex,  and  a  distinct  border  round  the  plain 
edge.  When  dry  they  are  crisp,  but  are 
easily  revived  when  moistened.  The  habit 
of  the  moss  is  scattered  or  gregarious,  forming 
little  tufts,  sending  up  from  the  summit  of 
each  individual  a  pink  fruit-stalk,  somewhat 
longer  than  the  stem,  crowned  with  a  little 
oval  urn  or  capsule,  which  stands  erect  when 
in  the  green  unripe  state,  but  bends  dovmwhcn 
it  is  brown  and  mature.  This  curious  vessel 
contains  the  spores,  or  seeds,  in  its  interior, 
attached  to  a  little  central  column  which 
supplies  nutriment  to  them ;  and  the  arrange- 
ments made  for  their  safety  and  ripening  are 
very  remarkable.  First,  a  veil,  slightly  split 
on  one  side,  covers  the  seed-vessel  likb  the 
extinguisher  of  a  candle,  the  abject  of  which 
is  to  afford  protection,  like  the  scales  that 
cover  the  bud  in  flowering  plants.  It 
remains  attached  until  the  seed-vessel  has 
grown  strong  enough  to  bear  exposure,  and 
then  by  its  expansion  it  throws  it  off — an 
operation  which  is  made  easier  by  the  con- 
venient split  made  for  the  purpose  in  its  side. 
When  the  veil  is  removed  a  conical  lid  is  seen 
adhering  to  the  mouth  of  the  seed-vessel, 
which  also  in  due  season  withers  and  dis- 
appears. The  mouth  of  the  seed-vessel  thus 
exposed  is  seen  to  be  furnished  with  a  single 
row  of  sixteen  equidistant  teeth,  cloven  half- 
way down,  which  stand  upright  and  look 
like  an  elegant  fringe.  The  purpose  of  these 
teeth,  which  have  the  power  of  contracting 
and  expanding  and  fit  into  each  other  from 
opposite  sides,  is  to  close  up  the  orifice 
in  damp  or  rainy  weather,  so  as  to  keep  the 
precious  contents  dry  and  warm  till  the  sun 
again  shines,  when  they  speedily  open  and 
resume  their  original  upright  position.  One 
can  see  this  wonderful  mechanism  in  operation 
at  any  time,  by  simply  breathing  upon  the 
fringe  of  teeth  or  applying  a  little  moisture 
to  them,  when  they  fall  down  and  form  a 
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wheel-like  lid  of  many  spokes,  completely 
closing  the  month  of  the  seed-vessel;  ex- 
panding immediately  whea  exposed  to  the 
sunshine,  ot  as  soon  as  the  moisture  is  dried 
up,  and  standing  round  in  an  upright  position 
like  watchful  senlineb  ready  to  do  their  duty. 
In  addition  to  this  precaution,  at  an  earlier 
^age  of  growth,  the  little  central  column  in 
the  interior  of  the  seed-vessel,  around  which 
the  seeds  are  clustered,  is  endowed  with  the 
same  sensitiveness  to  the  condition  of  the 
weather;  in  a  dry  state  of  the  air  stretching 
and  turning  itself  in  a  spiral  maimer  so  as  to 
raise  the  lid,  which  at  this  period  covers  the 
seed'Vessel,  thus  letting  in  the  air  and  warmth, 
but'  collapsing  immediately  should  the  air 
become  damp,  so  as  to  close  the  orifice 
securely  and  protect  the  seeds  from  injury. 

The  most  extraordinary  thing  about  the 
teeth  of  mosses  is  that  they  are  either  four  in 
number,  or  constitute  some  multiple  of  four. 
In  every  moss  the  number  of  teeth  is  in- 
variably one  or  other  of  the  following  series  : 
— four,  sixteen,  thirty-two,  or  sixty-four.  No 
seed-veasel  is  ever  found  with  an  intermediate 
number.  In  the  vast  majority  of  species 
the  number  of  teeth  is  thirty-two.  This  is 
also  the  number  of  teeth  which  the  moat 
perfect  animals  possess.  In  man  the  first  set 
contains  twenty,  and  to  these  in  the  perma- 
nent set  twelve  are  added,  making  thirty-two 
in  all.  Other  partsofanimalsareremarkable 
for  the  constancy  of  these  numbers  when  the 
development  is  complete ;  the  body  of  man 
and  of  the  flocks  and  herds  associated  with 
him  having  ten  fingers  and  ten  toes,  which 
being  added  to  the  three  parts  of  both  aims 
end  of  both  legs,  make  in  all  thirty-two  parts. 
This  train  of  diought  might  be  extended  to 
a  great  length  and  applied  throughout  the 
v^ctable  and  animal  kingdom^.  Two  or 
four  and  its  multiples  is  the  prevailing 
number  in  the  lowest  orders  of  plants, 
according  to  which  all  the  parts  of  fems, 
mosses,  lichens,  seaweed,  and  fiingi  arc 
arranged.  Three,  or  multiples  of  three,  is  the 
tjrpical  number  of  monocotyledonous  or  cn- 
dt^enous  plants,  without  branches  and  wiUi 
parallel  veins,  to  which  the  grass,  the  lily, 
and  the  palm  belong.  Five  with  its  multi- 
ples is  the  model  number  of  the  highest  class 
of  plants  with  branches  and  reticulated  leaf- 
veins,  to  which  the  apple  and  the  rose  belong. 
'I'he  same  numerical  relations  may  be  traced 
in  the  animal  kingdom ;  three  being  the 
number  of  joints  in  the  typical  finger  and 
the  regnant  number  in  the  Crustacea ;  while  five, 
in  its  correspondent  geometric  forms,  giving 
the  greatest  variety  consistent  with  symmetry,  1 


prevails  among  vertebrate  animals,  and  is  of 
frequent  occurrence  among  marine  forms  of 
life,  being  the  law  of  growth  of  the  star-fishes, 
sea-urchins,  and  the  like.  A  curious  series, 
in  ancient  times  supposed  to  possess  mystical 
virtues  before  it  was  discovered  in  nature, 
I.  "f  3i  5.  8,  13,  2r,  34,  &C.,  in  which  any 
two  numbers  added  together  give  the  suc- 
ceeding one,  regulates  the  general  arrange- 
ment of  leaves  round  the  stem  of  plants,  and 
the  seeds  round  the  cone  of  a  pine  or  a  fir. 
In  every  department  of  nature — from  the 
quantitative  laws  that  regulate  the  distances, 
movements,  and  attractions  of  the  slars  of 
heaven,  to  the  arithmetical  laws  of  definite 
proportions  and  equivalents  which  lie  at  the 
basis  of  all  the  compositions  and  decom- 
positions of  the  substances  of  the  earth,  and 
the  numerical  relations  that  are  found  among 
all  the  living  creatures,  animal  and  vegetable, 
that  exist  on  the  land,  and  in  the  air  and 
water — physical  science  shows  that  recurrent 
or  typical  numbers  have  a  most  important 
place  and  influence,  and  constitute  the 
Prindpia  of  the  universe.  The  more  our 
studies  and  researches  extend,  the  more 
numerous  and  striking  do  we  find  the  proofs 
and  illustrations  of  the  fact,  perceived  long  ago 
by  the  great  philosophers,  that  numbers  pre- 
existing in  the  Divine  mind  form  the  model 
according  to  which  all  things  are  brought 
t(^ether  and  linked  in  order. 

It  is  a  strange  thought  that  the  typical 
number  of  teeth,  barely  visible  to  the  naked 
eye,  in  the  seed-vessel  of  a  minute  moss, 
should  be  thus  correlated  with  the  numerical 
arrangements  in  the  highest  [dants  and 
animals,  in  the  body  of  man  himself,  and 
among  the  stars  of  heaven.  It  shows,  in  a 
most  interesting  way,  the  unity  of  the 
universe,  the  unity  of  the  Being  who  causes 
all  its  phenomena,  and  the  unity  of  the  plan 
by  which  these  phenomena  are  bound  to- 
gether. There  is  no  physical  reason,  so  far 
as  we  know,  why  the  numerical  law  of 
gravitation  should  be  what  it  is.  We.should 
be  inclined  indeed  to  suppose  that  the  force 
of  gravitation  would  decrease  just  in  pro- 
portion as  the  distance  is  increased ;  whereas 
we  actually  find  the  decrease  of  the  force 
is  proportioned  to  the  square  of  the  number 
expressing  the  distance,  so  that  at  twice  the 
distance  the  force  is  not  twice  less  but  four 
times  less,  at  thrice  the  distance,  nine  times, 
and  so  on-  Similady,  no  anatomical  reason 
can  be  given  why  the  number  of  teeth  in  the 
seed-vessel  of  a  moss  should  be  arranged  in 
multiples  of  four,  and  why  leaves  should  be 
arranged  on  their  stem  in  a  series  of  which 
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any  two  numbers  added  together  give  the 
succeeding  one.  The  fact  then  that  the 
numetical  law  of  gravitation  is  universal, 
controlling  all  the  matter  with  which  man  is 
surrounded,  and  that  certain  numbers,  rather 
than  othera,  prevail  throughout  all  the  depart- 
ments of  nature,  conclusively  proves — on  the 
same  grounds  that  we  establish  the  author- 
ship of  a  book  by  the  significant  peculiarity 
of  its  style  and  expression — that  the  universe 
is  the  product  of  one  Mind,  whose  geometry 
is  the  same  in  heaven  and  earth ;  inoi^anic 
creation  constituting  its  elementary,  and 
Oi^anic  its  higher  form.  And  if  we  further 
find  that  in  the  Sacred  Scriptures  there  is  an 
order  in  respect  of  number — a  numerical 
relation  in  the  Divine  dispensations  and 
ordinances,  not  unlike  that  which  science 
has  disclosed  in  nature — are  we  not  justified 
in  attributing  the  same  origin  to  the  Word  as 
to  the  works  ?  He  who  showed  to  Moses 
on  the  Mount  the  pattern  of  the  tabernacle, 
according  to  which  every  object  was  con- 
structed with  the  most  precise  numerical 
proportions  and  relations,  is  the  same  who 
showed  to  Kepler  the  numerical  laws  of  the 
planetary  movements  which  have  formed 
historically  the  foundation  of  modem  astro- 
nomy. And  the  dimensions  of  the  altars  of 
burnt-offering  and  incense,  and  the  ark  and 
the  mercy-seat,  were  arranged  upon  the  same 
numerical  principles  which  regulate  the 
disposition  of  the  leaves  of  a  plant  around 
their  stem,  and  the  teeth  of  a  moss  round 
the  mouth  of  its  seed-vessel.  It  was  as 
imperative  that  the  altars  should  be  fotir 
square,  so  representing  the  completeness 
and  fulness  of  the  work  effected  thereon, 
whether  of  sacrifice  or  incense — the  same 
perfect  measure  and  estimate  being  thus 
presented  every  way,  whether  towards  God 
or  towards  man— as  that  the  teeth  of  a  tiny 
moss  gleaming  under  the  sunbeam  on  its 
woodland  bank  should  be  in  fours  and  multi- 
ples of  fours,  so  indicating  the  uniformity  and 
perfection  of  the  ^an  upon  which  the  whole 
great  class  of  plants  to  which  it  belongs  is 
modelled.  The  law  which  arranges  the 
series  of  leaves  round  a  stem,  so  that  any 
two  numbers  added  together  shall  form  the 
succeeding  one,  is  of  the  same  character  as 
the  law  which  ordained  the  brazen  altar  to 
be  of  such  dimensions  as  to  be  capable  of 
including  alt  the  other  vessels  of  the  sanc- 
tuary within  it,  and  to  be  exactly  twice  the 
size  of  the  ark.  We  caunot  interpret  the 
meaning  of  the  law  in  the  case  of  plants,  but 
we  can  understand,  in  the  case  of  the  altar, 
that  the  numerical'  facts  were  intended  to 


foreshadow,  first,  that  every  priestly  minis- 
tration is  involved  in  or  connected  with  the 
death  of  Christ,  as  every  vessel  of  the 
tabernacle  was  smaller  than,  and  could  be 
included  in,  the  sacrificial  altar  j  and  secondly, 
that  intercourse  with  God,  of  which  the  ark 
is  the  symbol  and  the  medium,  results  firora 
the  feet  of  sacrifice,  and  is  closely  connected 
with  it,  as  the  size  of  the  aik  was  dependent 
upon  ilie  size  of  the  altar.  From  all  these 
considerations,  and  many  more  of  a  similar 
nature  that  might  be  urged,  the  conclusion 
is  itresistU>le  that  the  same  Mind  formed  the 
tabernacle  of  the  earth,  and  of  the  starry 
heavens,  and  the  tabernacle  of  the  wilderness, 
and  of  witness  in  the  Sacred  Scriptures ;  that 
nature  and  revelation  have  one  Author; 
and  we  are  impressively  taught  that  the  law 
of  the  Lord,  whether  expressed  in  His  Word 
or  in  His  works,  is  perfect 

Another  lesson  we  learo  from  this  subject 
is  the  intimate  correspondence  between  the 
Mind  that  planned  the  univeree  and  the  mind 
that  is  in  ourselves.  The  principles  upon 
which  God  acts  in  regard  to  the  numerical 
relations  in  all  parts  of  His  works  are  prin- 
ciples thoroughly  intelligible  to  man  himself; 
and  the  fact  that  human  sagacity  has  actually 
discovered  and  scientifically  demonstrated 
these  laws  of  numerical  proportions  is  a  clear 
indicarion  that  there  is  the  closest  link  betneen 
man's  reason  and  the  Supreme  Intelligence  by 
which  ail  things  have  been  ordered.  No 
other  creature  possesses  this  capacity.  Ani- 
mals show  many  points  of  resemblance  to 
man  in  regard  to  power  of  affection,  associa- 
tion, memory,  wilfulness  faintly  resembling 
man's  fireedom  of  action,  and  even  some  de- 
gree of  moral  sense.  But  they  have  showrk 
no  sign  that  they  possess  the  power  to  appre- 
hend the  relfttions  of  number.  In  this  respect 
there  is  an  impassable  gulf  between  man  and 
all  the  other  creatures ;  and  we  are  driven  to 
the  conclusion  that  man  must  have  derived 
this  unique  power,  not  from  a  creature  origin, 
but  directly  from  the  Creator  Himself.  And 
the  fact  that  man  is  able  to  make  use  of  nu- 
merical relatirais  in  all  his  own  works  and 
in  all  the  details  of  his  life,  shows  that  he  is 
indeed  made  in  the  image  of  Him  who  makes 
use  of  the  same  relations  in  the  ordering  of 
His  universe.  If  we  find  arithmetical  sums 
or  geometrical  problems  traced  on  the  black- 
board of  a  deserted  schoolroom,  we  know  as 
surely  that  a  mind  conversant  with  numbers 
had  been  engaged  upon  them  as  if  we  ac- 
tually saw  the  teacher  or  the  pupU  at  work. 
Why  should  we  hesitate  to  come  to  the  same 
conclusion  when  we  see  the  same  or  similM 
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arithmetical  sums  and  geometrical  problems 
wrought  out  by  att  invisible  Hand  in  the 
parts  of  living  creatures — of  plants  and  ani- 
mals ?  In  regard  to  the  moral  link  between 
the  human  race  and  its  divine  Author  there 
may  be  some  uncertainty,  owing  to  the  fact 
that  we  have  lost  our  holiness,  and  have  no 
infallible  standard  of  righteousness  within  us. 
That  part  of  the  image  of  God  in  which  we 
were  created  has  been  lost  or  efiaced ;  but 
in  regard  to  our  intellectual  power  of  dis- 
cerning the  relations  of  number  pervading 
al!  His  workmanship,  and  regulating  all  our 
own  doings  also,  there  is  no  uncertainty.  We 
worship,  so  far  as  this  quality  is  concerned,  no 
longer  at  an  altir  to  the  unknown  God ;  and 
we  are  no  longer  dubious  that  "  we  are  His 
offspring."  When  I  count  the  petals  of  a 
flower,  or  follow  the  spiral  arrangement  of 
leaves  on  the  branch  of  an  apple-tree,  or 
mark  the  carefully  numbered  divisions  of  the 
tiny  membrane  which  closes  the  fruit-vessel 
of  amoss,  I  discover  in  myself,  with  feelings  of 
solemn  awe,  a  capacity  for  entering  into  ideas 
which  permeate  the  whole  univeTse,  and  which 
must,  therefore,  be  ever-present  in  the  mind 
of  Him  who  created  and  upholdeth  all  things. 
Kepler  deeply  realised  this  when,  in  refer- 
ence to  his  numerical  discoveries  among  the 
orbs  of  heafren,  he  gloried  in  the  conviction 
that  he  had  been  privileged  "to  think  the 
ihoughtG  of  God."  And  the  Christian  should 
feel  it  with  even  greater  power  when  it  is 
his  privilege  and  consolation  to  address  God 
OS  One  who  acts  towards  him  on  principles 
intelligible  to  his  own  understanding,  and 
in  accordance  with  that  rule  of  everlasting 
righCMosness  which  He  has  written  in  his 
heart — who  says  to  him  in  all  his  approaches 
to  the  mercy-seal,  "  Come  now,  and  let  us 
reason  together." 

And  this  brings  me  to  notice  another  lesson 
which  may  be  deduced  from  this  subject,  viz., 
that  God  deals  with  us  as  He  deals  with  alt 
His  creatures,  according  to  the  law  of  nume- 
rical proportion.  What  a  world  of  meaning, 
looking  at  it  in  the  light  of  our  present  re- 
flections, is  in  the  words  addressed  by  God 
to  His  people,  as  twice  recorded  by  Jeremiah 
— "  Fear  thou  not,  O  Jacob  my  servant :  for 
I  am  with  thee ;  for  I  will  make  a  full  end  of 
all  the  nations  whither  I  have  driven  thee : 
but  I  will  not  make  a  full  end  of  thee,  but 
correct  thee  in  measure"  When  the  founda- 
tions of  the  earth  were  laid  we  know  that 
God  arranged  all  things,  both  according  to 
proportion  and  to  place^-that  He  "measured 
the  waters  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand,  and 
meted  out  the  heavens  with  a  span,  and  com- 


prehended the  dust  of  the  earth  in  a  measure, 
and  weighed  the  mountains  in  scales,  and 
the  hills  in  a  balance."  We  know  with  equal 
certainty  that  His  covenant  of  grace  is  a 
similar  system  of  exquisite  adaptations  and 
compensations — that  it  is  ordered  in  all  things 
and  sure.  And  if  the  mathematician  can 
demonstrate  that  the  leaves  of  a  plant  are 
arranged  around  its  stem  so  as  to  give  them 
the  fairestpossible  freedom  of  access  to  air  and 
light,  and  the  planets  placed  at  such  distances 
from  the  sun  as  to  give  them  the  feirest  pos- 
sible cliance  of  revolving  around  him  undis- 
turbed by  their  neighbours,  surely  the  Chris- 
tian can  prove  from  his  own  experience  and 
observation  that  God  "  peribrmeth  the  thing 
tliat  is  appointed,''  and  adapts  His  special 
dealings  to  the  circumstances  and  necessides 
of  His  people.  He  who  telleth  the  number 
of  the  stars,  and  calleth  thera  all  by  their 
names,  has  assured  us  that  in  His  book  all 
our  members  were  written,  which  in  continu- 
ance were  fashioned,  when  as  yet  there  were 
none  of  them  ;  and  that  since  we  were  bom 
He  numbereth  our  steps — that  the  Dumber  of 
our  months  is  with  Him — that  our  times.ate 
in  His  hand — that  even  the  very  hairs  of  our 
head  are  all  numbered.  The  conclusion, 
therefore,  is  as  irresistible  as  it  is  welcome, 
that  we  need  not  fear  any  of  the  ills  of  life, 
for  they  could  have  no  power  at  all  against 
us,  ei:cept  it  were  given  them  from  above  by 
Que  who  is  too  wise  to  err,  and  who  so  loved 
us  that  He  did  not  spare  His  own  Son,  but 
delivered  Him  up  for  us  all.  In  our  sorest 
affliction  He  keepeth  all  our  bones ;  not  one 
of  them  is  broken. 

All  these  precious  thoughts  are  brought- 
home  with  greater  power  and  tenderness  to 
our  hearts  because  the  object  that  suggests 
Ihem  is  not  one  of  the  mighty  things  of  crea- 
tion, but  one  of  the  smallest  and  humblest. 
Oar  Lord's  argument  with  regard  to  die  lilies 
of  the  held  has  even  greater  force  to  those 
who  can  appreciate  it,  when  it  comes  from 
the  inconspicuous  bloom  of  a  moss,  which 
needs  {be  microscope  to  disclose  its  beauty 
and  wonder.  It  teaches  us  that  it  is  the  pro- 
duction, not  of  One  who  is  infinitely  great  and 
far  removed  from  as,  so  that  we  can  only 
reverently  admire  Him  at  an  immeasurable 
distance,  but  of  One  who  in  His  unfathomable 
love  has  come  down  and  assumed  our  nature, 
and  who  cares  for  the  minutest  things  of  our 
individual  life.  When  we  look  up  and  con- 
sider the  heavens,  the  work  of  God's  fingers, 
we  are  awed  and  dwarfed  into  insignificance 
in  our  own  estimation  ;  but  when  we  look 
down  and  consider  the  lowly  moss  that  adorns 
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ihe  wayside  wall,  we  recover  the  sense  of 
our  individuality,  and  feel  that  we  are  of 
more  value  than  all  these  things.  And  just 
as  in  human  experience,  as  it  has  been 
well  observed,  it  is  not  the  bestowal  of  costly 
gifts,  which  may  be  conferred  by  a  careless 
hand  at  a  distance,  which  binds  us  to  our 
fellow-creatures,  but  the  little  loving  services 
of  daily  life  which  imply  that  the  giver  and  ' 
receiver  meet  in  personal  contact ;  so  it  is  i 
not  the  great  truths  of  our  salvation,  nor  the  | 
great  bounties  of  God's  natural  providence,  | 
which  impress  us  with  a  sense  of  His  near-  j 
ness  and  fill  our  hearts  with  love  to  Him, 
but  the  intimate  details  and  familiar  scenes 
0<  our  Saviour's  sojourn  on  earth,  and  the 
little  happinesses  that  God  confers  upon  us 
in  the  common  by-paths  of  life.    When  we 


CRAVING  FOR  GUIDANCE. 

Br  ALEXANDER  MACLAREN.  D.D. 


"  Aad  Uowt  UlU  unto  Holub  ■  •  .  •  Lam  tu  not,  t  pny 
Uie  wildaneM.  ud  tbou  sufcsl  be  to  ui  initud  »[  eyu.''— Mi 

THE  fugitives  whom  Moses  led  reached 
.  Sinai  in  three  months  after  leaving 
Egypt  They  remained  there  for  at  least 
nine  months,  and  amidst  the  solitude  of  these 
wild  rocks  they  kept  the  first  Passover — the 
anniversary  of  their  deliverance.  "  On  the 
twentieth  day  of  the  second  month  "  they  be- 
gan again  their  march  throt^h  the  grim,  un- 
known desert. 

One  can  fancy  their  thoughts  and  fears  as 
they  looked  forward  to  the  enemies  and  trials 
which  might  be  awaiting  them.  In  these 
circumstances  this  story  comes  in  moat  natu- 
rally. Some  time  before  the  encampment 
J»roke  up  from  Sinai,  a  relative  of  Moses  by 
ittiarriage,  whose  precise  connection  with  him 
.need  not  trouble  us  now,  Hobab  by  name, 
ihad  come  into  camp  on  a  visit.  He  was  a 
Midianite  by  race,  one  of  the  wandering 
'tribes  from  the  south-east  of  the  Arabian  pe- 
ninsula. He  knew  e^cry  foot  of  the  ground, 
as  such  men  do.  He  knew  where  the  springs 
■were  and  the  herbage,  the  camping  places, 
the  short  cuts,  and  the  safest  routes.  So 
Moses,  who  had  no  doubt  forgotten  much  of 
ithe  little  desert  skill  he  had  learned  in  keep- 
ing Jethro's  flock,  prays  Hobab  to  remain 
with  them  and  give  them  the  benefit  of  his 
practical  knowledge — "  to  be  to  us  instead 
of  eyes." 

The  free,  wild  wanderer  does  not  care  to 
leave  the  black  tents  of  his  tribe  to  link  his 
fortunes  with  those  of  the  unwieldy  hosts  ot 
fugitives,  and  flatly  refuses.  Then  Mcses 
presses  the  proposal  on  him,  with  judicious 
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compliments  and  large  promises  of  sharing  in 
all  their  prosperity. 

It  is  noteworthy  that  the  narrative  does  not 
tell  whether  the  persistent  request  succeeded 
or  not  We  find,  indeed,  his  descendants 
enrolled  in  the  great  Doomsday  Book  of  the 
Conquest  as  possessing  land  and  probably 
incorporated  among  the  Israelites.  It  may, 
therefore,  be  supposed  that  either  then  or  after- 
wards Hobab  forsook  his  country  and  his 
father's  house  to  shelter  himself  beneath  &e 
wings  of  the  God  of  Jacob. 

But,  at  all  events,  the  sUence  of  the  record 
is  significant,  especially  if  taken  in  connection 
with  the  verses  immediately  following.  The 
historian  does  not  think  it  worth  while  to  tell 
whether  Moses'  attempt  to  secure  the  help  of  a 
pair  of  sharp  Bedouin  eyes  succeeded  orfeiiled, 
but  passes  on  to  describe  at  once  how  "  the 
ark  of  the  covenant  of  the  Lord  went  before 
them  to  search  out  a  restir^-place  for  them," 
and  how  "  the  cloud  was  upon  them  when 
they  went  out  of  the  camp."  He  puts  the 
two  things  side  by  side,  not  calling  on  us  to 
notice  the  juxtaposition,  but  surely  expecting 
that  we  shall  not  miss  what  is  so  plain.  He 
would  teach  us  that  it  mattered  little  whether 
Israel  had  Hobab  oi  not,  if  they  had  the 
ark  and  the  cloud.  Perhaps  he  meant  us  to 
ask  ourselves  whether  it  was  not  a  wavering 
of  faith  in  Moses  to  be  so  anxious  to  secure 
a  human  guide  when  he  had  a  Divine  leader. 
So,  at  least,  it  appears  to  us,  and  from  that 
point  of  view  we  purpose  to  view  the  inci- 
dent now. 


study  the  wonderful  arrangements  in  the 
seed-vessel  of  the  unheeded  moss,  whereby  its 
safety  is  cared  for,  and  its  humble  ministry  in 
the  world  is  carried  on,  we  have  a  proof  be- 
fore our  eyes  how  infinitely  God  can  conde- 
scend, and  with  what  confidence  we  may  cry, 
"  Abba,  Father,"  and  feel  that  all  things  under 
His  wise  and  loving  care  will  work  together 
for  our  good.  We  hear  the  meek  and  lowly 
Jesus,  who  took  the  httle  children  in  His  . 

arms  and  blessed  them,  saying  to  us  in  regard 
to  the  little  moss  too,  "  Take  heed  that  ye 
despise  not  one  of  these  little  ones."  For  if 
he  who  humbleth  himself  as  a  little  child  is 
greatest  in  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  he  who 
regardeth  the  little  moss  wilt  find  that  it  has 
more  than  the  wisdom  of  Solomon  to  teach 
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I.  There  are  times  and  moods  in  which 
our  forward  look  brings  with  it  a  painful 
sense  of  the  vnknown  wilderness  before  us. 

The  general  complexion  of  the  future  may 
be  roughly  estimated.  We  soon  outlive  the 
illusions  which  dance  before  us  at  the  be- 
ginning, and  cease  to  expect  such  surprising 
delights  and  radiant  flashes  of  unexpected 
good  fortune  ax  young  dreams  spread  before 
us.  We  know  very  early  in  life,  unless  we  are 
wonderfully  frivolous  and  credulous,  that  the 
thread  of  our  days  is  a  mingled  stnind,  and 
the  prevailing  tone  a  sober,  neutral  tint.  The 
main  characteristics  of  what  we  shall  meet  we 
know  well  enough.  "That  which  is  to  be 
hath  already  been."  But  the  particular  events 
are  hid,  and  it  is  strange  and  impressive  when 
we  come  to  think  how  Providence,  working 
with  the  same  uniform  materials  in  all  human 
lives,  can  yet,  like  some  skilful  artist,  produce 
endless  novelty  and  surprises  in  each  life. 
All  men  tread  substantially  the  same  road. 
I*  There  hath  nothing  befallen  us  but  such  as 
is  common  to  men,"  and  yet  for  every  one  of 
us  the  road  is  new  day  by  day.  Some  of  us 
go  on  for  years  in  an  unbroken  monotony  of 
the  samedutiesand  circumstances, and  know 
that  in  all  probability  we  shall  be  doing  the 
same  things  till  we  die,  and  yet  every  morn- 
ing we  come  to  our  work  with  some  feeling 
of  novelty  which  is  not  all  illusion.  "  We 
have  not  passed  this  way  heretofore,"  is 
always  true  of  each  new  day's  tasks  and  inci- 
dents ;  for  even  if  they  be  the  same  as  those 
of  a  thousand  days  before,  yet  we  who  tread 
the  road  are  not  quite  the  same,  and  the  bear- 
ing of  the  events  on  us  is  somewhat  different. 

The  solemn  ignorance  of  the  next  moment 
is  sometimes  stimulating  and  joyous.  To 
young  life  it  gives  zest  and  buoyancy,  and 
secures  many  a  joyful  surprise.  But  to  all 
there  come  times — and  perhaps  they  are  more 
ii-equeni  as  life  goes  on,  and  the  conscious- 
ness increases  that  changes  now  will  generally 
be  losses — when  the  blank  curtain  between  us 
and  the  next  beat  of  the  pendulum  is  felt  to 
be  very  near  us  and  very  thick,  and  when  the 
ignorance  is  saddening,  and  when  the  shapes 
that  we  paint  on  its  black  folds  are  gloomy 
and  threatening.  Terrors  come  to  us  all. 
and  we  are  apt  to  clasp  our  treasures  with  a 
spasmodic  grasp,  as  much  anguish  as  love, 
when  we  think  of  what  must  be  some  day, 
and  tnay  be  any  day.  In  some  moods,  and 
thinking  of  some  things  which  are  certainties 
as  to  the  fact,  and  contingencies  only  as  to 
the  lime,  each  of  us  must  say — 


It  is  a  libel  on  God's  goodness  to  speak  of 
the  world  as  a  wilderness.  He  has  not  made 
it  so  J  and  if  anybody  finds  that  "  all  is  vanity 
and  vcKation  of  spirit,"  it  is  his  own  fault. 
But  still  one  aspect  of  life  is  truly  represented 
by  that  figure.  There  are  dangers  and  barren 
places,  and  a  great  solitude  in  spile  of  love 
and  companionship,  and  many  marchings 
and  lurking  foes,  and  grim  rocks,  and  fierce 
suns,  and  parched  wells,  and  shadeless  sand 
wastes,  enough  in  every  life  to  make  us 
quail  often  and  look  grave  always  when  ive 
think  of  what  may  be  before  us.  Who  knons 
what  we  shall  see  when  we  top  the  next  hill, 
or  round  the  shoulder  of  the  cliff  that  bars 
our  way?  What  shout  of  an  enemy  may 
crash  in  upon  the  sleeping  camp ;  or  what 
stifling  gorge  of  barren  granite — blazing  in 
the  sun  and  trackless  to  our  feet — shall  we 
have  to  march  through  to-day  i 

The  great  crises  and  trials  of  our  lives 
mostly  come  unlooked  for.  There  is  nothing 
BO  certain  as  the  unexpected.  The  worst 
thunder  comes  on  us  out  of  a  clear  sky.  Our 
Waterloos  have  a  way  of  crashing  into  the 
midst  of  our  feasts,  and  generally  it  is  when 
all  goes  "  merry  as  a  marriage  bell "  that  the 
cannon  shot  breaks  in  upon  the  mirth,  which 
tells  that  the  enemy  have  crossed  the  river 
and  the  battle  is  begun, 

II.  We  have  here  an  illustration  of  the 
weaknas  that  dings  to  human  guides. 

Most  commentators  excuse,  or  even  ap- 
prove of  this  efl'ort  by  Moses  to  secure 
Hobab's  help,  and  draw  from  the  story  the 
lesson  that  supernatural  guidance  does  not 
make  human  guidance  unnecessary.  That, 
of  course,  is  true  in  a  fashion  ;  but  it  appears 
to  us  that  the  true  lesson  of  the  incident,  con- 
sidered, as  we  have  already  remarked,  in  con- 
nection with  the  following  section,  is  much 
rather  that  for  men  who  have  God  to  guide 
them,  it  argues  weakness  of  failh  and  courage, 
to  be  much  solicitous  of  any  Hobab  to  show 
them  where  to  go  and  where  to  camp. 

Of  course  we  are  meant  to  depend  on  one 
another.  No  man  can  safely  isolate  himself, 
either  intellectually  or  in  practical  matters. 
The  self-trained  scholar  is  usually  incomplete. 
Crotchets  take  possession  of  the  solitary 
thinker,  and  peculiarities  of  character  that 
would  have  been  kept  in  check,  and  might 
have  become  aids  in  the  symmetrical  develop- 
ment of  the  whole  man,  if  they  had  been 
reduced  and  modified  in  society,  get  swollen 
into  deformities  in  solitude.  The  highest 
and  the  lowest  blessings  for  life  both  of  heart 
and  mind — blessedness  and  love,  and  wisdom 
and  goodness,  are  ministered  tometi  through 
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men,  and  to  live  without  dependence  on 
human  help  and  guidance,  is  to  be  either  a 
savage  or  an  angel.  God's  guidance  does 
not  make  man's  needless,  for  a  very  large  part 
of  God's  guidance  is  ministered  to  us  through 
men.  And  wherever  a  man's  thoughts  and 
words  teach  us  to  understand  God's  thoughts 
and  words  more  clearly,  to  love  them  more 
earnestly,  or  to  obey  them  more  gladly,  there 
human  guidance  is  discharging  its  noblest 
function.  And  wherever  the  human  guide 
turns  us  away  from  himself  to  God,  and  says, 
"  I  am  but  a  voice,  I  am  not  the  light  that 
guides,"  there  it  is  blessed  and  safe  to  cherish 
and  to  prize  it. 

But  we  are  ever  apt  to  feel  that  we  cannot 
do  without  the  human  leader.  Our  hearts 
crave  for  earthly  love,  and  that  craving  is,  as 
it  were,  an  open  channel,  through  which  the 
purest  water  of  life  which  this  world  can  yield 
is  poured  into  our  hearts.  But  how  close  to 
the  joy  and  (he  blessedness  does  the  tempta- 
tion lie  !  Are  we  not  ever  in  danger  of  giving 
the  very  choicest  of  our  love  to  the  dear  ones 
of  earth,  lavishing  on  them  the  precious  juice 
which  Sows  from  the  freshly  gathered  grapes, 
and  putting  God  off  with  the  last  impover- 
ished and  scanty  drops  which  can  be  sfiueezed 
from  the  husks  ?  How  we  rejoice  over  the 
love  of  earth,  and  cherish  it,  and  feel  our- 
selves rich  and  strong  by  reason  of  it !  How 
we  sink  in  utter  despair  and  hopeless  sorrow 
when  it  passes  from  us,  and  fee!  "  they  have 
taken  away  my  gods,  and  what  have  I  more  ?  " 
How  we  follow  the  counsel  of  those  whom 
we  love,  cherishing  their  lightest  word,  and 
feeling  glad  and  free'  when  we  are  carrying 
out  their  fiintest  wishes  !  And,  alas,  how 
often,  in  a  very  real  and  tragical  sense,  "  a 
man's  foes  are  they  of  his  own  household," 
and  their  Jove  and  tenderness  more  deadly 
than  their  hate  could  ever  be,  because  it 
keeps  us  back  from  God,  and  blinds  our  eyes 
to  the  pointing  finger  of  our  true  Guide  and 
Lover ! 

We  are  meant  to  get  much  of  our  belief 
and  practice  from  human  teachers  and  ex- 
amples. But  our  weakness  of  faith  in  the 
unseen  is  ever  tending  to  pervert  the  relation 
between  teacher  and  taught  into  practical  for- 
getfulness  that  the  promise  of  the  new  cove- 
nant is,  "They  shall  all  be  taught  of  God." 
So  we  are  all  apt  to  pin  our  faith  on  some 
trusted  guide,  and  many  of  us  in  these  days 
will  follow  some  teacher  of  negations  with  an 
implicit  submission  which  we  refuse  to  give 
to  Jesus  Christ  We  put  the  teacher  between 
ourselves  and  God,  and  give  to  the  glowing 
colours  of  the  painted  window  the  admiration 


that  is  due  to  the  light  which  shines  through 
it.  The  teacher,  be  he  preacher  or  author, 
has  succeeded  in  his  work  when  he  has 
taught  his  pupils  to  do  without  him,  having 
led  them  to  the  place  where  they  can  draw  at 
first  hand  from  the  depths  of  God  ;  and  the 
highest  euiogium  that  he  can  receive  is  when 
his  scholars  say  to  him,  "Now  we  believe, 
not  because  of  thy  saying,  for  we  have  beard 
him  ourselves." 

Dear  readers,  there  are  a  thousand  waj's 
in  which  our  poor  weak  hearts  cry  out  in 
their  sense-bound  unbelief  for  visible  stays  to 
lean  upon,  and  guides  to  direct  us.  In  so 
far  as  that  is  a  legitimate  longing,  God  who 
never  "  sends  mouths,  but  he  sends  meat  Co 
feed  them,"  will  not  leave  us  to  cry  unheard. 
But  let  us  guard  against  that  ever-present 
weakness  which  clings  tremblingly  to  crea- 
tures and  men  for  help  and  guidance,  and,  in 
proportion  as  it  is  rich  when  it  possesses 
them,  trembles  at  the  prospect  of  losing 
them,  and  is  crushed  And  desolate  when  they 
go.  Do  not  put  them  as  barriers  between 
you  and  God,  nor  yield  yoiu:  own  clearness 
of  vision  to  them,  nor  say  to  aoy,  "  Be  to  us 
instead  of  eyes,"  nor  be  over  anxious  to 
secure  any  Hobab  to  show  you  where  to 
camp  or  how  to  march. 

in.  The  contrast  which  is  brought  into 
prominence  by  the  juxtaposition  of  this  sec- 
tion and  that  which  follows  it,  makes  em- 
phatic the  thought  of  the  true  leader  ef  ow 

The  trae  leader  of  the  children  of  Israel  in 
their  wilderness  journey  was  not  Moses,  bat 
the  Divine  Presence  in  the  cloud  with  a  heart 
of  fire  that  hovered  over  their  camp  for  a 
defence  and  sailed  before  them  for  a  guide, 
"The  Lord  went  before  them  by  day  in  a 
pillar  of  cloud  to  lead  them  the  way."  When 
it  lay  on  the  tent,  whether  it  were  for  "two 
days,  or  a  month,  or  a  year,"  the  march  was 
stayed,  and  the  moment  that  the  cloud  lifted 
"  by  day  or  by  night,"  the  encampment  was 
broken  up  and  the  long  procession  was  got 
into  marching  order  without  an  instant's 
pause,  to  follow  its  gliding  motion  ^erever 
it  led  and  however  long  it  lasted.  First  to 
follow  was  the  ark  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
Levites,  and  behind  it,  separated  by  some 
space,  came  the  "  standard  of  the  camp  of 
the  children  of  Judah,  and  then  the  other 
tribes  in  their  order."  Surely  there  was  no 
place  here  for  Hobab's  skill,  and  if  Moses 
had  remembered  how  their  marching  and 
their  encampments  were  fixed,  he  need  not 
have  been  so  anxious  to  secure  his  shatji 
eyes-  .    ,..,  ,,,.  „.^.wv..,^ 
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We  have  the  same  Divine  guidance,  if  we 
will;  in  sober  reality  we  have  God's  pre- 
sence ;  and  waiting  hearts  which  have  ceased 
from  self-will  may  receive  leading  as  real  as 
«ver  the  pillar  gave  to  Israel. 

God's  providence  does  still  shape  our 
paths,  and  God's  spirit  will  direct  us  within, 
and  God's  word  will  counsel  us.  If  we  wiil 
wait  and  watch  we  shall  not  be  left  un- 
directed. It  is  wonderful  how  much  practical 
wisdom  about  the  smallest  perplexities  of 
daily  life  comes  to  men  who  keep  both  their 
feet  and  their  wishes  still  until  Providence — 
or,  as  the  world  prefers  to  call  it,  "  cir- 
cumstances"— clears  a  path  for  them.  No 
doubt  in  all  our  lives  there  come  times  when 
we  seem  to  have  been  brought  into  a  blind 
alley,  and  cannot  see  where  .we  are  to  get 
out;  but  it  is  very  rare  ju deed  that  wc  do 
not  see  one  step  in  advance,  the  duly  which 
lies  next  us.  And  be  sure  of  this,  that  if  we 
are  content  to  see  but  one  step  at  a  time, 
and  take  it,  we  shall  find  our  way  made  plain. 
The  river  winds,  and  often  we  seem  on  a 
lake  without  an  exit.  Then  is  the  time  to 
go  lialf-speed,  and,  doubtless,  when  we  get  a 
little  farther,  the  overlapping  hills  on  either 
bank  will  part,  and  ike  gorge  will  open  out. 
We  do  not  need  to  see  it  a  mile  off;  enough 
if  we  see  it  when  we  are  dose  upon  it.  It 
may  be  as  narrow  and  grim,  with  slippery 
black  ctiSs  towering  on  either  side  of  the 
narrow  ribbon  of  the  stream,  as  the  canons  of 
American  rivers,  but  it  will  float  our  boat 
into  broader  reaches  and  on^'ards  to  the  great 
sea. 

Do  not  seek  to  outrun  God's  guidance,  to 
see  what  you  are  to  do  a  year  hence,  or  to 
act  before  you  are  sure  of  what  is  His  will ; 
do  not  let  your  wishes  get  in  advance  of  the 
pillar  and  the  ark,  and  you  will  be  kept 
from  many  a  mistake,  and  led  into  a  region 
of  deep  peace.  Our  blunders  mostly  come 
from  letting  our  wishes  interpret  our  duties,  or 
hide  from  us  plain  indications  of  unwelcome 
tasks.  We  are  all  apt  to  do  like  Nelson,  and 
put  the  telescope  to  the  blind  eye  when  a 
signal  is  fiying  that  we  dislike.  No  doubt 
sometimes  even  docile  hearts  make  mistakes, 
but  no  man  who  has  not  tried  it  would  con- 
ceive how  many  of  the  highest  results  of 
practical  wisdom  are  secured  by  the  simple 
in  heart,  whose  only  skill  is  to  wait  on  the 
Lord  and  be  guided  by  Him. 

The  old  injunction  is  still  our  duty  and 
our  wisdom  ;  "  Go  after  the  ark,  yet  there 
shall  be  a  space  between  it  and  you ;  come 
not  near  it  that  ye  may  know  the  way  ye 
ought  to  go."     If  we  impatiently  press  too 


close  on  the  heels  of  our  guide  we  lose  the 
guidance.  There  must  be  a  reverent  foilow- 
mg,  which  allows  indications  of  the  way  full 
time  to  develop  themselves,  and  does  not 
Sing  itself  into  new  circumstances  on  the  first 
blush  of  apparent  duty.  The  merely  worldly 
virtues  of  prudence,  caution,  judgment  un- 
biassed by  inclination,  and  the  like,  have  all 
a  Christian  side,  and  ace  all  included  and 
glorified  in  the  elements  of  that  temper  which 
religion  enjoins  as  certain  to  be  rewarded 
with  the  Divine  guidance :  "  The  meek  will 
he  guide  in  judgment,  and  the  meek  will  he 
teach  his  way." 

In  the  strength  of  that  confidence  let  us 
turn  away  from  dependence  upon  human 
guides,  and  lift  our  eyes  to  Him  with  the 
voice  which  is  at  once  a  prayer  and  a  vow  : 
"Thou  shalt  guide  me  with  thy  counseL" 
Better  to  take  Moses  for  our  example  when 
he  prayed,  as  the  ark  set  forward  and  the 
march  began,  "  Arise,  Lord,  and  let  thine 
enemies  be  scattered,"  than  to  follow  him  in 
eagerly  seeking  some  Hobab  or  other  to 
show  us  where  we  should  go.  Better  to  com- 
mit our  resting  times  to  God  with  Moses' 
prayer  when  the  ark  halted,  "Return,  O 
Lord,  unto  the  many  thousands  of  Israel," 
and  so  to  repose  under  the  shadow  of  tlie 
Almighty,  than  to  seek  safety  in  having  some 
man  with  us  "  who  knows  how  we  are  to  en- 
camp in  this  wilderness."  God's  presence  is 
enough  for  toil  and  enough  for  rest.  If  He 
journey  with  us  by  the  way.  He  will  abide 
with  us  when  nightfaU  comes ;  and  His 
companionship  will  be  sufficient  for  direction 
on  the  road,  and  for  solace  and  safety  in  the 
evening  camp. 

We  have  often  to  travel  by  solitary  ways. 
Some  of  us  have  to  journey  all  alone,  with 
no  fellow-travellers  for  society  or  for  succour. 
Some  of  us  have  perplexed  paths  to  tread. 
Some  of  us  have  sad  memories  of  times  when 
we  journeyed  in  company  with  those  who  will 
never  share  our  tent  or  counsel  our  steps  any 
more,  and,  as  we  sit  lonely  by  our  watchfire  in 
the  wilderness,  have  aching  hearts  and  silent 
nights.  Some  of  us  may  be,  as  yet,  rich  in  com- 
panions and  helpers,  whose  words  are  wisdom, 
whose  wishes  are  love  to  us,  and  may  tremble 
as  we  think  that  one  day  either  they  or  we 
will  have  to  tramp  on  by  ourselves.  But  for 
us  all,  cast  down  and  lonely,  or  still  blessed 
with  dear  ones  and  afraid  to  live  without 
them,  there  is  a  Presence  which  departs 
never,  which  will  move  before  us  as  we  jour- 
ney, and  hover  over  us  as  a  shield  when  we 
rest;  which  will  be  cloud  to  veil  the  sun 
that  it  smite  us  not  by  day,  and  will  redden 
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into  fire  as  the  night  falls,  being  ever  brightest 
when  we  need  it  most,  and  burning  clearest 
of  all  in  the  valley  at  the  end,  where  its 
guidance  will  only  cease  because  then  "  the 
I^mb  that  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  will 
lead  them."  "  This  God  is  our  God  for  ever 
and  ever,  he  will  be  our  guide  even  until 
death." 

IV.  A  final  thought  suggested  by  this 
incident  is,  that  our  craving  far  a  human 
guide  has  been  lovingly  met  in  the  gift  of  Christ. 

Moses  sought  to  secure  this  Midianite 
guide  because  He  was  a  native  of  the  desert, 
and  had  travelled  ail  over  it.  His  expe- 
rience was  his  qualification.  We  have  a 
brother  who  has  Himself  travelled  every  foot 
of  the  road  by  which  we  have  to  go,  and  His 
footsteps  have  marked  out  with  blood  a  track 
for  us  to  follow,  and  have  trodden  a  footpath 
through  the  else  pathless  waste.  He  knows 
"  how  to  encamp  in  this  wilderness,"  for  He 
Himself  has  "tabernacled  among  us,"  and 
by  experience  has  learned  the  weariness  of 
the  journey  and  the  perils  of  the  wilderness. 

His  life  is  our  pattern.  Our  marching 
orders  are  brief  and  simple  :  follow  your 
leader,  and  plant  your  feet  in  His  footprints. 

That  is  the  sum  of  all  ethics,  and  the  vade 
meatm  for  practical  life.  However  diverse 
our  duties  and  circumstances  are,  the  prin- 
ciples which  come  out  in  the  Divine  record 
of  that  fair  life  and  wondrous  death  will  lit 
with  equal  closeness  to  us  all ;  and  so  Divine 
and  all  comprehensive  is  it  that  it  abides  as 
ihe  sufficient  pattern  for  every  class,  for  every 
stage,  for  every  variety  of  character,  for  every 
era,  and  every  land,  till  the  end,  and  beyond 
the  end. 


Our  poor  weak  hearts  long  for  a  brother's 
hand  to  hold  us  up,  for  a  brother's  voice  to 
whisper  a  word  of  cheer,  for  a  brother's 
example  to  animate  as  well  as  to  instruct. 
An  abstract  law  of  right  is  but  a  cold  guide, 
like  the  stars  that  shine  keen  in  the  polar 
winter.  It  is  hard  even  to  find  in  the  bare 
thought  of  an  unseen  God  guiding  us  by  His 
unseen  Spirit  within  and  His  unseen  Provi- 
dence without,  the  solidity  and  the  wannth 
which  we  need.  Therefore  we  have  merci- 
fully received  God  manifest  in  the  flesh,  a 
Brother  to  be  our  guide  and  the  Captain  ol 
our  salvation. 

To  Him  then  transfer  all  those  feelings  c( 
confidence  and  affection  too  often  lavished 
on  men.  The  noblest  use  for  the  precious 
ointment  of  love,  which  the  poorest  of  us 
bears  in  the  alabaster -box  of  the  heart,  is  to 
break  it  on  His  bead. 

Thus  loving  and  following  Him,  we  shall 
be  set  free  from  undue  dependence  on  human 
helpers  whilst  they  are  with  us,  from  eager- 
ness to  secure  them,  from  dread  of  losing 
them,  from  despair  when  they  depart.  Per- 
plexities will  disappear.  Duty  will  become 
plain.  Life  will  not  be  a  weary  march  through 
an  unknown  land  where  we  have  to  choose 
our  path  by  our  own  poor  wisdom,  and  death 
is  often  the  penalty  of  a  blunder.  All  oar 
duty  and  joy  lie  in  the  one  command,  "  Fol- 
low mej"  and  if  we  only  ask  Him  to  be 
with  us  "instead  of  eyes,"  and  accept  His 
gentle  leading,  we  shall  not  walk  in  darkness, 
but  may  plunge  into  thickest  night  and  tNe 
most  unknown  land,  assured  that  He  will 
"  lead  us  by  a  right  way  to  the  city  of  hihi- 
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ID  osa  of  Ibe  laut  of  tlxn  at. 


WHERE  is  my  God ?    Can  I  even  now 
Look,  as  the  first  eyes  did  of  old 
In  Eden,  on  His  face?    Oh,  how 

Can  my  love,  to  Himself,  be  told  ? 
Not  yearned  up  through  the  empty  air. 

With  eyes  that  hunger  up  to  trace. 
In  heaven,  our  loving  Father  there, 

And  gaze  upon  His  living  face  ; 
Here,  in  our  every  !ane  and  street, 

Here,  on  our  poor  earth,  soiled  and  dim, 
Walks  He,  man's  living  eyes  to  meet, 

So  I,  to-day,  may  talk  with  Him  ? 


Yes,  in  all  glory  from  His  hand. 

In  all,  to  man,  His  bounty  gives, 
In  all  the  sights  of  sea  and  land, 

In  all  that  lives  their  Maker  lives; 
In  the  blue  softness  of  the  skies. 

In  earth's  dear  greenness  and  delight. 
Through  every  hour.  He  fronts  om  eyes. 

From  all  things  smiles  upon  our  sight. 
Yet  nature  veils  His  visage  ;  we 

To  know  Himthus,  how  often  fail ! 
But  felt  His  presence  thus  can  be  ; 

Oh,  but  to  see  Him  through  no  veil ! 
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And  can  this  be?    Yes,  Lord,  I  know 

Thou  stilt  art  with  us  everyday; 
Thou  meet'st  us  hourly  here  below, 

111  every  cominoii  road  and  way  ; 
He  who  would  see  Thee,  he  has  but 

To  tread  foul  alley,  court,  and  lane. 
In  city  garret,  country  hut, 

For  Thee,  how  can  he  seek  in  vain  ? 
"  Lo,  I  am  with  you  ;  in  My  poor," 

He  cries,  "  for  ever  ye  have  Me  ; 
Wherever  living  souls  endure, 

III  every  wan  face.  Mine  you  see. 

"  Look  you  to  serve  Me  but  above  ? 

Nay,  rather  serve  Me  here  below  ; 
Would  you  on  Me  heap  out  your  love? 

On  want  and  sin  your  love  bestow ; 
Have  I  not  said  it  ?  What  you  do 

To  these,  My  poor,  ye  do  to  Me  ; 
Whatever  here  I  take  from  you 

Sevenfold  returned  to  you  shall  be. 
Doubt  not  if  I  am  here  ;  with  eyes 

Of  mercy  know  Me,  wan  and  pale. 
What !  hear  you  not  My  anguished  cries, 

My  moans  and  sighs  that  never  fail  I  " 

W.  C,  BENNETT.-' 
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THE   MOTHER   OF  ZEBEDEE'S  CHILDREN. 

Bv  THE  Rev.  Bs.  BUTLER,  Head  Mastex  of  Hassow. 

B  to  Htm  the  motlin  of  Zibedaa'i  cbiUnn 


rieht  hud,  and  the  other  on  tba  lift,  ia  tbj  kingdom."— Si.  1 

EVERY  one  must  fee!  a  strong  sympathy 
with  the  mother.  Every  one  must  also 
feel  that  her  request  was  a  wrong  one,  not 
according  to  knowledge.  It  was  the  ambi- 
tion of  a  parent  for  her  children ;  and  the 
ambition  of  parents  for  their  children  is  often, 
as  we  know,  very  short-sighted.  Distinction, 
honour,  popularity,  influence — these  are  often 
the  things  most  coveted.  Suffering  is  in- 
stinctively deprecated.  A  parept  says  in  his 
heart,  or  her  heart,  *■  Oh,  that  my  son  may 
become  powerful  and  famous  ! "  He  forgets 
that  fame  anij  power  are  seldom  honourable 
except  when  purchased  by  some  kind  of 
suffering. 

In  the  case  before  us  try  to  see  the 
mother's  heart.  Jesus  had  taken  her  two 
sons  from  their  ordinary  labours  on  the 
Lake  of  Galilee.  They  were  among  His 
closest  friends.  It  would  not  have  escaped 
her  loving  eye  that,  whenever  He  had  any- 
thing specially  imporUnt  to  do,  they,  with 
Peter,  were  chosen  to  accompany  Him.  She 
must  have  seen  also  their  devotion  to  Him, 
how  this  reverence  told  upon  them,  how 
their  intercourse  with  Him  gave  purpose  to 
their  lives,  calming  their  vehemence,  and 
supplying  an  object  for  their  energy.  And 
then  she  had  heard  Him  often  speak  of  His 
"  kingdom."  He  urged  people  to  repent  be- 
cause the  "  kingdom  of  heaven"  was  at  hand. 
No  doubt  her  thoughts  as  to  this  kingdom 
were  very  vague.  Its  time  and  place  (if 
any),  its  laws,  its  obligations  would  all  be 
unknown  to  her ;  but  one  thing  she  would 
assume :  it  would  have  its  hierarchy,  its 
ranks  of  dignity.  And  who  more  pointed 
out  for  its  chief  places  than  these  her  two 
sons,  so  clearly  the  trusted  friends  of  their 
Master,  and  so  manifestly  possessed  of  those 
gifts  of  fire  and  force  which  are  the  attributes 
of  command  ?  And  so  she  made  her  request, 
and  said  in  her  simplicity  :  "Grant  that  these 
my  two  sons  may  sit,  the  one  on  thy  right 
hand,  and  the  other  on  the  left,  in  thy  king- 
dom." Shehad  not  counted  thecost.  Sheknew 
not  what  were  the  conditions  of  the  primacy 
in  Christ's  service.  She  had  yet  to  learn  that 
he  is  first  in  Christ's  kingdom  who  suffers 


most ;  that  the- post  of  honour  is  the  post  of 
suffering. 

We  are  to-day*  commemorating  the  manner 
in  which  her  prayer  was  granted.  St.  James 
was  the  very  first  of  the  Apostles  who  fell  by 
the  sword  of  persecution.  He  was  executed 
by  the  worthless  Herod,  and  bis  execution 
was  generally  popular.  We  are  expressly  told 
that  "  it  pleased  the  Jews."  This,  then,  was 
what  his  mother  would  have  ^een  could  she, 
as  she  preferred  her  request,  have  lifted  up 
the  veil  of  the  not  distant  future.  The  son  of 
whom  she  was  so  proud  was  in  a  few  months 
to  become  despised  and  hated  in  the  great 
city  of  Jerusalem ;  and  then  the  king,  who 
pandered  to  Jewish  bigotry,  would  send  him 
to  a  rebel's  death. 

Whether  she  lived  to  see  this  fulfilment  of 
her  petition  we  donot  know.  One  thing  I  think 
we  may  say  with  confidence.  If  she  did,  if 
she  lived  to  give  her  son  burial,  it  was  not  as 
she  stood  beside  his  mangled  remains  that 
she  felt  less  proud  of  his  career,  or  com- 
plained that  her  prayer  for  his  fame  had  been 
misheard.  The  Death  and  the  Resurrection  of 
Christ,  the  work  already  achieved  by  her 
sons  and  the  Aposdes  generally,  must  have 
given  her  fresh  notions  of  the  kingdom  of 
heaven,  and  made  her  understand,  as  she 
never  understood  before,  the  true  scutcheon 
of  its  nobles. 

And  what  was  this  ?  We  will  remind  our- 
selves of  it  by  the  words  of  our  Master  Him- 
self, and  then  we  will  go  on  to  ask  whether 
those  words  have  a  voice  for  our  hearts  at 
this  place,  at  this  crisis  of  our  lives,  and  on 
this  day.  "  Whosoever  will  be  great  among 
you,  let  him  be  your  minister :  and  whoso- 
ever will  be  chief  among  you,  let  him  be  your 
servant :  even  as  the  Son  of  Man  came  not 
to  be  ministered  unto,  but  to  minister,  and 
to  give  his  life  a  ransom  for  many." 

"  IVhosoever  will  be  great  among  you,  let  h'tin 
he  your  minuter."  That  is  the  truth  tliat  1 
would  urge  you  all  to  take  to  heart.  This  is 
the  true  teaching  of  life  at  a  Public  School. 
Whoever  among  us  understands  this  best  is 
the  best  educated,  and  has  the  best  claim  to 
■  St.  j.iii»'i  D.r,  Jrfy  a^*-,     ,  ^ 
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be  thankful  for  the  years  which  he  has  spent 
among  us. 

Ask  yourselves  whether  it  has  become  a 
part  of  your  nature  to  believe  in  this  greatest 
of  all  school  lessons. 

In  the  Chapel  of  Eton  College  there  is  one 
memorial  which  always  seems  to  me  to  have 
3  peculiar  interest  and  even  sacredness.  It  is 
the  monument  erected  by  Arthur,  Duke  of 
Wellington,  to  his  eldest  brother,  d>e  famous 
Marquess  Wellesley,  one  of  the  most  brilliant 
of  classical  scholars,  and,  perhaps,  the  proud- 
est and  most  imperial  of  all  England's  pro- 
consuls at  Calcutta.  The  inscription  is  the 
composition  of  the  dead  man  himself.  During 
his  hfetime,  his  affection  to  Eton  had  been 
unbounded.  It  was  his  desire  to  record  it 
even  in  his  death.  In  graceful  Latin  lines 
he  declares  what  he  owes  to  this  nursing 
mother.  Their  general  purport  may  be 
given  as  follows  : — 

"To  follow  |Cr«AtaeavithaapremBde<irC| 
The  praudtit  peaki  of  glory  to  admire. 

Such  were  tli«  leuou  that  I  learned  from  tbu  I " 

Whenever  I  think  of  these  lines,  and  then 
compare  them  with  those  words  of  Christ  of 
which  we  are  now  speaking,  "  Whosoever 
will  be  greatest  among  you,  let  him  be  your 
minister,"  it  always  seems  to  me  (hat  we  see 
at  once  the  resemblance  and  the  difference 
between  the  old  and  the  new  ideal  of  a  Public 
School  education.  The  first  is  not  false — 
God  forbid — but  it  is  not  yet  Christian.  It 
is  "  not  far  from  the  kingdom  of  God,"  but 
it  has  not  yet  entered  in.  It  ts  an  ideal  that 
might  have  satisfied  Pericles  or  Cicero.  It 
is  not  an  ideal  which  can  satisfy  those  who 
have  ever  really  stood  thoughtfully  at  the 
foot  of  Calvary  and  said  to  themselves, 
"  There  is  He,  there  is  the  true  Son  of  Man 
into  whose  Name  I  have  been  baptized." 

Those  who  care  for  you,  brethren,  can- 
not but  offer  up  wishes  for  your  welfare. 
To-day  we  cannot  doubt  that,  whether  here 
or  in  distant  homes  which  you  are  so  soon  to 
see,  these  wishes  are  more  than  ordinarily 
intense.  They  have  long  since  passed  into 
prayer.  They  must  surely  include  the  hope 
that,  whatever  your  future — whether  you  are 
to  shine  or  not,  to  live  quiet  unknown  lives, 
or  lives  eitposed  to  the  full  glare  of  publicity 
— you  may  devote  your  powers  to  Almighty 
God  and  to  the  welfare  of  those  about  you. 
If  the  wishes  of  parents  and  older  friends  do 
not  soar  as  high  as  this,  they  are  indeed  sadly 
unworthy.  Parents  and  older  friends  have 
much  to  answer  for  if  they  allow  any  one  to 
think  that,  if  he  prospers,  as  the  world  counts 
prosperity,  they  will  be  satisfied.    The  error 


of  the  mother  of  Zebedee's  children  was 
not  of  this  vulgar  kind.  Little  as  she  had 
yet  risen  to  the  measure  of  the  stature  of 
the  fulness  of  Christ,  she  knew  at  least  that 
to  sit  on  His  right  hand  and  on  His  left 
must  imply  pre-eminence  in  something  noble 
and  elevated.  But  woe  to  us  elders  if, 
by  our  coldness  and  worldliness,  we  ever 
allow  the  young  to  believe  that  our  hopes  for 
their  welfare  are  bounded  by  earth  I  To  do 
this  would  be  to  lie  to  God,  and  to  forge 
snare  upon  snare  for  them ;  and  the  best 
among  them  would  be  most  in  danger  of  find- 
ing the  snare,  for  the  time  at  least,  irresistible- 
Let  me  show  you  what  I  mean  in  the 
words  of  a  remarkable  noao*  whose  charac- 
ter had  a  stiange  fascination  for  the  young. 
He  was  a  great  believer  in  youth.  He  gave 
it  credit  for  daring  faith  and  inexhauslible 
generosity.  He  is  tracing  in  thought  the  life- 
drama  of  many  a  young  man  whom  he  has 
loved  and  influenced.  "  Full,"  he  says,  "  of 
eager  confidence  and  pride,  the  young  man 
starts  on  his  career.  His  pure  heart  throbs  re- 
sponsive to  every  generous  emotion.  What 
obstacles  shall  stop  his  course?  Danger  is 
inviting  at  his  age :  the  joys  of  triumph  and 
glory,  which  every  man,  at  the  outset  of  his 
career,  believes  so  easily  won,  are  his  goal. 
Suflering  itself  is  not  without  a  certain  charm 
for  youth.  He  rushes  onward,  through  im- 
pulse, not  through  the  energy  of  a  well-pon- 
dered determination ;  spurred  along  by  hope, 
not  by  the  sense  of  a  duty  imposed  by  faith ; 
because  he  believes  in  himself,  not  because 
he  believes  in  God  and  His  holy  law  of  labour 
and  sacrifice.  Still  he  goes  onward,  espous- 
ing the  cause  of  the  oppressed,  and  revolting 
against  injustice.  He  protests,  if  not  in  the 
name  of  truth,  in  the  name  of  his  own  dignity, 
against  the  phantoms,  the  gigantic  lies,  which 
encumber  his  route.  Later  on,  his  energy  re- 
laxes, his  step  hesitates.  He  had  expected 
danger,  but  he  had  dreamed  of  a  brilliant 
danger,  a  deadly  struggle.  Instead  of  this 
he  has  found  inertia,  that  passive  resistance 
which  exhausts  but  kills  not ;  the  mocking 
smile  of  the  sceptic,  the  indifference  of  the 
unintelligent  many,  where  he  had  expected 
to  meet  the  savage  cry  of  hatred.  He  had 
strength  enough  to  endure  the  martyrdom  of 
the  body,  but  not  that  martyrdom  of  the 
soul,  constant  and  barren  disappointment. 
He  has  no  futh  to  guide  his  steps.  The  men 
around  him  have  no  faith.    His  imprudent 

•  1  quote  from  Rlaaini'i  Worki,  vol.  vi.  op.  47—54.  Kokb 
I'mora  ardent  bdiern'm  God,  io  «i«clU«,  and  in  k1.- 
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mother  has  murmured  in  his  ear,  Be  happy  ! 
His  father  has  said  to  him,  Be  rieh  !  Rich 
and  happy !  Why  should  he  not  be  so  ? 
Why  should  he  be  self-devoted  to  unhappi- 
ness  for  a  world  incapable  of  appreciating 
his  sacrifice?  This  is  the  beginning  of  his 
temptation.  If  he  yield  to  it,  he  becomes 
either  a  misanthrope  or  a  selfish  egotist." 

"  Alas,"  he  continues,  "  how  many  souls 
dear  to  my  heart  have  not  I  seen  reach  this 
point!  How  many  young  men  have  I  not 
hailed  at  the  commencement  of  their  career, 
glowing  with  enthusiasm  and  full  of  the 
poetry  of  great  enterprises,  whom  I  see  to- 
day precocious  old  men,  with  the  wrinkles  of 
cold  calculation  on  their  brow;  calling  them- 
selves/rw^ww  illusion  when  they  are  only 
disheartened,  and  practical  when  they  are 
only  commonplace  !  And  how  many  of  them 
might  have  been  saved,  if,  at  the  first  develop- 
ment of  their  intelligence,  their  mothers, 
instead  of  saying  to  them,  Be  happy  I  had 
said  to  them,  Be  good  and  pure;  if  their 
fathers,  instead  of  sajHng  to  them.  Be  rich  ! 
had  said  to  them,  Be  strong,  know  how  ' 
suffer  !  There  is  no  treasure  equal  to  a  tran- 
quil conscience." 

I  have  borrowed  this  eloquent  language  of 
a  lay  writer  and  a  foreigner,  because  it  seemed 
to  me  to  express,  in  non-Biblical  language, 
precisely  the  Christian  thought  which  I  am 
so  anxious  to  leave  with  you  as  Harrow's 
farewell  legacy — the  thought  of  ministering  to 
Others;  al  labouring  on  for  others,  with  or 
without  acknowledgment,  as  the  best  way  for 
an  English  gentleman  to  follow  Christ,  and 
rise  to  honour  in  Christ's  kingdom.  I  cannot 
deny  myself  the  pleasure  of  adding  yet  a  few 
more  words  from  the  same  writer.  He  is 
evidently  giving  his  own  experience,  though 
he  puts  it  into  another's  mouth.  "  I,  too,  have 
suffered;  I,  too,  have  found  life  bitter;  but 
God,  love,  and  my  faith  in  duty  have  saved 
me.  To  me  also  men  h&ve  appeared  wicked 
and  d^raded ;  but  was  not  this  an  added  rea- 
son to  endeavour,  at  all  risks,  to  make  them 
better  ?  When  I  found  myself  ready  to  fail, 
ready  to  sink  under  isolation  and  suffering,  I 
thought  of  other  sufferings ;  of  the  child  of 
the  people  tormented  by  poverty  and  misery, 
and  deprived  of  the  life  ol  the  soul ;  of  genius 
misunderstood  ;  of  nations  enslaved  ;  of  those 
who  have  died  for  them  with  a  smile  on  their 
lips ;  of  Jesus  on  the  Cross,  breathing  words 
of  forgiveness, — and  I  went  on  my  way  again. 
1  have  suffered,  but  I  am  calm.  Faith  in  the 
future  and  in  God^this  is  enough  for  the 
few  days  given  to  us." 

Yes  I  and  this  is  the  lesson  for  St,  James's 


Day.  But  few  days  were  given  to  the  ardent 
Apostle,  and  then  his  mother's  prayer  nas 
heard,  and  his  own  aspiration  was  fulfilled. 
Earlier  than  either  expected,  but  not  too 
early  for  God's  holy  purpose,  he  drank  his 
Master's  cup,  he  was  baptized  with  the  bap- 
tism with  which  his  Master  had  been  baptized. 

In  bringing  before  you  his  example,  and 
reading  to  you  the  passage  which  you  have 
just  heard,  we  have  taken  a  lofty  ideal.  We 
have  assumed  that  you  all  wish  to  go  foilh 
from  us  to  live  Christian  lives,  and  to  do 
Christian  work  in  a  Christian  spirit.  If  aw 
one  says  to  himself  in  secret,  "That  is  tiM 
my  wish  or  my  intention.  As  soon  as  I  am 
my  own  master  I  intend  to  enjoy  life,  and  lo 
make  the  most  of  society ; "  if,  I  say,  anybod)- 
speaks  thus  to  himself,  we  will  pass  hini  by. 
Nothing  that  we  can  say  would  do  him  good. 
He  has  failed  to  learn  what  Harrow  had  to 
teach  him.  Some  other  teaching,  the  teach' 
ing  of  shame  or  of  sorrow,  may  hereafter  be 
more  successful. 

We  speak  the  language  of  hope  and  faiih. 
To-day  at  least  we  will  speak  none  lo^". 
We  believe  and  assume  that  you  do  desire  to 
continue  Christ's  servants.  What  else  was 
meant  by  that  lai^e,  that  happy  gatheriDg 
round  the  Lord's  Table  ?  Surely  it  meaot  for 
all  of  us  a  re-consecration  of  ourselves  to  all 
that  Christ  honours,  and  a  re-assertion  of  our 
disownment  of  all  that  He  disowns. 

Wc  will  not  seek  after  selfish  distinctioo. 
We  will  not  spend  indolent  lives  in  amassing 
personal  comfort.  We  will  not  swell  the 
ranks  of  our  idle  gentry.  We  will  not  r«t 
wholly  ignorant  of  what  is  passing  in  the 
minds  of  the  poor.  We  will  not  confronl 
their  class-prejudice  with  a  far  less  excusable 
class-prejudice  of  our  own.  We  will  not  *ait 
to  support  a  cause  till  it  is  popular.  Ifil  be 
good,  we  will  support  it  when  it  is  weak,  and 
when  support  is  valuable.  In  our  collegt, 
our  regiment,  our  profession,  our  village,  our 
town,  our  family,  we  will  have  couslanil)' 
before  us  the  Christian  ideal,  "even  as  the 
Son  of  Man  came  not  to  be  ministered  unto, 
but  to  minister,  and  to  give  His  life  a  ransom 
for  many."  This  great  maxim  we  will,  Owl 
helping  us,  make  it  our  life's  business  ta 
translate  into  act.  It  belongs  to  no  profes- 
sion— not  to  the  clergyman  more  than  to  ihc 
layman,  not  to  the  man  more  than  to  ihe 
woman.  Many  of  you,  thank  God,  ha«' 
learnt  it  here  at  school.  Yon  came  lo  us 
thinking  mainly  of  yourselves.  You  leaw 
us  thinking  not  a  little  for  otheis.  It  has  be- 
come a  part  of  your  trained  instincts  to  thini; 
and  to  plan  how  otjiera^^qi^y^  K  ,licnefited. 
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May  this  pari  of  your  training  be  the  most 
permanent,  as  it  is  certainly  the  most  pre- 
cious of  all !  May  it  stand  by  you  now  in 
the  days  of  your  strength  and  your  hopes, 
growing  with  your  growth,  unchilled  by  the 
ingratitude  of  others,  unchecked  even    by 


your  own  mistakes  I  And  then  we  need  not 
invoke  God's  blessing  upon  you,  for  it-  is 
already  yours.  Never  is  the  blessing  of  God 
more  truly  with  us  than  when  He  enables  us 
to  see  the  grandeur  of  Jesus  Christ's  example, 
"  I  am  among  you  as  he  that  serveth." 


SUNDAY  MORNING. 

"  Tbal  I  nuj  behold  lie  beiBtr  of  tbeXotd." 

/^H,  let  me  see  Thy  beauty,  Lord, 
^'^     As  I  have  seen  before ; 
And  by  Thy  beauty  kindle  me 
To  iove  'lliee  and  adore. 

1'is  easy  when  with  simple  mind 

Thy  loveliness  I  see, 
To  consecrate  myself  afresh 

To  duty  and  to  Thee. 

My  every  feverish  mood  is  cooled 

And  gone  is  every  load, 
When  I  can  lose  the  love  of  self, 

And  find  the  love  of  God. 

*Tis  by  Thy  loveliness  we're  won 
To  home  and  Thee  again, 

And  as  we  are  Thy  children  true 
We  are  more  truly  men. 

Yes,  it  is  coming  to  ourselves 

To  come  alone  to  Thee ; 
The  bondage  of  Thy  loveliness 

Is  perfect  liberty. 

So,  Lord,  we  come  to  ask  ag^i 
What  Thou  hast  often  given, 

The  feeling  of  that  loveliness 
Which  is  the  life  of  heaven. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

MEANWHILE,  at  Milbeach,  Mary  was 
quietly  learning  her  sad  lesson.  Afler 
the  first  crushing  blow — the  first  bitterness 
of  finding  that  her  brother  was  hopelessly 
blind — she  immediately  set  to  work  to  do 
all  she  could  to  alleviate  his  sufi'ering,  and 
did  not  allow  herself  to  repine  even  for  a 
moment ;  and,  as  she  had  promised,  she  was 
as  eyes  to  him.  She  led  him  about,  read 
to  him,  wrote  for  him,  described  all  she  could 
see  of  landscape,  flower,  or  foim,  till  the 
sadness  passed  from  his  face  and  a  serene 
peacefulness  settled  there. 

Sut  when  Mary  and  Nicholas  had  spent 
three  months  at  Milbeach,  they  began  to  talk 
of  future  plans.  It  was  mid-November,  and 
one  of  those  bright  days  with  which  late 
summer  takes  its  farewell,  as  if  to  remind 
men  of  past  joys.  The  sun  shone  on  the 
■  rosy  leaves  of  the  cherry,  and  made  to  glisten 
a  thousand  diamond  drops  on  the  hedges, 
and  ten  thousand  gossamer  threads  on  which 
they  were  strung  like  beads.  Michaelmas 
daisies  and  farewell  summers  had  it  all  their 
own  way  in  the  little  garden.  The  gayer 
beauties  of  the  season  had  faded,  and  these 
homely  and  sturdy  flowers  alone  remained, 
like  faithful  friends  who  feared  not  adversity. 
Mary  and  Nicholas  having  just  returned  from 
a  walk,  had  sat  down  to  rest  upon  the  seat 
where  Mary  had  been  sitting  when  Joe's  letter 
had  reached  her. 

"  I  could  be  content,  Mary,"  said  Nicholas ; 
"  for  myself  I  am,  only  that  I  feel  the  burden 
of  uselessness.  If  I  could  only  take  a  part, 
if  ever  so  humble,  in  the  Master's  work,  I 
should  have  nothing  to  wish." 

"  I  have  been  thinking,"  said  Maiy,  "  that 
there  is  no  reason,  now  your  health  is 
restored,  why  you  should  not  return  to  your 
cure." 

"  I,  Mary — what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  1  will  be  eyes  to  you,"  said  Mary  gaily. 
"  I  will  go  with  you  to  all  your  people,  and 
the  message  of  a  blind  man  will  come  with 
especial  force,  and  his  visits  be  welcomed. 
You  know  how  they  love  you,  and  they  will 
Jove  you  the  more  now  you  have  lost  your 
sight  in  their  service.  You  shall  dictate  your 
sermons  to  me,  and  I  will  write  them ;  and 
with  your  good  memory  you  will  easily  learn 
them  by  heart.    The  services,  too,  soon  you  | 


would  learn,  and  you  would  not  have  the 
distractions  which  sight  offers,  so  that  your 
prayers  would  be  the  more  Intense  and  the 
more  devout." 

"  Mary,"  replied  Nicholas,  as  tears  fell 
from  his  sightless  eyes,  "  do  you  really  mean 
this?  Can  it  be  possible  that  usefulness  is 
still  open  to  me?" 

"  Quite  possible,  and  I  assure  you  it  is  no 
sudden  thought  of  mine.  In  addition  to  this, 
you  must  have  a  practical  and  active  curate, 
and  I  believe  the  work  even  of  poor  St.  Cy- 
prian's can  be  carried  on." 

"Thank  Godl"  said  Nicholas.  "I  had 
never  dared  to  hope  this.  You  are  my  better 
angel,  Mary,  I  will  take  courage  and  work" 
"  Yes,  and  I  will  write  to  your  bishop  for 
you,  and  I  know  he  will  only  too  gladly 
agree  to  your  returning  if  it  is  your  wish. 
The  streets  are  not  paved  with  gold,"  she 
added,  smiling,  "and  there  would  not  be  many 
claimants  for  the  living  if  you  resigned  it. 
We  can  just  live  in  a  frugal  way,  Nicholas, as 
neither  of  us  cares  for  luxury  or  for  excite- 
So  it  was  settled,  and  shortly  after  Mary  and 
her  brother  returned  to  St.  Cyprian's  Vicar- 
age, Goody  offered  to  give  up  her  cottage 
to  a  sister  who  wished  for  it,  and  to  come 
and  keep  house  for  them.  And  Mary  never 
shrank  from  her  task,  but  where  her  brother 
went  she  went — in  and  out  and  among  their 
poor  neighbours  they  went  liand-in-hand, 
bearing  messages  of  comfort  and  sympathy 
to  all  who  needed  it  And  it  was  a  touching 
sight  to  see  that  fair  young  girl  devoting  her- 
self with  such  self- forge  tfuln  ess  to  lead  about 
the  blind  brother. 

His  sermons  had  a  peculiar  impress tveness 
as  he  stood  with  sighdess  eyes,  a  calm  coun- 
tenance, and  folded  hands,  and  uttered  his 
message.  At  first  many  amongst  his  heaters 
shed  tears,  and  they  always  seemed  to  listen 
with  reverence  and  attention. 

There  is  a  letter  from  Joe,"  said  Mary 
day  to  her  brother.  "  I  will  read  it  you- 
s  long  since  we  have  had  news  from 
OakhursL  It  is  nearly  six  months  since 
Lois  married.  I  wonder  how  the  joint  house- 
hold gets  on  ?  I  never  liked  the  raarriagCr 
and  I  have  always  a  fear  that  Lois  sacrificed 
herself  for  the  good  of  the  family.  There 
was  something  strange  about  the  whole 
matter," 
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"I  hope  not,"  said  Nicholas;  "that 
would  be  very  sad.  People  with  very  sen- 
sitive consciences  sometimes  get  entan- 
gled in  that  way,  when  they  have  no  one 
to  advise  them.  But  the  comfort  in  such 
cases  is,  that  if  God  surely  brings  good  out 
of  evil  to  those  that  love  Him,  He  will  even 
more  surely  bring  good  out  of  good  inten- 
tions, however  mistaken  they  may  be,  even 
if  for  a  time  they  may  seem  to  fail  of  their 
purpose." 

"  Dear  Mr.  Nicholas, — My  Uncle  Joe 
is  dead.  He  was  the  kindest  friend  I  ever 
had,  and  it  has  been  a  great  sorrow  to  me. 
He  has  left  the  mill,  not  to  me,  as  every  one 
expected,  but  to  my  brother  Mike  in  Aus- 
t;aiia,  upon  conditions  that  he  returns  at 
once,  works  it,  and  never  sells  it.  To  me 
he  has  lef^  a  sufhcient  sum  of  money  to  send 

me  to  be  trained  for  a  deacon  at .     He 

knew  it  had  been  my  great  desire,  and  he 
has  provided  for  its  fulfilment.  The  training 
lasts  two  years,  and  then  I  wish — if  I  may  be 
allowed  so  great  a  privilege — to  be  placed 
under  you,  and  to  work  for  you,  and  with 
you  and  your  people  all  my  life." 

Mary  fell  back  in  her  chair,  and  for  a  few 
minutes  could  not  speak — this  unexpected 
act  of  devotion  affected  her  so  deeply. 

"  At  home,  I  fear,  things  are  not  going  on 
well,  but  I  cannot  return.  I  could  not  be 
there  without  interfering,  and  I  should  not 
be  allowed  to  interfere.  I  am  afraid  to  think 
of  what  the  end  of  it  all  must  be. 

"  With    dutiful    remembrances     to    Miss 
Greville,  I  am  your  grateful  and  devoted, 
"Joe  Lockwood." 

Neither  Mary  nor  Nicholas  spoke  for  a 
few  minutes.    Then  Nicholas  said— 

"  How  strange !  and  how  beautiful !  If 
we  leamt  not  to  be  anxious  our  way  is  made 
plainer  than  we  by  all  our  fretting  could 
make  it.  What  a  true-hearted,  noble  fellow 
Joe  is  I  It  is  no  vulgar  ambition  to  raise 
himself  into  another  sphere  that  prompts 
him  to  take  this  step,  but  an  earnest  wish  to 
take  even  the  lowest  place  among  those  who 
ore  working  for  the  Master,  and  to  do  a  little 
good  among  his  brethren  who  are  gone  out 
of  the  way." 

CHAPTER  X. 

SouB  natures  imbibe  more  readily  than 
others  the  lesson  of  faith.  But  even  to 
these  more  favoured  temperaments  the  lesson 
is  hfe-long;  and  it  is  only  after  many  a 
year    of  toiling,   climbing,  and    travelling. 


many  a  day  of  burden-bearing,  and  night  of 
watching,  that  we  reach  a  sufficient  height  to 
look  back  and  see  the  way  by  which  we 
have  travelled.  Then,  indeed,  we  can  often 
trace  the  Divine  purpose  in  all  His  deahngs 
with  us,  but  not  till  then.  God  does  not 
explain  Himself  till  He  sees  fit,  and  not  until 
our  faith  has  yielded  itself  entirely  to  His 
will. 

It  was  because  of  poorLois's  inexperience, 
therefore,  that  she  looked  for  the  immediate 
results  of  her  act  of  devotion.  She  thought 
prosperity  would  be  restored  to  her  home, 
and  that  Tom  would  go  on  improving  until 
she  would  have  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  him 
quite  a  reformed  character.  It  was  a  very 
natural  hope,  but  destined  to  be  disap- 
pointed, as  after  a  very  few  weeks  she  saw 
too  plainly. 

It  was  true  the  arrangement  was  made 
about  the  land,  labourers  were  engaged,  and 
money  for  a  time  seemed  to  be  plentiful. 
But  Tom  soon  made  it  known  that  he 
was  ta  be  master,  and  that  everything  was 
to  be  done  in  his  own  way.  Poor  old 
Lockwood  was  pushed  aside,  and  treated 
disrespectfully  as  a  dotard.  Then  Tom  was 
very  exacting.  Everythiijg  was  to  be  done 
for  his  comfort  and  pleasure,  while  the  how 
and  the  whence  such  things  were  to  come 
he  never  studied.  The  Lockwood  family 
had  always  lived  in  a  strict  abhorrence  of 
debt ;  what  they  could  not  pay  for  they  did 
not  have ;  but  Tom  laughed  at  such  notions. 
He  went  from  one  shop  to  another  at  the 
market  town,  ordered  finery  for  Lois  she 
would  not  wear,  and  wines  and  delicacies  for 
the  table,  of  which  no  one  partook  but  him- 
self. 

They  had  been  married  about  two  months, 
however,  before  the  greatest  shock  Lois  had 
yet  received  overtook  her.  Tom  had  been 
espedally  trying  that  morning.  He  had 
laughed  at  her  dear,  good  old  father;  re- 
minded her  that  he  had  "  let  himself  down  a 
peg,"  as  he  expressed  it,  when  he  married 
her;  and  sneered  at  her  " over-righleous- 
ness  "  when  she  begged  him  to  pay  for  the 
things  he  bad  bought  for  her,  and  to  bring 
her  no  more. 

He  went  off  to  market  in  a  very  ill- 
humour,  just  at  the  last  minute  telEng  Alice 
to  get  ready  and  go  with  him,  for  all  the 
Other  womenfolk  were  too  prudish  and  too 
stupid  to  be  any  company.  Lois  was  vexed 
with  Alice  for  going,  but  repeated  her  charge 
to  her,  "Don't  let  Tom  buy  anything  more, 
but  do  get  him  to  pay  off  some  of  the  bills." 

She  cried  quietly.in   )he  ^^tjqijr,  u\^ 
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garden  for  a  little  while,  not  long ;  she  had 
too  brave  a  spirit  to  dwell  on  her  own  sorrows 
selfishly.  It  was  the  arbour  in  which  she 
and  her  sisters  liad  spent  so  many  happy 
hours,  making  feasts  of  currants  and  straw- 
berries on  cabbage  leaves  with  their  dolls, 
holding  birthday  festivals  there  as  long  as 
they  could  remember.  It  was  to  this  ar.bour 
they  always  went  when  any  important  family 
council  was  held,  or  any  piece  of  important 
news  had  to  be  imparted.  It  was  now  the 
place  where  Lois  went  to  weep  unseen  over 
the  secret  and  early  sorrons  of  her  married 
life.  She  took  pains  afterwards  to  bathe  her 
tear-swollen  face,  and  to  assume  a  cheerful 
manner,  flattering  herself  that  no  one  saw 
how  miserable  she  was.  But  a  mother's  eye 
is  not  easily  deceived,  and  poor  Mrs.  I/)ck- 
wood's  heart  ached  as  she  saw  the  change  in 
her  daughter— -a  change,  in  a  few  months, 
from  a  light-hearted  child  lo  a  heavy-hearted 
woman.  Here  and  there  she  dropped  a  com- 
forting, soothing  word;  but  she  as  yet  thought 
it  wise  not  to  spealc  to  a  woman  of  so  sacred 
a  grief  as  that  of  the  faults  of  a  husband 
against  his  wife. 

The  day  passed  away  in  busy  household 
occupation,  and  still  Tom  and  Alice  did  not 
return.  Then  evening  came,  and  even  night. 
Tom  usually  returned  about  four  o'clock,  so 
that  it  was  the  more  strange.  Old  Mr. 
Lockwood  had  not  gone  that  day;  indeed, 
no  one  could  help  noticing  that  the  old  man 
was  far  from  being  happy.  He  spoke  little, 
and  avoided  the  family  sitting-room,  which 
was  the  big  oak-panelled  hall,  with  its  large 
chimney  comers  and  deep-set  windows,  and 
which  was  half-kitchen,  half-parlour. 

"  I  wish  I  had  not  let  Alice  go,"  said  Mrs. 
Lockwood,  as  she  and  Lois  sat  up  late  into 
the  night  after  the  rest  of  the  household  had 
gone  to  bed.  "  It  is  a  cold,  raw  night,  and 
she  will  get  her  cough  back;  I  fear,  too,  it  is 
raining." 

Just  then  the  wind  howled  in  the  chimney, 
and  rain  and  hail  pattered  wildly  against  the 
window. 

Lois  lifted  up  a  white  face  from  her  needle- 
work, and  said  in  a  constrained  tone — 

"  What  do  you  think  can  have  happened, 
mother?" 

"  I  can  only  hope,  child,  that  they  have 
been  persuaded  to  stay  with  some  of  Alice's 
friends,  the  Townsends  at  Lowthorp,  or 
perhaps  at  Mrs.  MacMichael's ;  but  it  is  very 
thoughtless  of  them  both," 

Tears  were  now  rolling  rapidly  down  Lois' 
cheeks,  but  she  bent  even  more  busily  ove 
her  work.    She  had  vague  fears  that  some 


diing  more  sad  was  in  store  for  her  than  such 
a  solution  of  the  question. 

"  I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills, 
from  whence  cometh  my  help.  My  hope 
is  in  the  Lord  who  hath  made  heaven  and 
earth,"  read  Mrs.  Lockwood  from  the  big 
book  open  before  her.  "  God  is  a  refuge  and 
strength,  a  very  present  help  in  trouble." 

Swoop  went  the  wind  round  the  house; 
crack  and  creak  went  the  great  pines  close  by ; 
patter  went  the  rain  against  the  windows. 

"  What  a  night  for  them  to  be  out ! "  said 
the  mother. 

"  I  thought  I  heard  a  noise,"  said  Lois, 
starting  up ;  "  yes,  surely  those  are  carriage 
wheels  1  Come,  mother ;  I  hear  Tom's 
voice." 

Yes,  surely  ;  and  so  it  was.  The  gig 
drove  furiously  up  to  the  front  door,  and,  as 
Lois  opened  it,  a  wild  blast  put  out  the 
candle  and  swept  through  the  house,  bang- 
ing doors  and  shaking  windows.  Alice 
sprang  out  and  ran  into  her  mother's  arms ; 
but  Tom  tumbled  out,  and  Lois  at  a  glance 
saw  her  terrible  fear  realised.  He  tottered 
towards  the  door,  and  then  fell  into  a  chair 
with  a  horrible  laugh. 

"  Oh,  mother  1  oh,  mother ! "  said  Alice 
hysterically,  "  I  will  never  go  out  with  Tom 
again.  .  It  has  been  so  dreadful !  I  have 
been  so  bitteriy  shamed.  There,  look  at 
him !  He  was  not  fit  to  drive  home,  and 
yet  he  stopped  at  some  dreadful  friends  of 
his,  who  made  him  take  more,  and  I  only 
wonder  we  have  ever  reached  home." 

Tom  only  uttered  some  inarticulate  re- 
monstrance, and  lay  helpless.  But  Lots 
took  in  the  position  at  once,  and,  throwing 
a  cloak  over  her,  siie  led  the  horse  round 
to  the  stable,  unharnessed  it  and  fed  it, 
locked  up  the  stable,  and  returned  to  the 
miserable  object  she  had  to  call  her  husband. 
Who  can  describe  the  honor  and  misery 
of  Lois  as  she  led  the  wretched  man  to  his 
room  and  helped  him  into  his  bed,  aJl  with- 
out a  word  of  reproach,  but  such  as  was 
conveyed  by  her  sad  white  face?  Then  she 
went  to  her  mother,  who  was  comforting 
Alice,  and  fell  sobbing  into  her  arms. 

She  slept  a  few  hours  by  Alice's  side,  only 
to  dream  troublous  dreams,  and  the  next 
morning  to  awake  to  the  horrors  of  her  Situa- 
tion ;  for,  having  once  returnal  to  his  former 
habits,  and  having  once  disgraced  himself '" 
his  wife's  eyes,  Tom  seemed  to  have  lost  the 
only  check  upon  his  vicious  habits.  Tu« 
scene  of  that  one  night  was  often  repeated, 
and  a  consequent  downward  course  ^'^ 
begun,  which  threatened  the  graves!  results. 
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money  enongh  and  to  spaie,  he  had  frittered 
it  away  with  his  low  companions,  to  whom 
he  had  returned. 

It  was  the  23rd  of  June,  and  breakfaat- 
time — no  longer  the  cheerful  meal  it  had 
been  before  trouble  came  upon  the  family. 
Old  Lockwood  came  in  with  a  harassed  face 
and  a  restless  maDner,  dressed  for  market, 
and  Lois  busied  hoself  at  the  table,  preparing 
the  bowls  of  bread-and-milk  which  formed 
the  customary  family  repast. 

"  I  say,  mother,"  said  the  old  m^n  sharply, 
not  noticing  Lois  in  his  eagerness,  "  there  is 
strange  news  afloat.  I  have  Just  met  Parker 
at  the  gate.  He  tells  me  Booth  is  gone  to 
tl*  dogs — is  bankrupt,  in  fact."  Lois  stood 
qaite  stil],  aod  the  knife  dropped  from  her 
hand  "  H^'s  good  aolhority,  for  he's  in  at  the 
great  fious^  and  he  was  up  there  last  night, 
and^ety  ono  was  talking  of  it" 

"  IPi  only  idle  rumour,  perhaps,"  said  Mrs. 
Lockwood,  bringing  forward  a  hope  she  did 
not  herself  dare  to  indulge. 

"I  fear  not,"  said  Lockwood;  "I  shall 
soon  know,  though)  at  market.  And  if  it's 
true,"  he  said  irritably,  "we're  done  for. 
Not  that  things  could  be  much  worse  than 
they  are.  The  place  must  be  sold,  the  girls 
must  go  out  and  get  their  living,  and  I  must 
hire  myself  out  as  a  daily  labourer,  if  anyone 
will  have  me."  And  he  laughed  a  bitter 
laugh.  "  No,  child,  no  breakfast  for  me,"  he 
said,  as  Lois,  with  tear-streaming  face,  brought 
him  his  accnstomed  bowl  of  bread-and-milk. 
"GiVtf'oM  a  drink  of  water  and  a  crust  of 
bread,     I'm  too  fevered  to  eat." 

Lois  obeyed,  and  then  silenUy  fetched  her 
father's  marketing-books,  his  stick,  and  his 
best  hat,  and  held  them  till  he  was  ready  to 
mount  his  big  black  mare,  which  he  always 
rode  on  those  occasions. 

"  Maybe  if  11  be  for  the  last  time,"  he  said, 
as  he  took  them  from  her  hand ;  but  then, 
Doddng  her  very  sad  looks,  he  added,  "Don't 
fret,  lass ;  it's  no  fault  of  thine.  IVe  been  to 
blame,  if  any  one ;  but  God  knows  I  didn't 
mean  to  bring  sorrow  on  thy  young  head. 
Here,  kiss  thy  old  father,  child ;  and  go  to 
thy  mother,  Lois ;  she'll  teach  thee  best  how 
to  see  the  Lord's  hand  in  it," 

Lois  did  go  to  her  mother,  and  the  two 
women  talked  together  an  hour  or  more  before 
the  day's  work  began ;  for  things  had  come 
to  this  pass,  that  Tom  was  rarely  sober,  and 
the  day  before  he  had  left  home  angry  and 
had  not  returned.  He  was  angry  because 
Lola  had  explained  to  him  the  ruin  he  was 
bringing  on  them  all,  and  entreated  him  to 
leare   his  bad  companions  and  return  to 


honest  ways.  He  had  gone  off,  saying  he 
was  sick  of  the  whole  affair,  and  he  couldn't 
stand  being  lectured  as  he  was  by  the  whole 
Lockwood  family.  Lois  might  bry  how  she 
could  do  without  him,  for  he  meant  to  show 
her  that  he  could  do  without  her.  Lois  had 
thought  it  was  only  an  idle  threat,  but  as  the 
second  day  passed  away,  and  Tom  did  not 
return,  she  began  to  think  that  he  had  in- 
deed left  her  for  ever.  Poor  child  1  her  disci- 
pline was  indeed  bitter.  She  who  had  sacri- 
ficed herself,  as  she  thought  for  the  good  of 
others,  had,  it  appeared,  instead  brought  ruin 
by  her  act  on  herself  and  all  belonging  to 
her. 

About  four  o'clock  that  afternoon  Lois 
stood  at  the  end  of  the  meadow,  by  the  gate, 
watching  for  her  father's  return.  She  had  on 
the  same  pink  print  dress  she  had  worn  that 
day  she  had  gone  so  giuly  to  Rockdale,  little 
more  thdn  a  year  ago.  She  had  a  sun-bonnet . 
on  her  head,  and  from  time  to  time  she 
wiped  her  eyes  with  her  white  apron.  At  last 
she  heard  the  slow  jog-tiot  of  the  mare- 
Blind  Bess — a  sound  &mUiar  to  her  since 
childhood,  and  one  associated  with  all  that 
was  joyous  and  happy;  for  when  father  re- 
turned from  market  die  little  girls  had  been 
wont  to  watch  at  that  gate,  and  when  Black 
Bess's  jog-trot  was  heard  they  would  race  to 
meet  her,  and  the  first  in  the  race  was  taken 
up  before  the  old  former  and  had  the  privi- 
lege of  rilling  his  pockets  when  he  dismounted, 
and  of  distribttttng  -the  oranges,  cakes,  and 
sweetmeats  with  which  they  were  filled. 

But  to-day  Lois  dreaded  and  yet  was  im- 
patient for  the  sound,  ^e  leant  on  the 
gate  and  listened.  Yes,  she  heard  it, 
through  the  hum  of  country  sounds — the 
caw  of  rooks,  the  rustle  of  leaves,  the  mur- 
mur of  insects,  the  droning  of  bees,  the 
bleating  of  herds,,..and  laugh  of  playful 
children  as  they"  returned  from  school. 
Yes,  she  could  not  hiistake;  and  then 
sure  enough  she  soon  saw  the  good  old  man 
and  his  steed  af  the  comer  of  the  lane. 
She  did  not  move;  she  did  not  want  to 
hasten  the  sad  moment  she  felt  sure  was  ap- 
proaching, and  was  fiareshadowed  to  her  by 
the  sad  and  do^Tncast  look  on  her  father's 
face. 

"  Eh,  Lois,  lass ! "  he  sddi  as  he  looked  up 
and  saw  her.  "  Eh,  child,  I'm  to  my  time 
to  a  minute.  I  always  was,  as  you  know. 
Somehow  it  seems  to  me,  as  they  that  fuddle 
on  nohow,  and  please  themselves  instead  of 
doing  their  duty,  thrive  better  than  the 
honest  and  self-denyit^  folk.  But  that's 
&ithless  talk,  my  missis  'ud  say," 
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"  Any  news,  father  ?  "  s^d  Xofa  sadly,  as 
she  leant  on  the  good  mare's  neckand  walked 
by  her  fether's  side. 

"  It's  only  too  trae.  They're  all  gone 
smash.  Booth  they  say  has  cut  and  run,  and 
will  never  show  his  face  in  these  parts ;  and 
his  womenfolk  left  early  this  moming.  They 
say  his  accounts  won't  bear  the  light ;  and 
that  there  has  been  a  lot  of  embezzlement 
going  on  for  a  long  time.  Howsomever, 
the  bailiffs  are  in  the  house,  for  I  met  a  man 
who  had  been  there  and  seen  them  face  to 
face." 

"  And  Tom  ?  have  you  heard  anything  of 
Tom?" 

"Well,  yes ;  but  it's  no  good.  He's  gone 
off  with  the  Rowley  set  to  Barwood  races. 
I  saw  their  father  this  moming.  He's  half 
broken-hearted  about  his  boys.  He  says 
they're  going  from  bad  to  worse." 

"  How  long  do  the  races  last,  father?  "  said 
Lois  meekly. 

"Oh,  ti>day's  the  last  day,  diild;  but 
surely  you're  not  wishing  that  ne'er-do-wcU 
back,  Lois  ?  It  would  be  the  best  thing  that 
could  happen  to  us  all  if  he  never  showed 
his  face  again." 

"  Father ! "  replied  Lois,  "  he's  my 
husband." 

"Right,  child,"  said  the  old  man  in  a 
tremblmg  voice;  "your  mother's  schooled 
you  well.  I  have  to  be  reminded  of  what's 
right  and  wrong  by  my  youngers  nowadays, 
for  things  have  gone  so  crooked  I  don't 
sometimes  know  how  I  stand.  God  bless 
you,  Lois  1 " 

Lois  thought  of  a  former  blessing  that  her 
father  had  given  her  when  she  and  Tom  had 
first  plighted  their  troth.  And  had  God 
withheld  His  blessing,  left  her  alone,  refused 
to  hear  her  prayers  for  guidance  and  for  His 
presence  ?  It  seemed  to  her  as  if  He  had, 
— so  crucial,  so  Intense,  so  mysterious  is  the 
discipline  of  faith  in  the  lives  of  some  amongst 
us. 

CHAPTER  XII. 

Owing  to  the  flight  of  the  guilty  steward, 
the  rents  were  not  collected  as  usual  on  Mid- 
sumraerday.  It  would  be  difficult  to  say 
whether  it  was  a  relief  or  not.  Perhaps  it 
would  have  been  a  greater  relief  to  Lock- 
wood  and  his  wife  to  have  the  terrible  moment 
over  when  they  would  have  to  say  those 
words  which  would  part  them  for  ever  from 
their  dearW  loved  home— the  home  to  which 
not  only  Peter  Lockwood  had  brought  his 
bride,  but  Peter's  fother,  and  father's  lather 
before  him. 


The  evening  meal  had  been  spread  by 
Lois  on  the  grass  plot  before  the  window. 
It  had  been  a  very  hot  day,  and  Alice's  easy- 
chair  had  been  placed  under  the  beech-tree. 
It  was  a  homely  supper  of  cheese  and  bread 
and  dder,  and  of  fruit  which  she  had  gathered 
to  make  it  more  inviting  for  Alice  and  her 
mother. 

No  news  had  come  of  Tom,  though  the 
races  were  over  and  the  Rowleys  had  re- 
turned home.  Old  Lockwood  had  been  into 
Rockdale  to  inquire  if  they  knew  anything 
about  him ;  but  they  said  he  had  left  them 
early  in  the  day,  with  some  sporting  men 
from  London,andtheyhad  not  seen  him  again. 
Leas,  hke  a  faithful  and  loyal  woman,  still 
waited  for  him  and  hoped  far  his  return,  for 
she  had  leamt  to  love  him  with  that  protec* 
tive  love  that  a  strong  and  good  woman  does 
feel  towards  a  weak  and  erring  husband. 
Each  day  she  laid  out  his  clothes,  mended 
and  washed  when  they  required  it,  and  laid  a. 
place  for  him  at  the  table.  She  even  put  on 
some  of  the  gayer  dresses  he  had  given  her, 
and  which  she  herself  detested,  as  though  to 
be  ready  to  welcome  him  in  a  gaib  he  liked. 

Old  Lockwood  had  also  been  that  morn- 
ing to  collect  ail  the  outlying  bills,  which  he 
found  to  be  many  more  than  he  expected. 
The  tradespeople,  who  had  known  his 
character  for  honesty  all  his  life,  assured 
him  they  did  not  condder  him  responsible 
for  debts  contracted  by  his  son-in-law,  and 
that  they  deeply  sympathized  with  him  in  bis 
troubles.  But  Peter  Lockwood  was  so  scru- 
pulously honest  that  he  held  to  his  determina- 
tion of  paying  off  all  he  could,  even  if  it 
reduced  him  to  poverty. 

Joe  had  gone  to  prepare  himself  for  his 
new  life.  The  money  left  him  by  his  uncle 
was  to  be  used  for  that  purpose  and  no  other, 
so  that  if  he  had  known  of  the  distress  at 
home  he  could  not  have  applied  it  to  their 
relief  But  Lois  and  her  mo^ei  had  never 
revealed  to  any  one  Tom's  ill-doings,  and 
Esther  had  been  too  much  absorbed  in 
nursing  Alice,  and  in  trying  to  smooth  the 
way  for  those  about  her,  to  think  of  writing. 
Besides,  what  could  Joe  do  ?  she  would  say 
to  herself ;  it  would  make  matters  worse  tor 
him  to  come  home,  and  what  little  help  he 
could  give  would  only  be  swallowed  up  in 
their  general,  and  now  it  seemed  to  them  in- 
evitable, ruin. 

The  mill,  according  to  Uncle  Joe's  wiB, 
was  being  carried  on  by  a  foreman  till  Mike's 
return ;  but  in  that  direction  also  lay  anxieties, 
for  the  two  Australian  boys,  Mike  and  Hum- 
phrey, had  not  been  ,^,11,6^  °fj^  P??^  i"^ 
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nine  months.  Home  letters  were  unanswered, 
and  the  one  telling  Mike  of  his  uncle's 
will  might  never  have  reached  him,  as  the 
former  letters  evidently  had  not.  Or,  as 
sometimes  the  sorrow-stricken  mother  would 
think,  had  some  evil  overtaken  her  brave, 
handsome,  warm-hearted  lads,  and  were  they 
lying  under  a  foreign  sod  ? 

At  eight  o'clock  Mrs.  Lockwood  came  to 
the  supper-table,  and  completed  the  party, 
all  save  Lois,  who  stood  on  some  old  stone 
horse-mounting  steps,  shading  her  eyes  with 
her  hand  and  watching  somelhing  that 
attracted  her  attention  from  a  distance.  She 
was  always  expecting  Tom,  and  now  her  face 
,  was  flushed  and  her  lips  parted  and  her  heart 
beating,  for  she  saw  some  one  running  eagerly 
down  the  hill  above  the  house,  by  a  way 
which  ted  only  to  the  farm  and  was  known 
only  to  those  who  lived  on  the  place.  He 
had  tied  his  handkerchief  to  the  end  of  his 
Stick  and  was  waving  it  wildly  above  his 
head,  and  at  the  same  time  singing  and 
shouting  merrily. 

Could  it  be  Tom  P  Could  he  only  have 
been  playing  her  a  trick  ?  and  was  he  now 
returning,  and  with  good  resolutions  and 
good-humour?  But,  see,  there  b  another 
following;  he,  too,  is  shouting  and  waving 
his  handkerchief.  Who  could  they  be  ?  And 
did  they  bring  ill  news  or  good  news  of  Tom, 
if  neither  were  Tom  himself? 

But  while  she  was  wondering  the  men 
leapt  the  garden  wall  and  came  crash  through 
the  nut-garden,  and  in  a  moment  more  all 
the  women  in  succession  were  being  hugged 
and  kissed  by  Mike  and  Humphrey  I  Scarcely 
to  be  recognised,  though,  were  these  bearded, 
broad-shouldered,  weather-beaten  men,  who 
had  left  their  homes  nine  years  ago  mere 
boys. 

Once  more  joy  spread  itself  abroad  under 
-those  shading  trees  at  Oakhurst  Farm,  and 
the  skeleton  in  the  cupboard  was  for  a  moment 
ibrgotten. 

"You  have  come,  boys,"  said  the  old 
farmer  after  supper,  and  v/hen  joy  had  had 
its  way  for  a  time,  "you  are  come  back 
at  a  sad  hour — ^just  in  time  to  say  good-bye 
to  the  dear  old  home — for  to-morrow  I  must 
give  in,  and  tell  Mr.  HarcourC  I  must  sell 
tlie  place." 

"  Nonsense,  father  ! "  said  both  of  his  sons 
at  once ;  "  not  as  long  as  we  live.  Are 
things  as  bad  as  that  ? " 

"  Here,  take  them  into  the  summer-house, 
mother,  and  tell  them  all.  I  haven't  the 
heart." 

"  Aad  meanwhile,  Lois,  clear   away  the 


supper  thin^"  said  the  mother  wisely,  see- 
ing Loiis's  eyes  fill  with  tears  as  she  remem- 
bered who  was  the  cause  of  their  misfortunes, 
"  and  get  the  lads'  rooms  ready.  It's  a 
pleasant  task,  eh,  Lois,  darling?"  and  she 
kissed  her  as  she  passed. 

"  And,  father,"  said  Esther,  "  will  you  help 
Alice  up-stairs  while  I  get  her  medicine  and 
her  whey  ?  " 

For  an  hour  or  more  Lois  and  Esther 
moved  busily  about  their  work.  Lols's  tears 
would  fall,  and  Esther's  heart  ached  to  see 
her  once  blithe  and  light-hearted  sister  so 
cruelly  changed.  But  just  as  the  task  o( 
each  was  completed  cheery  voices  were 
heard,  and  Mrs.  Lockwood  was  seen  coming 
up  the  nut-garden  from  the  arbour,  an  arm 
in  each  of  her  sons'. 

"  Lois,  father,  Esther,  come  here ! " 
shouted  Mike,  "  come  into  the  garden. 
Here,  sit  under  the  beech-tree.  No  tears, 
Lois,  darling,"  he  added,  putting  an  arm 
round  her  and  drawing  her  dose  to  him. 
It's  only  good  news  I  have  to  tell  you. 
Humph  and  I  have  come  home  just  in  the 
nick  of  time.  It's  no  accident,  our  good 
mother  says,  but  the  providence  of  God. 
He  has  not  forsaken  you,  as  you  must  have 
almost  feared ;  but  He  has  given  us  the 
proud  pleasure  of  saving  the  dear  home  we 
have  loved  from  ruin,  and  all  the  dear  home- 
folk  of  whom  we  have  thought  so  much  in 
our  exile.  We  have  brought  money  home, 
more  than  enough  to  set  all  straight  here, 
and  to  start  the  farm  afresh,  and  to  keep  it 
going  as  it  ought.  I  must  go  to  the  mill, 
as  good  Uncle  Joe  has  willed  it  me,  God 
bless  him  !  But  Humphrey's  strong  arms 
and  sound  sense  will  be  just  what  father 
wants  now,  and  between  us  we'll  take  care  oi 
you  all,  and  bring  back  good  times  to  Oak- 
hurst Farm ! " 

It  would  not  be  easy  to  describe  the  scene 
that  followed.  Tears  of  joy  and  gratitude 
rolled  down  the  cheeks  of  the  old  people, 
and  the  girls  kissed  their  brothers,  and  cried 
and  laughed  alternately. 

That  night,  though,  when  X^Ts  knelt  by  her 
little  bed  and  thanked  God  out  of  a  full  heart 
for  the  deliverance  He  had  sent  them,  a  faint 
glimmering  of  the  purpose  in  His  dealings 
with  her  came  to  her.  The  good  was  to  be 
done,  but  not  by  her  ;  she  must  rejoice  that 
it  should  be  done,  and  not  allow  a  thought 
of  self  to  mar  her  gratitude.  And,  too, 
perhaps  another  work  would  be  done,  if  not 
t^  work  she  had  sacrificed  her  happiness  for 
— a  good  not  of  this  world.  She  would  not 
lose  the  hope  that  even  yet  she  might  see 
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how  2  loving  hand  had  been  with  her  in  all 
her  disappointments.  And  then  she  knelt 
down  again  and  prayed  for  Tom,  and  fell 
asleep  sobbing  his  name  mingled  with  words 
of  prayer. 

CHAPTER   xm. 

Once  more  hope  returned  and  shed  a  light 
upon  the  homestead  at  Oakhurst,  but  Lois 
had  still  a  heavy  heart,  for  a  letter  reached 
her  from  Tom,  carelessly  and  heartlessly  writ- 
ten, "  bidding  her  good-bye  for  ever,"  as  he 
said.  He  was  just  going  on  board  ship  to 
sail  for  America,  where  he  meant  "  to  try  his 
luck."  "  He  hadn't  the  face,"  he  said,  "  to 
come  back  after  the  '  smash-up '  at  the  go- 
vernor's." Besides,  he  and  Lois  weren't 
suited.  Her  notions  were  too  strict,  and 
she'd  be  happier  without  him ;  and  then  he 
ended  with  an  off-hand  "  Take  care  of  your- 
self, and  don't  waste  regrets  or  tears  on  such 
a  scamp  as  your  affectionate  Tom." 

This  letter  Lois  read  in  the  arbour,  and  her 
mother  found  her  lying  there  some  hours 
after  half  imconscious.  She  soothed  her  only 
as  a  mother  can  soothe,  and  bid  her  take  heart 
and  accept  the  Heaven-sent  sorrow  meekly. 
"  And  pray  for  him.  Who  knows  if  yet  he 
may  not  be  saved  1" 

But  Lo'is's  sensitive  nature  had  received  a 
shock  from  which  even  her  strong  will  could 
not  recover.  She  was  carried  to  her  room, 
and  lay  in  a  state  of  great  danger  for  forty- 
six  hours.  But  nine  months  a  wife,  now 
deserted,  and  with  a  long,  weary  life  before 
her  spoiled  by  the  sin  of  another !  This  was 
her  short  story ;  but  it  had  been  filled  in  by 
so  many  wrongs,  disappointments,  and  suf- 
ferings, that  it  seemed  to  her  so  many  years. 
At  the  end  of  that  time  Mrs.  Lockwood  came 
into  Alice's  room  to  say  that  a  little  girl  was 
bom,  and  that  though  Lois  was  not  out  of 
danger,  yet  there  was  now  some  hope  of  the 
young  mother's  recovery. 

She  went  into  Alice's  room,  for  there  also 
were  sad  scenes  passing.  For  that  night,  when 
the  Australian  boys  had  returned,  the  excite- 
ment had  told  so  upon  Alice,  who  was  in  a 
very  delicate  condition,  that  she  had  taken 
to  her  bed,  and  was  now  breathing  away  the 
last  measured  gasps  left  by  the  stem  hand  of 
disease,  Lois's  babe  was  brought  to  her  at 
her  request,  and  she  gave  her  last  smile  to 
the  tiny  stranger,  and  then  sank  rapidly  into 
the  long  sleep  of  hope.  So  Alice  was  laid 
beneath  the  turf,  and  daisies  grew  about 
it,  and  yellow  buttercups  nodded  over  it 
before  Lois  took  her  place  once  again  in  the 
lamilyj  for  her  recovery  was  painfully  slow, 


retarded  by  frequent  relapses.  But  about 
the  house  and  about  the  farm  busy  hands 
had  restored  cheerfulness  and  order,  and 
Humphrey  whisded  about  his  work,  and 
grandmother  and  Esther  played  with  the 
baby  Alice,  for  it  would  be  hard  to  say  how 
great  a  joy  that  little  babe  was  in  the  home. 
Grandfather  was  the  greatest  victim  to  that 
tiny  tyrant,  for  soon  she  learned  to  make  him 
do  her  will  obediently.  She  would  pull  his 
spectacles  over  his  nose,  cling  to  his  grey 
beard,  crow  and  caper  at  the  sight  of  him, 
and  leap  into  his  arms.  And  Humphrey, 
too,  shared  her  favours,  and  the  big  brown 
hands  clasped  the  little  morsel  each  meal- 
time, and  held  it  on  liis  knee  while  he  dined 
and  supped. 

"I  say,  Esther,  bring  baby  down,"  was 
Humphrey's  first  cry  when  he  came  in  from 
his  work ;  and, 

"  Where's  the  little  lass  ?  "  said  grandfather 
as  soou  as  he  had  crossed  the  threshold. 

Meanwhile  the  farm  prospered  as  it  had 
never  prospered  before,  and  plenty  was  in  the 
barn  and  plenty  in  the  house,  and  by  degrees 
Lois  came  back  to  her  place,  and  once  more 
the  Oakhurst  family  had  peace.  The  young 
mother  recovered  her  cheerfulness  as  she 
played  with  her  child,  though  at  times  a  sad 
look  would  pass  over  her  face  as  some  allu- 
sion or  some  link  of  thought  brought  back  to 
her  mind  the  sad  past. 

Ally  was  four  years  old,  a  rosy  apple- 
cheeked  darling,  much  such  an  one  as  Lois 
herself  had  been,  when  she  came  toddling  in 
to  her  mother,  who  was  churning,  and  said, 
as  she  held  out  her  tiny  fat  palm,  "  Penny 
for  poor  man,  please,  mammy,  penny  for  poor 
man." 

"  Bless  the  child,"  said  Lots,  stooping  to 
kiss  her,  and  giving  her  a  small  coin. 

Ally  again  returned  with  a  disappointed 
face  and  said,  "Poor  man  won't  have.  Poor 
man  very  bad.     Mammy,  come  see." 

And,  drawing  her  by  her  skirts,  she  dragged 
her  to  the  wicket  gate,  where,  on  the  bank 
outside,  lay  a  wretched  object.  A  tall  and 
haggard-looking  man  lay  full-length  on  the 
grass.  His  features  were  distorted  with  pain, 
and  his  cheeks  thin  with  hunger,  yet,  never- 
theless, Lois  recognised  him  in  a  moment. 

"  Tom,"  she  said  ;  "  Tom  I  "  she  almost 
shrieked,  "  can  it  be  you  ?  "  and  she  bent  to 
raise  his  head.  Meanwhile  he  had  opened 
his  eyes  and  said  faintly — 

"  Lois,  you  can  never  forgive  me  ! " 

Her  answer  was  one  gentle  kiss  on  his 
forehead,  which  brought  a  tear  into  the  sick 
man's  eyes.    Ally  had  trotted  ^wa/'^b^^c 
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saw  her  mother  sad,  and  called  grandmothi 
and  Aunt  Esther,  and  soon  the  whole  family 
were  gathered  round  the  apparently  dying 
man.  With  great  gentleness  and  care,  Hum- 
phrey and  a  labourer  carried  him  to  the 
house  and  laid  him  on  what  had  been  his 
own  bed.  Then  began  Lois's  loving  mbis- 
trations;  and  they  were  sorely  needed,  for  the 
wretched  man  had  dragged  himself  penniless 
to  the  door,  and  was  really  half-starved. 
Disease,  too,  the  results  of  his  reckless  life, 
had  worked  ravages  upon  his  coDstitution, 
and  it  waa  but  too  evident  that  he  bad  only 
come  home  to  die.  But  though  Lois  felt  and 
knew  this,  she  had  much  comfort  in  her  task, 
for  he  was  now  a  changed  man,  and  she  had 
the  joy  of  hearing  him  often  say,  "  Lois,  I 
treated  you  badly,  as  all  Che  world  knows. 
But  you  did  not  give  yourself  to  me  for  no- 
thing, dear ;  M  the  good  I  have  ever  known  I 
have  leamt  fiom  >-0u,  and  I  should  not  be 
dying  at  peace  now,  and  a  penitent,  but  for 
you.  It  was  the  feeling  that  you  knew  how 
to  lead  me  to  comfort  that  made  me  drag 
my  weary  steps  back  to  you,  as  much  as  my 
love  for  you.  Lois,  never  think  you  made 
your  sacrifice  in  vain,  for  you  have  saved  me 
from  a  hopeless  death." 

And  it  -was  Lois's  sweet  voice  that  assured 
him  of  the  mercy  and  forgiveness  of  the 
Master  whose  service  he  had  neglected,  and 
who  repeated  to  him  His  faithful  promises 
as  he  passed  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow 
of  death. 

Lois  moves  about  the  farm  now,  it  is  true, 
in  a  black  gown  and  close  cap  about  her 
sweet  face  which  tells  of  her  widowhood,  but 
the  cloud  is  gone  now.  The  riddle  has 
been  read,  and  faith  and  hope  rewarded,  and 
she  no  more  thinks,  as  in  past  years,  with 
anguish  of  "  poor  Tom,"  Her  last  remem- 
'  brances  of  him  are  only  peaceful,  and  his  last 
words  were  tender  and  full  of  hope. 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

As  for  Nicholas  and  Mary,  their  lives  were 
passing  happily  enough.  To  have  a  definite 
work  to  do  and  to  do  it  weU,  is  happiness, 
and  the  more  especially  so  if  that  work  is  to 
make  other  and  sadder  lives  better  and 
happier.  Joe  was  their  strong  right  hand, 
showing  much  tact  and  patience  and  wisdom 
in  all  he  did.  He  was  content  to  be  lost  in 
the  work  he  had  to  do,  caring  only  that  the 
work  should  be  done,  not  that  it  should  be 
traced  to  him — a  sure  indication  of  an  un- 
selfish  and  disciplined  character.  Thus  they 
combined  to  do  battle  with  the  manifold 
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evils  which  exist,  especially  among  the 
crowded  haunts  of  our  poorer  brethren. 

Such  sympathy  in  interests  served  to 
bring  nearer  and  yet  nearer  to  each  other 
the  brave  workers,  and  to  break  down  the 
conventional  barriers  which  once  seemed  to 
exist  between  them ;  so  that  to  Nicholas 
Joe  became  as  a  brother,  and  to  Mary  some- 
what more  than  a  brother.  But  both  might 
have  drifted  on  to  the  sear  leaf  without  any 
avowal  of  love,  for  Joe  was  too  humble- 
minded  to  dare  to  dream  of  sudi  a  joy  as 
calling  Mary  Greville  his  wife,  had  not  a  fev 
chance  words  once  revealed  the  truth. 

It  was  winter,  and  Nicholas  and  his  sister 
were  sitting  over  the  fire  late  in  the  even- 
ing. It  was  that  hour  when,  the  toils  of  day 
being  over,  we  are  apt  to  relax  and  unbend 
towards  one  another.  How  many  a  revela- 
tion has  been  made  in  the  dim  light  over  a 
fire  in  the  winter's  evening,  which  no  sunny 
day  of  June  would  have  wooed  from  its  hiding- 
place. 

"  The  longer  I  know  Joe  the  more  I  ad- 
mire him,"  said  Nicholas — for  they  were 
speaking  of  sqme  bOLve  action  of  lus  that 
bad  just  come  before  them.  "  He  is  so  strong 
and  true,  and  altogether  without  self-con- 
sciousness." 

"Yes,"  said  Mary,  looking  into  the  lire; 
"  but,  Nicholas,  have  you  ever  noticed  hov 
strangely  silent  he  is?" 

"  Yes,  Maiy ;  there  is  a  vein  of  melancholy 
in  him;  and  do  you  know,  diild,  I  have 
guessed  its  cause  f " 

"  Have  you  ?"  said  Mary,  with  heightened 
colour;  but  she  asked  for  no  explanation. 

"  Yes,  Mary,  darling ;  and  I  should  like  to 
make  him  happy,  if  I  thought  by  it  you 
would  be  happy  also.  Is  it  so  ?  A  blind 
man,  Mary,  perhaps  has  some  other  qualities 
quickened,  and  I  could  fancy  that  you  love 

The  door  opened  and  Joe  came  in,  wet, 
tired,  eager,  fresh  from  some  mission  of 
charity.  The  words  were  scarcely  uttered  as 
he  entered,  and  he  was  struck  by  Mary's 
confused  manner  and  by  an  almost  tmnatural 
light  on  Nicholas's  face. 

"  Come  here,  Joe,"  he  said  eagerly;  "  we 
were  talking  of  you.  Joe,  a  blind  man  is  a 
poor  protection  for  a  lonely  girl.  Will  you 
take  care  of  her  ?  Ah,  I  have  guessed  aright. 
Now  I  am  happy.  God  bless  you  both. 
Maiy,  I  have  not  another  wish  now." 

And  Joe  and  Mary  said  the  rest  with  glad 
and  happy  hearts. 


ON  A  ROCK-BOUND  COAST. 

By  SARAH  DOUDKEY. 

1_I  IGH  on  the  rocky  crest  above  the  billows 

He  sits  alone,  to  dream 
Of  rush^grown  banks  and  boughs  of  trailing  willows 

Shading  his  native  stream.  ,  -  ■ 

u,y, ....Uoogle  ■ 
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Ah  me  I  amid  the  crash  of  ocean  thunder 
Against  the  dark  sea  crags, 

He  hears  the  little  brook  go  rippling  under 
A  screen  of  reeds  and  flag's. 


The  sea-gull,  soaring  o'er  these  barren  ledges. 

Utters  her  wailing  cry ; 
But  he  can  hear  the  mavis  in  the  hedges 

Sing  to  the  summer  sky. 

Oh,  like  the  exile,  ever  fondly  keeping 


"  Tlierc  shall  be  no  more  sea." 

No  sea,  no  heart-wreck,  no  tempestuous  heaving 

01"  waves  that  still  increase. 
But  endless  calm  with  Him,  in  whom  believing. 

We  have  eternal  peace,  ,  . 


Diai.zodBjGoogle 
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'LITTLE   BLACK  SHEEP.' 

Br  L.  T.  MEADE. 


CHAPTER  V. 
T^OM  was  to  wait  a  long  time,  and  grow 
-^  much  more  weary  before  Spitfire  came 
back  to  him.  His  interest,  however,  was  un- 
expectedly aroused  in  another  direction,  and 
he  thought  less  about  her  non-appearance 
than  he  would  otherwise  have  done.  He 
had  waited  for  her  for  nearly  a  week,  and 
had  grown  more  weary  than  he  had  ever 
done  in  his  life  of  his  dull  bed  and  hot 
room,  when  the  other  interest  came  to  him. 
This  was  the  interest.  One  day  his  father 
brought  home  a  new  wife.  It  was  the  hottest 
day  of  all  the  hot  Gummer,  and  Tom  had 
dropped  asleep ;  when  he  awoke,  his  father 
and  a  round-eyed,  cherry-cheeked  young 
woman  were  standing  by  his  side.  His 
father  was  laughing;  the  young  wpman 
looked  interested  and  kind. 

"There's  the  'cumbrance,  Molly,"  said 
Tom's  father,  pointing  at  him.  "There's 
the  'cumbrance  as  1  couldn't  get  rid  of;  you 
must  make  the  best  of  it,  lass," 

Then  he  turned  on  his  heel  and  walked 
out  of  the  room,  and  Tom  and  the  young 
woman  were  left  alone.  Tom  raised  himself 
on  his  elbow,  and  spoke  in  his  riidest  tones. 
"Get  out  o'  that,"he  said,"Idon't  want  ye." 
"  I'm  yer  mother,  Tom  dear,"  said  the 
young  woman. 

"  My  what  ?  "  said  Tom. 
"I'm  yer  mother;  yer  father  and  I  wor 
married  this  here  blessed  morning." 
Tom's  httle  face  grew  crimson. 
"  Oh  !  oh  I  oh !"  he  said,  beginning  to  sob 
loudly ;  "  so  yer  a  step-o'-stairs  mother.     Oh ! 
oh !  oh!  ain't  I  as  bid  off  as  Spitfire  now?" 

He  turned  his  face  to  the  wall,  and  refused 
tQ  be  comforted. 

The  young  woman  went  and  sat  down  by 
the  fire.  There  was  some  dismay,  but  also 
much  kindness,  in  her  round  br^ht  eyes. 
After  a  time  she  took  off  her  wedding  bonnet 
and  shawl,  pinned  up  her  neat  cotton  dress, 
and  began  to  mend  the  fire.  Tom  heard 
her  making  a  noise,  and  turned  softly  to 
watch  her.  She  raked  out  all  the  ashes, 
built  a  new  and  neat  fire,  and  set  the  kettle 
on  to  boil  Then,  seeing  that  Tom's  face 
was  now  towards  her,  she  said  in  a  cheerful 
voice — 

"Now,  Tom,  you  and  me  '11  enjoy  our  cup 
o'  tea," 

"  But  there  ain't  no  tea,"  said  Tom,  with 


quite  a  sardonic  smile  on  his  queer  little  face ; 
"  bless  ye,  there  ain't  nought  to  make  )-e 
comfortable  in  this  ere  house." 

"  We'll  see,"  said  the  young  woman,  and 
smiling,  but  very  good-naturedly,  she  hastilv- 
tied  on  her  bonnet  and  tan  down-stairs. 

She  was  absent  about  ten  minutes,  and 
when  she  returned  with  a  small  basket  on 
her  arm,  the  kettle  had  just  begun  to  boil. 
She  opened  her  basket,  and  produced  lea 
and  sugar,  a  small  loaf,  a  pat  of  butter,  and 
what  fairly  made  Tom's  eyes  dance  in  his 
head,  a  little  cake  frosted  all  over. 

In  a  short  time  they  were  enjoying  to- 

f  ether  the  nicest  tea  Tom  had  ever  tasted. 
[e  could  not  be  very  cross  while  he  was 
eating,  but  he  had  by  no  means  opened  his 
heart  to  receive  his  step-mother  as  yet. 

"  Whatever  did  ye  go  and  marry  lather 
for?"  he  said,  as  he  swallowed  his  last 
morsel  of  cake,  "  and  what  part  of  t'  town  do 
ye  hail  from?" 

The  young  woman  replied  to  the  last  part 
of  Tom's  question. 

"  Well,  dear,  I  come  from  a  part  called 
Golden  Lane." 

"Golden  Lane.  Oh !  my  stars,  ain't  that 
a  lucky  part  ?  Wouldn't  Spitfire  Uke  to  hear 
o'  that  part?  I  spose  yer  rare  and  rich  there. 
Gold!  that's  wot  I  should  like,  ain't  it?" 

"Yes,  yes,  my  dear.  But  there  ain't 
much  o'  that  kind  o'  gold  to  be  fotmd  in 
Golden  Lane,  chough  the  place  have 
changed,  and  is  changing  more,  since  the 
good  man  as  works  there  have  brought  the 
news  o'  the  Gospel  Gold — but  there !  I  must 
set  the  place  tidy  for  father,  and  then  III 
talk  to  ye." 

Somehow  Tom  had  never  found  any  after- 
noon of  his  life  since  his  own  mother  died 
go  BO  quickly.  The  time  passed  quickly, 
though  he  was  so  smothered  with  dust  that 
he  could  hardly  breathe ;  for  there  was,  oh  ! 
so  very  much  dirt  to  sweep  away.  But  the 
bride  seemed  to  enjoy  this  certainly  novel 
way  of  spending  her  honeymoon.  She 
washed,  and  scrubbed,  and  dusted,  and  out 
of  a  box  which  a  man  brought  for  her,  pio- 
dnced  a  clean  counterpane  to  spread  over 
Tom's  bed.  Tom  himself  she  did  not  touch, 
though  she  nodded  to  him  in  a  way  which 
made  him  feel  that  his  time  was  coming. 
Then  at  last  she  washed  herself,  once  more 
straightened  her  bridal  dress,  and  sat  down. 
She  had  scarcely  done  so,  before  the  door 
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was  opened,  and  Spitfire's  step-mother 
entered  the  room.  Tom  managed  to  sup- 
press a  scream  of  surprise  as  he  saw  her. 
The  woman  did  not  even  look  at  him. 

"  Well,  Moily,"  she  said,  addressing  the 
bride,  "ef  ye  havn't  undertook  a  nice  hand- 
ful ;  I  feds  fiir  ye,  lass,  that  I  do." 

"  Don't  go  on  then,  pray,  Hannah,"  said 
the  youi^  woman,  "  fur  I  don't  pity  myself 
one  bit;  I'm  as  contented  as  possible." 

"  Oh,  wait  s  while,  we're  all  like  that  at 
first;  wait  a  while.  Ain't  ye  got  a  sick 
child  and  drunken  husband?" 

The  cheny  cheeks  of  Tom's  step-o'-stairs 
mother  became  positively  crimson. 

"  Don't,  Hannah,"  she  said,  "  ye  have  no 
can  to  say  them  ere  words;  the  child  may 
be  a  positive  blessing,  and  as  fur  my  mate, 
ain't  be  took  the  pledged  bo  one  shaJJ  call 
him  drunken  to  me." 

The  woman  laughed,  and  was  turning 
awfty,  but  Ttxn  sudd^ly  in  a  voice  of 
entreaty  called  her  back. 

"  Please,  please,"  he  said,  "  where's  Spit- 
fire?   Let  her  come  to  see  me." 

The  woman  laughed  again  long  and  loudly. 

"  Bless  yer  heart  I  is  it  Spitfire  ?"  she  said. 
"OhI  ain't^e  jeatahandful.  I  s'pose  as  she's 
to  be  c^ed  one  6*  my  blessings.  '  Oh  I  but 
don't  I  hate  her  jest!  No,  Tom,  or  wot- 
h'ever's  yer  name,  ye  can't  see  no  more  o' 
Spitfire.  She  're  run  away,  Spitfire  'ave, 
a.  fortnight  ago,  the  werry  night  as  I  cotched 
her  wi'  you  I  wolloppcd  her  a  bit,  as  I  said 
I  would,  and  she  jest  went  white  wi'  passion 
and  run  out  o'  the  house,  and  she  've  never 
come  back  since.  She  wor  rare  and  spiteful, 
for  I  didn't  hurt  her,  nothing  to  tell  on.  But 
she  wor  a  bad  "un,  she  've  run  away.  She 
may  be  dead  for  aught  as  I  knows." 

Then  the  woman  went  down-stairs,  and 
Tom  and  his  step-mother  were  left  alone. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

ACAiM  Tom  turned  his  face  to  the  wall, 
and  his  step-mother  could  get  nothing  out  of 
him.  In  a  tone  full  of  interest  and  sympathy, 
she  asked  who  Spitfire  was,  but  Tom  would 
not  answer.  She  tried  the  effect  of  other 
topics  of  conversation,  but  neither  would  he 
respond  to  them.  At  last  she  was  fain  to  let 
him  alone;  and  presently  Tom's  father  re- 
turned, and  he  and  his  bride  went  out  to- 
gether, and  Tom  found  himself  once  more 
the  solitary  inmate  of  the  attic.  Then, 
when  he  was  quite  sure  that  their  footsteps 
had  died  away,  a  little^noise  did  come  from 
the  poor  tiundle-bed.  The  little  thin  form 
of  the  side  boy  began  to  heave  up  and 


down  under  the  bed-clothes,  and  great  sobs 
to  come  from  his  throat.  He  had  made  a 
discovery,  and  he  found  that  he  could  keep 
it  to  himself  no  longer ;  he  must  find  vent  for 
it  in  those  sobs  and  that  heaving  of  his  poor 
little  frame.  He  had  managed  to  subdue  all  ' 
outward  emotion  while  his  step-mother  was 
present,  but  now  the  emotion  with  which  his 
heart  was  full  must  have  its  way.  This  was 
the  discovery  that  had  come  to  hira.  He 
found  out  that  he  loved  Spitfire — that  her 
little  heart  fitted  somehow  very  closely  to  his 
own,  and  tiiat  his  heart  was  now  aching 
badly  at  the  thought  of  not  seeing  her  again. 
He  was  very  much  puezled  at  himself.  He 
could  not  understand  how  such  a  thing  had 
come  abouL  He  had  begun  by  rather  de- 
spising the  poor  little  thing ;  but  hex  talk,  her 
actions,  her  ways  had  fascinated  him  in  spite 
of  himself.  There  were  points  of  similarity 
between  them.  They  were  both  regarded 
somehow  as  black  sheep  in  their  respective 
homes.  No  one  seemed  to  love  either  of 
them.  It  must  end  in  the  forlorn  little  pair 
loving  one  another. 

Tom  knew  now  why  he  had  felt  so  impa- 
tient to  see  Spitfire  again.  It  was  not  only 
to  hear  about  "  spirits  bright ;"  it  was  just, 
also,  because  she  was  Spltfire-~the  little  wild 
thing  with  the  black  eyes;  and  funny  face, 
and  queer  wa^s,  who  had  got  into  the  heart 
of  the  boy  nearly  as  wild  and  queer  as  her- 
self. She  had  said  to  bim,  "  Well,  I  does 
pity  ye,  whether  ye  likes  it  or  no."  And 
Tom  found  he  did  not  mind  being  pitied  by 
her.  But  now  she  was  dead  1  Her  dreadful 
step-mother  had  not  seen  her  for  a  fortnight. 
She  bad  run  away,  probably,  af^er  a  very 
cruel  beating;  and  now  she  must  be  dead 
Even  Spitfire  could  not  live  for  a  whole  fort- 
night without  regular  food  and  a  regular  home. 
Of  course  she  was  dead.  Even  her  step- 
mother admitted  that 

Yes,  Spitfire  was  dead ;  and  she  had  also 
broken  her  compact — she  had  not  come  back 
to  tell  him  about  "  spirits  bright."  Tom  felt 
quite  sure  that  Spitfire,  even  in  the  other 
world,  would  not  forget  such  a  solemn  com- 
pact as  she  herself  had  arranged  between  them. 

There  was  only  one  solution  to  this  state 
of  things  for  Tom.  Spitfire  had  not  come 
back  because  there  was  nothmg  to  tell.  There 
were  no  "  spirits  bright."  That  story  of  the 
street  preachers  was  only  a  story;  a  pretty 
story  likely  to  attract  the  attention  of  miserable 
children  like  Tom  and  Spitfire,  but  with  no 
truth  in  it  whatever.  Tom  was  swely  dis- 
tressed. He  would  have  liked  to  comfort 
himself  with  all  that  those  two  words  imply. 
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They  had  entered  into  his  mind  and  fasci- 
nated him.  In  addition  to  the  loss  of  Spitfire, 
he  must  now  also  give  up  the  hope  that  had 
been,  he  scarcely  knew  how  or  why,  shedding 
a  little  light  across  his  path.  But,  of  couree, 
they  were  dead  words  with  no  meaning  what- 
ever, now  that  Spitfire  had  not  come  back. 

"Tom,"  said  his  step-raother  on  the  Sun- 
day following  her  wedding. 

Tom  had  been  asleep,  and  had  now 
awakened,  and  was  looking  out  of  the  attic 
window,  which  was  almost  over  his  bed. 
Out  and  up  looked  Tom  ;  right  up  to  the 
sky,  which  was  the  only  part  of  God's  crea- 
tion to  be  seen  from  his  window.  Very  sad 
did  Tom  feel,  and  his  sunken  eyes  suddenly 
filled  with  tears.  His  step-mother  saw  the 
tears,  and  they  pained  a  heart  full  of  loving 
kindness.  She  had  failed  hitherto  to  under- 
stand Tom ;  but  she  saw  that  something  was 
troubling  him,  and,  coming  nearer  his  bed- 
side, she  tried  to  divert  his  thoughts. 

"  Tom,"  she  said,  "  you  axed  me  a  question 
the  day  as  1  wor  mamed,  and  I  "ad  no  time 
to  answer  it.    Shall  I  answer  it  now?" 

"  I  dun-no  wot  I  axed,"  said  Tom  wearily, 

"  Well,  Tom  dear,  it  wor  this :  I  telled  ye 
as  I  lived  in  Golden  Lane  afore  I  married 
yer  father,  and  ye  said  as  that  place  must  be 
full  0'  ^old.  I  said  it  wor  full  0'  gospel  gold. 
You  didn't  ri^tly  know  what  I  meant  by 
thit  ere,  did  ye,  Tom?" 

"  No ;  and  I  don't  want  to  hear-  now," 
said  Tom.  "  I'm  sure  I  don't  want  to  hear 
no  think  about  it." 

"That's  a  pity,"  answered  little  Mrs.  Milne; 
"that's  a  rare  pity,  fur  'tis  so  pretty.  Pretty ! 
why,  it's  jest  beautiful !  No  one  in  their 
senses  'ud  compare  the  biggest  heap  o'  gold 
in  the  world  to  gospel  gold." 

"Efit's  as  pretty  as  all  that,"  said  Tom, 
"  if  s  not  true.  Nothink  is  pretty  as  is  true, 
I  dont  want  to  hear  it  the  least  in  life," 

"But  if  a  as  true  as  ifs  pretty,  Tom,  my 
dear.  How  shall  I  tell  ye  how  true  it  is  ? 
'Tis  as  true  as  that  you  and  me  is  setting  ere 
together,  and  that  I'm  married  to  yer  father, 
and  that  I  wants  to  be  real,  own  mother  to 
ye,  ef  yell  let  me,  Tom." 

"Don't,"  said  Tom  passionately;  "1  'ad 
an  own  mother  once."  Then  he  added,  after 
a  moment's  pause,  in  which  he  was  winking 
the  tears  away,  and  trying  to  make  believe 
he  was  not  crying,  "  Ef  it's  as  true  as  h'all 
that,  ye  may  tell  me  a  bit,  ef  ye  wishes  to." 

"'Tis  beautiful,"  said  Mrs.  Milne;  "well 
call  it  'The  Story  o'  Gospel  Gold.'"  And, 
seating  herself  so  that  Tom  could  see  her, 
she  began.     As  she  spoke  her  bright  face 


began  to  shine.  She  was  telling  the  stoiy  of 
her  own  heart.  She  described  Golden  Lane 
as  it  was  and  as  it  is.  She  told  why  the 
change  was  wrought.  At  first  Tom  listened  in* 
differently ;  then  with  interest ;  then  eagerly ; 
then  again  his  face  grew  doubtful — a  frown 
came  on  his  forehead,  his  thin  lips  twitched. 

"  Stop,"  he  said  suddenly,  "  'ave  that  ere 
story  any  think  to  say  to  Sperrits  bright  ?" 

Mrs.  Milne  looked  astonished. 

"Why,  Tom,"  she  said,  "ye  must  'ave 
heerd  it  afore.  Of  course,  it  have  every- 
think  to  say  to  Spirits  bright.  When  we,  who 
get  that  beautifiil  gospel  gold  into  our  hearts 
down  here — when  we  die,  Tom,  we  become 
Spirits  bright." 

"  I  guessed  so,"  said  Tom,  with  the  pas^on 
of  a  whole  agony  of  unbelief  in  his  voice.  "  I 
guessed  as  it  wor  all  too  pretty  to  be  true. 
Ain't  it  a  shame  to  tell  roe  sech  lies  ?  There 
ain't  no  Sperrits  bright,  nor  nothink.  Don't 
say  another  word,  fur  I  won't  listen."  And 
he  put  up  his  fingers  to  his  ears  to  stop  them. 

CHAPTER  VII. 

Tou  was  certainly  lucky  in  his  step- 
mother. She  was  as  different  from  Spitfire's 
step-mother — indeed,  she  was  as  different 
from  all  the  other  women  in  the  court  as  all 
that  is  good  can  be  from  all  that  is  evil.  She 
had  undertaken  no  light  task  when  in  her 
own  youth  and  strength  she  resolved  to  work 
the  reform  of  Tom's  father,  of  Tom's  home, 
and  last,  but  not  least,  of  Tom  himself. 
With  the  two  former  objects  of  her  work  she 
had  as  yet  marked  success.  Milne  was 
keeping  his  pledge  not  to  drink,  and  under 
the  influence  of  her  sunny  presence  and 
loving  ways  he  was  becoming  a  much  better 
man.  The  home,  too,  changed  quickly  under 
the  new  reign.  Cleanliness  was  no  word  for 
it  under  its  present  aspect.  The  little  attic 
became  spotless,  the  window  shone,  the  walls 
were  whitewashed,  the  boards  were  washed 
daily.  Tom  himself  had  also  to  submit  to 
this  cleaning  pfocess,  and  as  far  as  his 
bodily  comforts  went,  he  had  now  nothing  to 
complain  of.  His  meals  were  well  cooked, 
his  bad  leg  comfortably  dressed.  Of  all  the 
three  objects  of  her  life,  Mrs.  Milne  certainly 
pent  most  time  and  thought  over  Tom,  and 
yet,  strange  to  say,  Tom  was  the  only  one  of 
them  all  with  whom  she  was  not  succeeding. 

His  father  called  Tom  sulky ;  he  could 
not  understand  how  a  child  who  had  always 
been  so  neglected,  who  had  always  been 
alone,  and  to  whom  kind  words  and  actions 
muiit  be  almost  unknown,  did  not  respond 
with  his  whole  heart  to  the  tenderness  now 
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poured  out  upon  him,  Tom's  father  felt  very 
angry  when  he  saw  bis  downcast  tace,  and 
would  have  been  tempted  to  beat  him  had 
not  his  wife  interfered.  Tom's  step-mother 
understood  him  far  better  thau  his  own  father. 
But  still,  even  she  was  sorely  puzzled  to  make 
out  what  ailed  him.  She  saw  that  he  was 
unhappy,  that  his  poor  little  crooked  mind 
was  turning  more  and  more  every  day  from  all 
wholesome  and  pleasant  things,  but  not  know- 
ing where  he  went  wrong,  she  found  it  im- 
possible to  set  him  right. 

At  last  one  day,  thinking  deeply,she  hoped 
she  had  found  a  clue.  She  remembered  his 
distress  when  he  heard  of  Spitfire's  dis- 
appearance. She  did  not  know  anything 
about  Spitfire,  but  she  guessed  that  Tom  must 
care  for  her.  If  she  could  find  her  again  it 
might  make  the  boy  happy.  Mrs.  Milne 
would  go  to  a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  achieve 
that  object  Having  washed  up  and  made 
everything  tidy  she  told  Tom  one  afternoon 
of  her  intention. 

"  I'm  jest  goin'  out  now  to  hear  some'ot 
about  that  ere  little  gal.  Spitfire  you  calls  her, 
Tom,  my  dear." 

Tom  had  been  lying  listlessly,  not  troub- 
ling himself  to  take  an  interest  in  anything. 

Now  for  a  brief  moment,  hope  and  life  did 
fire  his  eyes,  but  only  for  a  moment. 

"Spitfire's  dead,"  he  said;  "ye  needn't 
trouble  to  find  no  Spitfire." 

"  I  don't  b'lieve  a  bit  as  she's  dead," 
answered  Mrs,  Milne  cheerfully.  "  Any- 
how, I'm  going  to  have  a  look  for  her." 

Then  she  went  out  and  occupied  her  day 
in  vain  searchings  and  inquiries.  Alas,  no 
one  knew  anything  of  the  missing  child,  and 
most  people  when  closely  questioned  sup- 
posed that  she  must  be  dead.  Tom's  step- 
mother went  home  with  a  heavy  heart 

But  now,  as  the  weather  grewhotter,andTom 
had  no  hope  to  cheer  him,  his  diseasejaegan 
to  take  a  more  active  form — the  litde  boy 
became  at  last  quite  seriously  ill.  The  neigh- 
bours, who  had  neglected  him  before  his  step- 
mother arrived,  b^an  to  pity  and  to  suggest 
many  remedies.  Mrs.  Milne,  howeverThad 
a  plan  of  her  own ;  she  would  try  what  no  one 
had  ever  yet  tried  to  do  for  Tom,  she  would 
try  to  have  him  admitted  into  a  children's 
hospital.  Taking  the  right  steps  she  soon 
got  an  order  for  Tom,  and  in  about  a  month 
after  his  Other's  second  mairiage  the  little 
sick  boy  found  himself  an  inmate  of  a 
pleasant  ward  in  one  of  those  institutions 
which  prove  so  large  a  blessing  to  many. 
He  did  not  like  the  change ;  how  could  he, 
not  knowing  what  was  about  to  befall  him  ? 


The  ward  in  which  Tom  was  placed  was 
one  of  the  largest  in  the  hospital.  The  whole 
scene  was  new  to  the  little  boy,  and  when  he 
had  slightly  got  over  the  fit  of  sulks  which 
oppressed  him  on  his  arrival,  he  looked 
around  him  with  some  interest.  Down  the 
long  room  were  rows  of  little  white  cots,  in 
each  cot  lay  a  child,  and  from  all  directions 
the  sweet  eyes  of  children  were  turned  on 
Tom,  who  was  the  last  arrival.  He  was  not 
a  shy  child,  and  he  returned  their  gaze  fiiUy 
and  boldly,  but  when  they  smiled  at  him  he 
did  not  dream  of  smiling  back  in  return. 
He  was  not  at  all  happy  enough  to  have 
reached  so  gracious  a  stage  as  yet  With  one 
exception  there  was  no  child  very  ill  in  the 
ward,  and  the  scene  with  the  pleasant  looking 
nurses  moving  about  was  cheerful.  It  was 
quite  evening  when  Tom  came,  and  now  the 
nurses  were  busy  bringing  little  trays  with 
supper,  lighting  gas,  and  making  many  prepa- 
rations for  the  night.  Tom  watched  it  all, 
neither  speaking  nor  smiling.  When  his 
own  supper  was  brought  to  bim,  he  received 
it  without  a  remark.  He  looked  a  very 
disagreeable  little  boy  indeed. 

I  have  said  that  there  was  one  child  very 
ill  in  the  ward..  That  child  was  in  the 
cot  nearest  to  Tom.  Alter  a  time  he  began 
to  notice  this  fact.  He  turned  round  and 
looked  well  at  the  cot  and  its  occupant.  He 
could  not  see  very  much,  only  a  little  head, 
with  short,  very  black  hair,  pressed  upon  a 
pillow;  the  face  was  turned  away  from  him. 
When  the  nurses  approached  this  cot  they 
trod  sofdy,  and  looks  of  pity  came  over  their 
countenances.  Tom  began  to  feel  interested, 
he  looked  again  and  again  at  the  little  black 
head,  his  heart  began  to  beat,  a  hope,  vague, 
unintelligible,  and  yet  there,  began  to  take 
possession  of  him. 

Night  came  on  and  the  children  lay  down ; 
one  by  one  their  eyes  were  closed,  and  sleep 
came,  with  its  healing  and  its  blessing,  to  the 
sick  little  ones.  Tom  too  lay  down  with  the 
other  children,  but,  unlike  the  others,  he 
could  not  sleep.  He  kept  again  and  again 
opening  his  eyes  to  watch  that  little  still 
child  in  the  cot  next  his  own.  The  night 
nurse  sat  next  the  child,  who  slept  on  and  on, 
lying  all  the  time  so  motionless  that  it  seemed 
dmost  impossible  to  believe  that  there  was 
life  in  tl^  little  frame  Each  time  Tom 
looked  up  at  the  black  head,  he  found  his 
own  sleep  gomg  farther  and  farther  away, 
and  more  and  more  anxious  and  yet  hopeful 
became   his   thoughts.      At  JapJ  ^s  ^t- 
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lessness  attracted  the  nurse,  who  came  to 
him. 

"  Is  there  anything  the  matter  ?  "  she  said. 

"  Please,"  said  Tom,  lifting  his  great 
hollow  eyes  to  her  face,  "  please  is  that  sick 
little  un'  in  that  ere  bed  a  little  gal  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear." 

Tom  raised  himself  in  his  eagerness. 

"  And  'ave  she  been  'ere  long  ?" 

"  WeU,  let  me  see,  very  nearly  a  month. 
She  has  been  very  ill,  very  ill  mdeed,  but 
somehow,  although  she  is  so  bad  still,  I  have 
a  little  hope  for  her  to-night." 

"  Wot  wor  hei  name,  raar'm  ?  " 

"  That  I  cannot  tell  you,  my  dear.  She 
was  brought  in  here  quite  insensible.  She 
had  been  run  over  by  some  dray,  or  waggon, 
or  something,  and  greatly  hurt.  It  is  the 
greatest  wonder  that  she  is  alive  so  long. 
But,  now,  my  dear  child,  yon  must  not  talk; 
just  shut  you  eyes  and  go  to  sleep  like  the 
other  little  children." 

"  Yes,  I  will,  I  will,  mum,"  answered  Tom 
quite  humbly,  "  only  jest  please  tell  me  one 
thing — 'ad  that  ere  little  sick  gal  as  got  run 
over,  'ad  she  a  funny  dress,  werry  short,  and 
made  0'  carpet  stuff  ?  " 

"  Why,  my  dear,  you  must  know  something 
of  her.  I  am  almost  sure  she  was  dressed 
something  like  that.  I  can  find  out  certainly 
to-morrow.    Do  you  know  her,  my  dear  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes !  oh,  yes  1 "  answered  Tom,  and 
he  burst  into  sudden  tears.  "I  know  'er. 
Why  it's  Spitfire,  it's  my  own  darlin'  Spitfire, 
and  she  ain't  dead,  arter  all." 


The  nurse  went  back  to  the  little  cot  and 
sat  down  once  more  by  the  sick  child.  She 
had  again  asked  Tom  to  go  to  sleep,  but  Tom 
had  not  obeyed  her.  He  could  scarcely  tell  to 
his  own  heart  what  a  tumntt  of  hope  and 
rejoicing  had  come  to  him,  in  the  fact  that 
Spitfire  was  still  alive.  She  had  not  died  and 
gone  away  never  to  come  back.  All  the 
dreadful  unknown  of  unbelief  seemed  lifted 
from  Tom's  heart  by  this  fact.  All  these 
weeks  it  had  been  pressing  on  him  with  the 
force  and  oppression  of  a  nightmare — the 
fact  that  Spitfire,  Spitfire  who  herself  bad 
told  him  of  "spirits  bright,"  had  died,  and 
found  the  country  beyond  the  grave  cold, 
dark,  and  dreary,  far  too  cold  and  desolate  to 
make  it  possible  for  her  to  come  back  with 
any  tidings  of  good  to  Tom.  How  Tom  had 
sighed  for  her  return  1  But  now  the  reason 
was  explained.  Not  in  the  dreadful  way 
that  he  had  feared,  but  by  the  simple  and 
happy  fact  that  Spitfire  was  not  dead  at  all. 


She  had  never  crossed  that  narrow  bridge 
which  severs  the  living  from  the  dead.  She 
was  still  alive,  and  the  future  might  still  be 
good,  and  his  step-mother's  stories  might  be 
both  pretty  and  true. 

All  night  the  deep  sleep  which  had  fallen 
on  the  sick  child  grew  deeper  and  more  sweet, 
and  as  the  morning  broke  the  nurse's  anxious 
face  became  less  anxious,  and  she  turned  to 
Tom,  who  had  never  closed  his  own  eyes, 
with  a  smile.  Almost  at  the  same  moment 
Spitfire  awoke — her  face  was  now  towards 
Tom — she  opened  her  big  black  eyes  and 
looked  at  him  withoat  a  trace  of  question  or 
surprise. 

"Tom,"  she  said,  "  there  is  arter  all." 

"Wot?"  said  Tom. 

"  Sperrits  bright." 

"  Oh !  Spitfire,  'as  ye  been  dead  and  come 
back?  'as  yer  really  seen  'em  ?  "  asked  Tom. 

'"Eaps  and  'eaps  on  'cm,  Tom,"  answered 
Spitfire,  "Oh!  they  wor  bright,  them  sperrits. 
I  seed  yer  mother  among  'em,  Tom." 

"  Oh ! "  said  Tom  with  a  gasp. 

"  It's  all  quite  true,  Tom,  and  I  said  I'd 
come  back,"  continued  Spitfire. 

"I  believe  ye,"  answered  Tom. 

Side  by  side  in  that  pleasant  hospital  two 
little  children  got  well.  From  the  moment 
she  awoke  and  saw  Tom,  Spitfire's  danger 
was  past,  and  the  kind  and  clever  doctors 
soon  found  out  what  really  ailed  Tom,  and 
began  to  set  him  right.  Side  by  side  two 
little  children  learned  the  true  story  of 
"  spirits  bright,"  and  of  all  other  good  and 
happy  things.  How  Tom's  eves  did  shine, 
and  how  Spitfire  nodded  and  winked  with 
approbation,  when  the  nurses  and  lady  visitors 
told  of  all  Uie  good  tidings  of  Christ's  love. 
Mrs.  Milne  too,  when  she  came  to  visit  them, 
repeated  once  again,  and  this  time  to  believ- 
ing ears,  her  message  of  gospel  gold.  How 
the  children  learned  to  love  her  during 
these  days,  and  how  dearly  they  loved  one 
another ! 

When  at  last  they  were  fit  to  leave  the 
hospital,  a  great  and  pleasant  surprise  was  in 
store  for  them,  for  Mrs.  Milne  had  deter- 
mined that  Spitfire  should  never  go  back  to 
her  cruel  step-mother.  She  took  her  home 
to  live  with  herself  and  Tom.  In  that  plea- 
sant home  how  happy  was  her  lot !    ■ 

Two  litde  back  sheep,  but  how  white  they 
are  growing  !  How  like,  how  very  like  the 
lambs  in  that  great  fold,  which  day  by  day, 
and  year  by  year,  rejoice  the  heart  of  the 
Good  Shepherd. 

THB  EKD^  .w.^i^ 
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FIRST  EVEMING. 


PERHAPS  some  of  you  may  have  heard, 
from  the  lips  of  those  old  enough  to 
remember,  about  the  CorouadoD,  now  very 
many  years  ago,  of  our  own  gracious  Queen 
in  London.  How  the  trumpets  sounded; 
how  the  cream-coloured  steeds  bore  her  along 
in  her  carriage  of  state ;  how  eveiy  window 
had  its  bannos  and  loyal  devices,  and  the 
air  rang  with  the  shouts  of  a  loving  people. 

In  the  passage  selected  to^ay,  wc  have 
brought  before  us  the  entrance  of  "The 
Prince  of  the  kings  of  the  earth  into  His  own 
Jerusalem."  It  must  have  been  a  similar 
stirring  and  exciting  scene ;  for  we  read,  "  the 
whole  city  was  moved"  (Matt.  xxi.  lo), 
Great  triumphal  processions  were  common  in 
that  age  of  the  world.  Rome  witnessed 
many  sucb.  War  chariots,  with  horses  in 
rich  trappings,  ascended  the  CapitoL 
these  were  seated  heroes  with  garlands  on 
their  brows.  Gold  and  silver  vessels  were 
borne  before  them  by  slaves,  fragrant  incense 
was  wafted,  and  brazen  trumpets  rent  the  air. 
You  can  see  in  slabs  brought  from  the 
ruins  of  Nineveh  now  in  out  British  Museum, 
and  more  vividly  still  in  later  sculptures 
and  paintings,  representations  of  warriors 
celebrating  their  victories.  In  most  of  these 
cases,  however,  they  are  pictures  of  cruelty. 
Captive  kings  loaded  with  chains  are  yoked 
to  the  victor's  car.  Heads  are  carried  or 
borne  aloft,  which  the  sword  has  severed 
from  the  body.  Weeping  women  bowed 
with  grief  are  tearing  their  hair  as  they  lead 
along  their  fatherless  children. 

In  the  triumph  spoken  of  in  these  verses, 
Jesus  had  no  such  doleful  cries  entering  into 
His  ears ;  no  such  victims  of  misery  and  tor- 
ture were  borne  before  Him.  No  chains,  nor 
slaves,  nor  swoVds,  nor  battle-axes,  nor  spears 
were  seen  adorning  this  hour  of  earthly  glory. 
His  only  weapons  were  palm -branches, 
emblems  of  peace !  When  angels  yoked  His 
dianot  to  bring  him  down  from  heaven,  they 
blew  their  golden  trumpets,  and  said, "  Peace 
on  earth,  ^od-will  to  men."  His  name  was 
"  The  Rnnce  of  Peace,"  and  His  whole  life 
on  earth  bore  witness  to  the  truth  of  the  title. 
Oh,  if  the  princes  of  this  world  would  only 
follow  the  will  and  the  example  of  Jesus,  the 
din  of  war  would  never  be  beard.    He  would 


"  break  the  bow  and  cut  the  spear  in  sunder, 
and  bum  the  chariot  in  the  fire  "  (Psalm 
xlvi.  9). 

Butletusfollow  the  procession  from  Bethany. 
I  see  old  men  there,  reverend  Jews  with  long 
Sowing  beards,  who  like  Simeon  had  waited 
for  the  consolation  of  Israel.  I  see  strong 
middle-aged  men  there.  Some  have  climbed 
up  the  tall  palm-trees,  and  are  cutting  some 
graceful  fronds  to  be  carried  in  their  hands, 
or  weaved  into  green  leafy  carpets  to  be 
strewn  on  the  way.  Others  have  broken 
boughs  from  the  olive,  with  its  sombre  leaf 
coated  at  the  back  with  silvery  grey.  Others 
are  taking  off  their  cloaks  of  brown  and 
white  stripes,  such  as  I  have  seen  the  people 
wearing  at  this  day  in  Palestine,  also  to 
^oad  on  the  rough  road  for  their  King  to 
pass  over.  I  see  women,  too,  there,  like  Mary 
Magdalene;  not  improbably  would  Martha 
and  Mary,  of  "  the  town  of  Bethany,"  be 
among  the  number,  full  of  love  to  Him  who 
had  raised  their  dear  brother  from  the  dead. 

Loud  were  the  voices,  both  before  and 
behind,  which  cried,  as  the  Divine  Saviour 
"  in  lowly  pomp  rode  on  to  die,"  Hosanna  ! 
Hosannal  ffosanna/  He  crossed  the  brook 
Kedron ;  ascended  the  steep  road  that  led  to 
the  Temple ;  and  there  the  reception  awaited 
him  of  which  St.  Matthew  speaks.  The 
grown-up  people  had  sung  their  joyous  song 
of  welcome  on  the  public  road  across  the 
Mount.  But  a  new  band  of  worshippers  now 
take  it  up.  New  voices  in  the  Temple-court 
break  on  His  ear.    Tell  nie,  who  were  these? 

Yesl  it  was  "the  children,"  and  mingling 
with  their  Hosannas,  I  almost  think,  as  they 
look  across  the  valley  on  the  green  slopes  of 
Olivet,  and  see  the  King  of  Zion  coming  to 
His  own  City  and  Temple — I  ahnost  think  I 
hear  them  singing  the  very  words  of  their 
own  great  Prophet,  "How  beautiful  Upon 
the  mountains  (the  Mountain)  are  the  feet  of 
Him  that  bringeth  good  tidings,  that  pub- 
lisheth  peace ;  that  bringeth  good  tidings  of 
good,  Uiat  publisheth  salvation ;  that  saith 
unto  Zion,  Thy  God  reigneth!"  (Isaiah  lii.  7). 

Those  spoken  of  in  the  passage  we  are  now 
considering  were,  doubtless,  of  varied  ages ; 
some  older,  some  younger ;  but  they  all,  too, 
had  their  tiny  palm  and  olive  branches, 
gathered  probably  from  the  gardens  around ; 
and  as  they  saw  the  meek  and  gentle  Jesus 
enter  "the  Beautiful  Gate,"  they  crowded 
round  Him,  and  joine^^  t9getheruew  in  the 
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joyousshout,  "Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  David, 
Hosanna  in  the  highest  1 "  Some  sang  with 
their  clear  treble  voices ;  others  waved  their 
palms  ;  others  their  olive  branches  ;  perhaps 
some  threw  at  His  feet  handfuls^r  wreaths  of 
the  red  anemone,  and  other  flowers,  which 
would  then  be  in  full  glory.  Look  at  that 
child  with  its  fair  face  and  dimpled  cheeks — 
how  he  clings  to  the  Redeemer's  gracious 
hand  I  See  that  other  dark-eyed  boy  with 
raven  locks  kissing  the  hem  of  His  garment  J 
Sec  these  others  pressing  eagerly  through  the 
throng,  that  they  may  bow  at  His  feet  and 
get  His  blessing !  The  eyes  of  Jesus  were  still 
wet  with  the  tears  He  had  shed  on  the  brow  of 
the  Mount,  when  He  wept  over  the  City ; 
but  I  think  that  loving  scene  and  loving 
welcome  would  dry  them.  Thercwere others 
at  that  moment  in  the  Temple  besides  the 
children.  Among  these  we  read  of  "the 
blind  and  the  lame "  that  "  were  healed." 
They,  doubtless,  gathered  around  with  their 
songs  and  offerings,  "walking  and  leaping, 
and  praising  God."  But  I  am  very  sure  that 
no  voices  which  that  day  sounded  in  His 
ear,  no  garlands  which  that  day  adorned  His 
triumph,  would  be  so  pleasing  as  the  voices 
of  these  child-worshippers,  and  the  tiny 
branches  and  flower-wreaths  cast  by  them  at 
His  feet.  The  priests  had  said  nothing 
about  the  Hosannas  sung  by  the  crowd,  or 
about  the  grateful  thanks  uttered  by  the  blind 
and  the  lame.  But  when  they  saw  "  the 
Children  cryina^in  the  Temple  and  saying, 
Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  David,  they  were 
sore  displeased." 

Jesus,  however,  told  them  that  He  at  least 
was  not  displeased.  It  was  sweet  music  arising 
from  the  tips  of  those,  whose  angels.  He 
beautifully  says  in  another  place,  "do  always 
behold  Che  face  of  His  Father  in  heaven  !  " 

Dear  young  friends,  am  I  not  right  in 
saying,  that  what  I  have  now  been  speaking 
to  you  about  is  indeed  a  beauteous  and 
attractive  passage  in  Gospel  story  ?  I  think, 
if  I  had  to  choose  which  of  all  the  occasions 
in  the  life  of  the  kind  and  loving  Saviour  I 
should  like  most  to  have  been  present  at,  I 
would  select  this.  j.  r.  uacduff. 

SECOND   EVENING. 

Opsaiu  Hymn;  "TIib  Lord  ot  hcsTsn  out  King." 
L«ub:  Matt.uL  I— II.    CoDcladioI  Hima:    "Newllic 

I  told  you  last  Sunday,  that  of  all  the  scenes 
in  the  life  of  the  gracious  Redeemer,  when 
He  was  on  earth,  not  one  do  I  love  more 
than  the  welcome  given  Him  by  the  children 
in  the  Temple. 


I  do  not  wonder  that  it  was  a  subject 
selected  by  the  Christians  of  the  first  ages  to 
occupy  a  place  on  the  walls  of  the  Roman 
catacombs.  I  have  seen  one  of  the  quaint- 
est of  these  pictures  copied  from  this  strangest 
of  burial-grounds.  Jesus  is  about  to  enter  a 
large  building,  evidently  meant  to  be  the 
Temple.  A  woman  has  a  child  in  her 
arms ;  another  man  has  a  palm-leaf  in  one 
hand,  and  a  httle  boy  grasps  the  Other.  While 
two  small  figures  in  front,  doubtless  also 
intended  for  children,  spread  llieir  garments 
in  the  way. 

Now,  let  us  try  and  think  what  it  was 
that  led  these  young  ones  thus  to  welcome 
Jesus.  I  cannot  suppose  it  was  because 
thejr  believed  Him  to  be  the  Son  of  God,  or 
ihe  Messiali  promised  to  their  nation.  They 
knew  little  or  nothing  about,  and  pondered 
little  or  nothing  about,  types,  or  prophecies,  or 
miracles.  Moreover,  there  was  no  appearance 
of  greatness  or  majesty  in  that  lowly  Man  of 
Nazareth.  He  wore  neither  crown,  nor  sword, 
nor  royal  bracelet,  like  the  old  Kings  of  Judah 
and  Israel,  so  that  if  they  called  Him,  like 
the  other  worshippers  that  day,  "Son  of 
David,"  it  was  with  no  thought  of  a  throne,  or 
palace,  or  kingdom.  I  believe  then  5urel;r  'n 
the  case  of  most,  if  not  of  all  these  child, 
worshippers,  that  they  raised  their  Hosannas 
just  because  they  saw  in  Him,  whom  others 
were  welcoming  with  divine  honours,  One  so 
loving,  and  kind,  and  good.  Goodness  has 
a  wonderful  attraction.  I  dare  say  some  of 
you  have  a  magnet  at  home.  If  so,  you 
know  how  it  attracts  to  itself  small  steel  and 
iron  filings,  and  makes  them  cling  to  it. 
Well,  goodness  acts  exactly  like  that  magnet, 
especially  when  manifested  towards  the  weak 
and  the  feeble.  And  the  greater  the  good- 
ness is,  the  more  powerful  is  its  magnet- 
attraction.  Have  you  never  seen  this  even 
in  the  lower  creation?  I  will  give  you  a 
story  to  illustrate  what  I  mean.  A  thousand 
years  ago,  not  long  after  Christianity  was 
brought  to  Britain,  there  lived  a  very  saintly 
man  m  the  fens  of  the  south-east  of  England. 
In  a  lonely  spot  there  he  had' built  himself  a 
hut  or  cell  in  the  midst  of  reeds  and  alders, 
the  haunt  of  various  birds  and  of  a  few  timid 
deer.  Guthlac  was  specially  kind,  and  loved 
whatever  was  gentle  and  good  and  holy. 
One  day  he  was  talking  with  a  person  called 
Wilfrid,  who  had  come  to  visit  him  in  his 
solitary  retreat.  While  they  were  conversing, 
two  swallows  flew  and  perched  themselves, 
now  on  his  knee,  now  on  his  shoulder,  now 
on  his  hand.  His  friend  expressed  his  won- 
der at  their  tameness;  but  Guthlac  replied, 
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"  He  who  leads  his  life  according  to  the  will 
of  God,  to  him  the  wild  birds  and  the  wild' 
deer  draw  most  near." 

Was  it  not  so  in  a  higher,  holier,  diviner 
sense  in  the  case  of  God's  Holy  Son — the 
kind  and  gentle  and  loving  Jesus :  He  who 
was  GOODNESS  itself,  without  one  spot  or  flaw 
in  it? 

These  children  beheld  nothing  whatever  in 
the  outer  garb  of  that  lowly  Pilgrim  to  indi- 
cate theGreat  coming  Deliverer, — whosename 
was  to  be  called  "  Wonderful — Counsellor — 
the  Mighty  God,  the  Everlasting  Father — 
the  Prince  of  Peace."  They  may  have  heard 
of  Him,  indeed,  as  the  gracious  and  Holy 
Prophet  of  Galilee,  who  went  about  continu- 
ally doing  good,  who  had  cured  by  a  word 
the  sick,  the  diseased,  the  dying,  and  even 
raised  the  dead.  But  it  was  when  they  saw  for 
themselves  His  gentle  look,  and  met  the 
glance  of  His  kindly  eye,  and  heard  the  tones 
of  His  tender  voice,  that  their  little  hearts 
were  attracted  towards  Him.  Just  as  the 
sun  in  the  heavens  draws  out  with  his  genial 
beams  in  spring  the  leaflets  from  their  buds, 
so  was  it  with  the  true  Sun  of  Righteousness 
and  these  young  Temple-fiowerets.  They  read 
in  a  moment  His  divine  human  character,  as 
the  "  Altogether  lovely."  Heart  answered  to 
hearL  Jesus  did  not  require  to  repeat  His 
own  words,  "  Whoso  shall  receive  one  such 
little  child  in  My  name  receiveth  Me  "  (Matt, 
xviii.  s).  What  to  them  was  the  Temple 
rising  behind  them  in  all  its  glories,  with 
marble  cloisters  and  golden  vine ;  cedar-roof, 
and  brazen  altar,  and  fumes  of  incense  ?  Ah, 
their  young  souls  discerned  in  the  ^odness  of 
that  divine  Saviour,  "  One  Gnaler  than  the 
Temple."  These  little  timid  swallows  of  the 
sanctuary  felt  tb?y  had  found  a  sure  shelter 
«nd  perch  on  the  boughs  of  this  mighty 
Cedar  of  God. 

Let  me  draw  from  the  scene  just  one 
lesson  for  you:  it  is  this — MtaX.aU  may  do  seme- 
thing  for  Jesus. 

In  the  beginning  of  this  same  twenty-first 
chapter  of  St.  Matthew,  we  read  of  a  farmer 
or  villager,  at  Bethphage,  who  on  that  Palm 
Sunday  had  lent  two  animals — an  ass  and  its 
colt — for  the  procession  across  the  Mount  of 
Olives.  On  one  of  these,  as  King,  the 
blessed  Saviour  rode  in  triumph.  Perhaps 
the  man  could  give  nothing  else,  and  be  of 
no  Other  service.  But  these  he  willingly 
made  over,  whenever  he  was  told  by  the 
disciples,  "  The  Lortl  hath  need  of  them " 
(Matt.  xxi.  3).  Grown-up  men  and  women, 
as  we  have  seen,  took  off  their  garments  and 
cast  them  in  the  way.      Some  who  could  not 
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do  this— who  had  no  befitting  mantle  to  pro- 
vide, went  into  the  groves  and  gardens  of 
palm,  and  gathered  branches  ;  from  what  was 
called  "  the  tree  of  victory."  Children  whose 
little  hands  were  perhaps  unable  to  break 
down  boughs,  or  gather  the  fronds  of  the 
taller  tree,  would  be  content  with  sprigs  of 
olive  or  wreaths  of  wild  flowers.  And  if  they 
could  not  get  even  these,  they  could  at  least 
assemble  around  the  blessed  Jesus  as  He 
entered  the  Temple-gate,  and  cry  with  their 
young  voices,  "Hosanna!  Hosanna!" 

This  then,  I  repeat  it,  is  the  lesson  you 
may  learn  from  this  passage  of  sacred  Scrip- 
ture ;  that  all  may  give  tomething,  ami  do 
somethins,for  the  Saviour.  It  telb  you  too, 
my  young  friends,  that  you  are  not  too  youn^ 
or  too  Utile  to  glorify  Him.  That  Temple, 
beneath  whose  white  pillars  these  children 
stood,  had  its  small  stones,  and  small  cedar- 
beams,  and  small  rafters,  as  well  as  large 
ones.  So  it  is  in  God's  "  spiritual  Temple." 
There  arc  "  vessels  of  small,  as  well  as  great 
quantity ;"  "  vessels  of  cups,  as  well  as  ves- 
sels of  flagons  "(Isa.  xxii.  34).  You  remem- 
ber in  a  beautiful  Old  Testament  story  you 
all  so  much  love  to  read,  that  Benjamin,  "the 
youngest,"  had  his  share  in  taking  balm  and 
honey  and  spices  and  myrrh  to  his  brother 
Joseph  in  Egypt.  You  may  do  the  same  to 
the  true  Joseph — that  Elder  Brother  whom 
we  have  all  sold  by  our  sins,  but  who  is  now 
exalted  on  a  throne  of  glory.  The  very 
youngest  of  His  brethren  may  help  to  bring 
Him  presents.  The  youngest  among  you 
may  imitate  Mary  the  sister  of  Laiarus ; 
break  your  little  alabaster  box  of  ointment, 
and  cause  Ac  fragrance  to  be  wafted  all 
around.  If  you  cannot  preach  sermons,  or 
build  churches,  or  found  hospitals,  or  do 
great  things,  you  can  carry  the  flower  or  the 
nosegay  to  the  invalid.  You  can  smooth  the 
pillow  or  moisten  the  lips  of  your  little  sick 
brother  or  sister.  You  can  be  helpful  to 
your  fathers  and  mothers,  and  you  can  be 
kind  to  everybody.  Listen  to  a  pretty  little 
story,  told  in  verse,  which  is  a  favourite  of 
mine.  It  is  called  "  The  Streamlet's  Song:" — 


Sn'lh 


7  Irwiqui]  to 


K  low' rati  wither. 


ji^le 
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" '  Tbs  work  mj  Uut« 


tJST 


So  that  I  do  Hit' 


id  anywhere  ftnd  everynhin, 

:  woik  trarely 
» luppy  vtill.* " 

J.   R.   MACDUFF. 


In  our  lesson  for  to-night  we  read  that 
"  David,  after  he  had  served  his  own  genera- 
tion by  the  will  of  God,  fell  on  sleep,  and  was 
laid  anto  his  fathers." 

You  have  all,  I  dare  say,  seen  the  sun  set- 
ting in  the  western  sky,  amid  bars  of  gold 
and  red  and  amber  P 

These  words  picture  to  us,  in  another 
sense,  a  beautiful  sunset  on  the  mountains 
round  about  Jerasalem.  Let  us  stand  and 
gaze  on  this  bright  ball  of  fire  going  down 
in  its  heavenly  glory.  King  David  was 
truly  a  Suit  among  his  fellows.  His  history 
recalls  the  last  note  in  the  Song  of  Deborah, 
"  Let  them  that  love  Him  be  as  the  Sun  when 
he  goeth  forth  in  his  might" 

We  may  learn  from  this  passage  of  Holy 
Scripture — 

I.  The  way  to  die  happy, — Death  has  been 
spoken  of,  to  those  who  are  unprepared,  as 
"  the  King  of  terrors."  But  of  this  King  of 
Israel  it  is  here  said,  " Hefdl aslt^" 

How  was  death  to  him  thus  so  peaceful  as 
to  be  compared  to  a.  little  child  closing  its 
eyes  and  sinking  into  slumber  on  its  mother's 
knees? 

I  think  it  was, — I  am  sure  it  was, — be- 
cause he  was  enabled,  in  early  years,  when 
amid  the  flocks  and  sheepfolds  of  Bethlehem, 
to  give  his  young  heart  to  God.  As  I 
looked  down  when  in  Palestine  on  the 
valley  of  that  name,  I  could  not  help  recall- 
ing the  youthful  Warbler  who  once  was  there 
with  his  simple  pastoral  reed-pipe,  before  he 
could  procure  the  golden  harp  of  after  years. 
I  thought  .of  him  by  day  amid  the  bleatings 
of  his  flock  singing  songs  to  Israel's  God. 
And  then,  when  the  evening  shadows  fell, 
and  the  beautiful  stars  came  out;  when  the 
sheep  and  lambs  were  all  folded ;  when  the 
birds  had  gone  to  their  leafy  cradles,  and 
the  great  Temple  of  nature  was  silent  j  how 
that  Boy-Minstrel  loved  to  break  the  still- 
ness with  these  loveliest  night-Psalras  ever 
penned : — "  The  Heaven's  declare  the  glory 
of  God  and  the  firmament  sheweth  forth 
His  handiwork."    "  When  1  consider  Thy 


heavens  the  work  of  Thy  fingers,  the  rooon 
and  the  stars  which  Thou  hast  ordained." 
If  be  had  not  then  teamt  to  love  and  praise 
and  serve  the  Great  Creator  who  had  made 
him  and  redeemed  him,  he  would  not— be 
could  not — have  left  the  world  so  happy. 
It  was  because,  when  he  was  yet  the  age  of 
many  I  now  address,  he  had  learnt  to  sing 
"  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,"  that  he  cotOd 
plead  when  he  was  old  and  grey-headed, 
"O  God,  forsake  me  not"  {Ps.  Ixxi.  \i),  and 
that  when  he  came  to  He  on  a  death-bed  in 
his  royal  palace,  he  could  take  down  the  harp 
of  Zion,  and  warble  so  sweet  a  farewell  aswe 
are  told  he  did.  Do  you  remember  the 
words  of  that  death-song  ? 

Yon  will  find  it  in  s  Sam.  xxiii.  5.  "He 
hath  made  with  me  an  everlasting  covenant, 
ordered  in  all  things  and  sure  ;  for  this  is  alt 
my  salvation  and  all  my  desire." 

Ah  i  I  believe,  if  all  David's  life  had 
been  as  lovely  as  its  morning,  if  he  had  not 
suffered  sin  to  dim  its  mid-day  brightness, 
he  would  have  died  much  happier  than  he 
did.  Glorious  as  his  sunset  .was,  there  we« 
clouds  darkening  the  evening  sky,  he  little 
dreamt  of  in  earlier  and  gladder  years. 

Dear  young  friends,  seek  in  the  momiDg 
of  existence  to  love  and  serve  God,  if  yoa 
wis'h,  when  you  die,  to  "  fall  asleep  "  in  the 
"everlasting  arras"  (Dent,  xxxiii.  r\\ 
David,  when  he  came,  as  he  did,  bitteriy  to 
mourn  his  great  sins,  I  doubt  not,  would 
have  given  his  crown  and  sceptre  and  riches, 
and  all  that  he  had,  to  get  back  the  bliss  d 
a  pure  heart  and  a  life  unstained  with  crimson 
and  scarlet  guilt.  Keep  far  out  of  the  way 
of  temptation.  Try  to  do  nothing  that  would 
cloud  the  beauty  of  your  after  years.  Li« 
holy  if  you  would  die  happy. 

II.  You  are  here  reminded  that  ail  of  yen 
have  an  infiuence  either  for  good  or  fm-  aid.— 
David,  though,  as  I  have  just  said,  at  one 
time  he  fell  unhappily  into  sad  sb,  yet 
mainly  his  life  was  an  influence  for  good. 
He  "served  his  own  generation" — by  "doing 
the  will  of  God."  As  a  Sun,  he  gladdened 
many  with  his  beams. 

You  remember  Samuel,  David's  aged 
counsellor ;  he  was  another  who  loted  God 
when  a  little  child.  See  what  a  good  influ- 
ence he  had  oa  the  people  he  governed! 
One  day  in  wheat-harvest,  he  gathered  tlie 
tribes  together  and  said, "  Behold,  here  I  am, 
witness  against  me  before  the  Lord  and  His 
anobted ;  whose  ox  have  I  taken  ?  or  whose 
ass  have  I  taken  ?  or  whom  have  1 
defrauded  ?  whom  have  I  oi^ressed  ?  or  » 
whose  hand  have  I  received  any  bnbe  to 
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blind  mine  eyes  therewith  ?"  He  feared  God, 
and  was  upright  towards  man  ;  and  when  he 
died,  see  how  much  missed  he  was  I  He  had 
but  one  mourner  at  his  funeral.  But  it  was 
"  all  Israel."  The  whole  nation  wept  for  him, 
and  followed  him  to  his  grave  with  their  tears. 

Seek  that  while  you  live,  by  loving  ways 
and  loving  acts,  the  world  may  be  the  better 
foT  you;  and  that  when  you  die,  a  good 
example  —  good  thoughts  and  words  and 
deeds — shall  be  left  behind  you. 

III.  There  is  one  other  thing  of  which  our 
lesson  reminds  us.  All  must  die — David 
"fell  on  sleep."  Great  man  as  he  was, — 
Ring  though  he  was :  though  he  sang  many 
sneet  Psalms,  though  beloved  by  God  and 
honoured  by  men, — yet  the  summons  came 
at  last,  "  Put  up  thy  harp,  and  be  gathered 
to  ihy  fathers;"    and — " Ne  died." 

Regarding  all  of  us,  young  and  old,  rich 
and  poor,  small  and  great,  monarch  and 
.beggar,  it  will  some  day  be  said — "  He  died ! " 
.^d  God  is  always  reminding  you,  my  young 
friends,  by  some  "still,  smaU  voice,"  that 
none  are'  too  young  to  die.  Barzitlal,  the 
Highland  chief  of  Gilead,  asked,  "  How  long 
have  I  to  live  ? "  To  each  of  you  I  would 
say,  "  Never  mind  how  long,  but  how  you 
have  to  live."  True  life  is  not  measured  by 
days  or  years.  Live  to  God  zs  long  as  you 
live ;  and  then,  it  matters  nol^  whether  your 
years  be  few  or  many.         j.  k.  macduff. 

FOintTH   EVENING. 


You  will  remember  the  story  of  Peter's 
imprisonment.  How,  after  his  denial  of  the 
Lord  and  his  Lord's  having  spoken  such 
loving  words  of  mercy,  trampling  down  all 
its  shameful  cowardice,  his  heart  yielded 
itself  unreservedly  to  love  and  worship  and 
glorify  Him ;  how,  filled  with  new-bOm 
passion  for  Christ,  the  foi^ven  man  stood 
up  and  preached  in  the  very  place  where 
thousands  of  men  hated  both  Jesus  and 
His  followers  ;  and  how  Herod,  the  King, 
warning  to  please  the  men,  seized  Peter, 
dragged  him  to  prison,  fettered  him,  and 
binding  him  to  two  soldiers  to  keep  him, 
shut  him  in  the  prison's  innermost  ward, 
setting  guards  at  the  doois  to  watch,  and 
there  he  was  left  till  Herod  had  ananged 
a  day  on  which  to  put  him  to  death.  This 
taking  their  preacher  to  prison  in  the  first 
blush  of  their  new  zeal  was  a  dreadful  blow 
to  the  young  Church  of  Jesus,  and  they 
gathered  together  and  prayed  God  to  show 
His  power  and  save  Peter.   Herod,  the  King, 


had  already  cut  olf  the  head  of  James,  another 
oi  their  friends  and  helpers,  and  they  could 
not  bear  to  think  that  Peter,  the  now  brave, 
noble  Peter,  should  be  killed  too.  But  so 
Herod  had  said  it  should  be ;  and  they  cried 
unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble. 

Well  did  Peter  know  the  fate  that  Herod 
intended  for  him.  As  he  passed  through  the 
prison  gate,  and  along  its  narrow  way  to  the 
cell,  where  the  heavy  door  closed  upon  him, 
he  knew  that  his  return,  whenever  it  might 
be,  the  King  had  fixed  to  be  to  the  scaJfold 
and  to  death.  Still,  on  that  very  same  night 
in  which  Herod  was  to  bring  him  forth  to 
put  him  to  death,  and  while  all  his  friends 
were  awake  praying,  he  himself  was  quietly 
lying  down  in  deepest  slumber.  He  did 
not  even  pray,  save  his  ordinary  nightly 
prayer  of  love  and  gratitude.  Night  after 
night  he  had  slept,  and  now  his  last  night  of 
life  had  come,  yet  he  laydown  and  slept  again. 

While  Peter  slept  and  the  Churcli  prayed, 
Herod,  with  his  officers,  made  the  final 
arrangements  for  ihe  death  of  Peter  and  the 
morrow's  sport,  and  sent  out  his  heralds  to 
announce  to  the  expectant  city  the  time  and 
place  where  they  were  to  gather  and  see; 
and  thousands  of  low  and  cruel  Jews  were 
in  high  glee,  rubbing  their  hands  at  the 
prospect  of  the  fete  which  tlie  goodness  of 
the  King  had  decreed  at  the  morrow's  death 
of  this  hateful  Nazarene. 

The  cock  crowed.  It  was  past  midnight 
Peter's  last  day  had  come.  Another  hour, 
and  the  soldiers  will  set  up  the  scaffold.  A 
few  score  of  people  from  the  neighbouring 
towns,  who  want  to  see  "the  fun  "  and  get  a 
good  place,  lie  sleeping  about  the  comers  of 
the  streets,  like  heaps  of  rags.  The  cock's 
shrill  crow  is  heard  ^ain.  It  is  time  for  those 
who  have  to  make  ready  to  rise.  The  watch 
rouses  the  soldiers,  they  turn  over  in  bed, 
stretch  themselves,  and  get  up  to  their  duty. 
One  lifts  his  sword,  touches  its  edge  widi  his 
thumb,  sharpens  it,  and  touches  it  again  and 
again  till  he  thinks  it  will  do  well  the  dreadful 
work  before  it. 

Is  it  not  surprising  that  Peter  is  still  in 
quiet  sleep?  What  can  be  the  meaning  of 
this  victim's  absolute  indifference?  The 
palace,  the  soldiers'  hall,  the  prayer-meeting 
at  Mary's  house,  all  astir  about  his  death, 
and  he  fast  asleep  !  I  fancy  I  know  the  rea- 
son, and  it  seems  so  well  to  suit  the  story  that 
1  think  it  must  be  the  truth.  It  is  this :  Peter 
remembered  something  which  his  friends  in 
Mary's  house  had  probably  forgotten,  and  his 
enemies  in  the  palace  had  never  known, 
namely,  that  when  Jesus  was  gn  e^^M^W^ 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


spoken  to  him  of  a  time  when  he  should 
be  "old."  Now,  he  was  not  old  yet,  and 
if  they  killed  him  now  he  never  could 
'be  old,  and  then,  of  course,  the  words  of 
Jesus  would  never  come  true,  and  true  they 
must  come.  How,  then,  could  Herod  or 
anybody  else  kill  him  ?  True,  day  after  day 
in  prison  has  gone,  and  he  is  there  bound 
still ;  night  af^er  night  has  gone,  and  there 
has  come  no  deliverance ;  and  how  deliver- 
ance can  come  he  cannot  see  at  all.  Even 
the  last  dayhas  gone  and  the  last  night  is^oing. 
The  sun  is  already  breaking  its  way  up  m  the 
cast,  and  his  death  is  fixed  for  the  morrow. 
Still  he  sleeps  a  good  sound  sleep,  for  his 
death  is  simply  impossible  J  Let  the  heralds 
proclaim  the  hour,  let  the  soldiers  make  ready 
the  scaffold,  let  Herod  get  out  his  purple  robes 
and  array  himself  before  his  mirror,  ii;i  his  royal 
crown,  and  get  ready  to  grace  his  wretched  gala 
day,all,  all  must  end  in  nothing.  Christ's  word 


mult  be  true.  To  him 
it  wtts  surer  than  the 
surest  word  of  the  most 
powerful  king,  and  the 
suongest  fetter,  and  bolt, 
and  bar  of  gaols.  He- 
rod's decrees  mig/i/  pass 
away ;  those  doors  of 
stone  and  triple  gates  of 
iron  might  pass  away; 
indeed,  heaven  and  earth 
might  pass  away;  nay, 
must  pass  away,  before 
a  word  of  Jesus  Christ's 
could  fail.  Put  to  death  ! 
Never !  said  Peter.  So 
while  they  laughed  in  the 
palace, and  cried  in  Mary's 
house,  and  put  a  firesh 
edge  on  the  executioner's 
sword  in  the  soldiers'  hall, 
Peter  would  lie  dawn  and 
go  to  sleep. 

It  was   a   cock's  aow 
that  told   the  watch   to 
rouse    the   soldiers ;    but 
Peter  did   not   hear  the 
crow.    Yet,  as  the  soldiers 
in   Herod's    hall    awolte, 
Peter  log  awoke.    Some- 
one nudged  him,    ^Vhat 
was     that     push    at   his 
side?   He  opened  his  eyes 
and  sat  up.      No,  he  was 
too     heavily     asleep    to 
sit    up ;    the    hand    tbat 
touched  him    lifted  him 
up.     There   was  a  light 
in  the  prison.     Now,  a  voice  startled  him 
with,   "Rise  up,  Peter,  be  quick  I"     His 
sleep  was  gone,  his  chains  fell  off,  he  put  ou 
his  shoes  and  fallowed.    What  could  it  all 
mean  ?    The  bolts  and  bars  were  drawn,  the 
prison   doors,  opened.     And    as   they  went 
out  and  came  up  to  the  big  outer  gate— -just 
as  though  the  porter  at  the  lodge  had  risen 
in  his  sleep  to  let  them  through — it  opened  to 
them  of  itself,  and  Peter  was  in  the  street. 
There,  his  companion  left  him,  and  he  was 
alone,  and  it  seemed  all  a  dream.     He  felt 
the  ground,  he  looked  at  die  sky,  he  touched 
his  arras  and  head.     No,  it  was,  without  any 
manner  of  doubt,  not  a  dream.    Jesus  had 
sent  His  servant  and  delivered  him, 

I  love  that  picture  of  Peter  at  rest ;  it  is  of 
a  spirit  at  rest  in  the  Lord,  and  waiting 
patiently  for  Him.  Think  of  it,  and  it  wiU 
help  you  to  be  charmed  and  satisfied  with 

God.  B.  WAUCU. 
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I.— HOME  NOTES. 
lUIOKATlON  rOK  WOMEN. 
A  SOCIETY  wu  formed  by  a  nnmber  of  beiieto> 
lent  ladin  ibont  a  year  and  a  half  ago,  for  the 
pnrpoM  of  assisting  English  women  of  all  cUasn  to 
emigrate  when  circumstances  render  it  desirable  for 
them  to  do  so.  The  list  oF  names  of  the  council  and 
committee  includes  those  of  minv  penons  of  dlslioc- 
tion,  well  known  in  connection  with  philanthropic 
enletpriie — such  as  the  Dacheas  of  Marlborough, 
Lady  Strangford,  the  Hirchioness  of  Salisbury,  and 
others — and  commands  the  fullest  eonlidence.  Ac- 
cording to  the  report  before  ni,  dated  June,  i8Si,  a 
fair  beginning  has  been  made  in  a  work  of  the  highest 
importance  both  to  the  colonies  and  to  the  mother 
cOD&lry,  and  one  which,  when  its  nacare  and  signili- 
once  are  generally  undeistood,  can  scarcely  fail  to 
secure  the  support  which  it  deserres.  The  task  under' 
taken  by  the  Society  is  indicated  in  the  following 
statement  of  ita  "PHncipIes  of  Woiking":  i.  To 
coDecl  add  distribute  information  from  reliable  sources 
respecting  each  Colony,  its  Climate,  Resources,  dec. 
2.  To  arrange  for  the  comfort  and  safely  of  emigrants 
during  transit.  3.  To  establish  idaliMU  with  trust- 
worthy pawns  at  each  port,  who  shall  pledge  them- 
selves to  receive  and  befriend  the  emigrants  accredited 
to  them  by  the  Society.  4.  To  raise  and  administer 
a  fund  for  the  purpose  of  assisting  the  emigration  of 
suitable  women  of  sonnd  health  and  good  character 
who  are  unable  to  raisethe  sum  required  lor  the  purpose. 
The  assistance,in  moat  coses, to  t^  the  fbnn  of  >  loan, 
for  which  interest  is  charged  and  secoiity  reijoired. 
The  Sodety  has  [sent  oot  already  59  women,  43  of 
then  belonging  to  the  sbc^'keeping  and  profesdonal 
claaM*,  and  16  being  servants.  Neariy  tliree-fourths 
of  these  emigrants  have  gone  to  Queensland,  because, 
as  we  are  told,  ■■  that  colony  oU^  the  beat  field  Ibr 
edockted'  women,  and  is  the  only  one  to  which  free 


.    STKEET   AKBULAKCHS  AND  fi 

In  connectioii  with  the  hospitals  of  New  York,  a 
"  Street  Ambnlance  System  "  is  in  operation,  which 
Tcty  efiectively  places  within  reach  of  persona  over* 
taken  by  accident  or  sodden  illness  the  possibility  of 
prompt  and  efficient  nedical  aid.  The  plan  adopted 
is  a  simple  one,  and  is  based  upon  a  telephonic  com- 
munication with  various  points  in  all  puts  of  the  dty. 
If  accident  or  illneaa  occnit,  instead  of  the  weU- 
meant  but  awkward  and  often  mischievoos  expedient 
of  "  calling  a  cab,"  in  wliich  tbe  snfierer  is  jolted  to 
the  hospital  under  the  most  unfavoorabte  ccmditions, 
the  New  York  system  requires  that  application  should 
be  made  to  the  nearest  District  Police  Station.  An 
attendant  here  at  once  communicates,  by  telephone, 
information  of  the  case  of  emergency  to  the  Central 
Police  Office,  and  this  ioformatioa  is  forthwith  sent 
on,  by  telephone,  to  the  hospital  nearest  to  the  scene 
of  tbe  disaster.  At  the  hospital  an  ambulance 
carriage,  fitted  with  every  necessary  appliance  for  the 
transport  of  sick  or  injured  persons,  is  always  kept  in 
readiness,  and  when  summoned,  it  is  dispatched  with 
the  same  expeditimt  which  is  used  in  seading  off 
fire-engines  to  a  conflagration.  The  ambulance  is 
accompanied  by  a  competent  medical  attendant,  who 
immediate  relief  tc 


1  granted,"  The  c 
ns  states,  we  observe,  that  for  female  emigrants, 
"  knowledge  of  domestic  dntiea  is  absdatcly  essen- 
tial," and  this  of  course  may  be  added  to  any 
nnmlw  of  acquirements  and  occomplishmentf.  In 
the  case  of  single  women,  the  voyage  oat  has  often 
been  a  serious  difficulty,  not  only  becanse  of  the  ex- 
pense, but  also  becanse  of  the  moral  pttHi  of  such 
an  undertaking,  arising  from  the  promiscnons  as- 
semblage of  paitengen,  the  prohmged  leisure, 
and  other  drcomitances.  Under  well-known  com- 
panies, it  is  tme  tbM  the  conditions  under  which 
emigrants  perform  thtir  jomiwy  are  greatly  improved 
as  compared  with  former  days ;  but  thoe  is  much 
still  to  be  done,  and  the  intervention  and  snpovision 
of  female  emigration  by  such  a  aodely  as  this  may 
prove  of  the  highest  posmble  value.  We  belrtily 
wish  it  success  in  its  good  wcrk.  The  honorary 
seoctuy  i*  Ut«.  Browne,  38,S«lgiaveRoMl,  S.W.; 


paticat,  and  who  superintends  the  process  of  convey- 
ance to  the  hospital.  The  bed  in  the  ambulance  it 
fitted  upon  a  frame,  which  can  be  readily  removed 
and  used  as  a  atretdier,  to  convey  the  sufferer  to  the 
i  department  of  the  hospital  in  which  it  is  desirable 
j  that  he  should  be  placed.  The  result  of  these 
arrangements  is  that  help  is  aSbrded  in  cases  of 
emergency  with  a  promptrtode  iriiich  often  prevents 
I  most  distressing  lufleiing,  and  which  is  always  of  very 
I  great  importance.  It  is  snrprising  that  In  the  large 
towns  and  aties  of  Uiis  conntty  this  method  has  not 
yet  been  adopted,  and  that  we  still  leave  out  "  sick 
and  woimded  "  to  the  hapfaaaard  methods  of  obtaii^g 
relief  which  have  so  often  proved  disastrous.  To 
show  how  much  scope  exists  for  snch  operations,  we 
may  mentkm  that  in  London  the  average  number  of 
street  acddenta  bam  horses  and  veliicles  aloito  is 
three  thousand  a  year,  besides  two  hundred  in  which 
immediate  death  haa  reaolted ;  and  out  of  twenty-two 
thousand  cases  admitted  into  five  of  tlie  principal 
London  hospitals  in  a  year,  it  has  been  ascertained 
that  half  were  "  enwrgency  cases,"  that  is  to  say, 
cases  in  whidt  prcmpt  medical  attendance  was  of  the 
utmost  consequence.  The  adoption  and  derelopaent 
of  the  an^iulance  system  in  London  and  our  Uxgt 
towns  is  therefiMe  earnestly  t*  be  danred,  and  in  face 
of  the  example  of  America  its  absence  is  a  reflection 
upon   onr  foxctical  wisdom  as  well  as  upon  our 
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t  COirrE»BtCE,    LITEKFOOL. 

Hie  Wdleyiu  Methodists  Iutc  bcld  their  umiial 
ConTemice  thii  year  at  Liverpool,  under  the  presi- 
<]ecuy  or  the  Rev.  Dr.  Oibom,  irho,  now  in  his 
jerenty-tliini  jrear,  tuu  been  elected  premdenl  for  the 
lecond  time  in  his  lengthened  ministerLiI  lile.  Aj 
Dioal,  the  poblie  scrvicet  connected  with  the  Con- 
ference hive  excited  great  local  interest,  and  have 
been  attended  bj  oreiflowing  congregations.  A  no- 
ticeable incident  has  been  the  totuufectatioD  of 
Chnitian  courtesy  and  good  feeling  by  Dr.  Ryle,  the 
Bbhopof  Liverpool,  whoae  grandfather  wu  a  lead- 
ing Weileyan  in  Macclesfield.  The  Conference 
dating  it*  sittiDgs  was  of  conise  chieSy  occnpied  with 
matters  affecting  the  working  of  the  organizalioa  for 
which  it  spealfs  and  legislate).  A  remarkable  featnre 
in  the  proceedings  was  the  resolution  to  accept  no 
candidates  lea  the  ministry  this  year.  About  a 
hundred  young  men  presented  themselves  as  wishful 
to  enter  upon  the  probation  required  of  Wesleyan 
mtnislcFS.  bat  ajthoagh  many  of  ihem  irere  men  of 
considerable  attainments  and  promise,  they  were 
declined  on  the  ground  that  for  the  present  the  supply 
of  nunisten  was  more  than  sufficient  lo  meet  the 
Deceuities  of  the  stations  and  chapels  of  the  denomi- 
nation. Another  knotty  point  of  discussion  and  diffi- 
cnlty  was  the  lack  of  financial  resources  in  sereial  of 
the  important  departments  of  work  under  the  direc- 
tion of  the  Conference.  The  assembly,  howerer, 
seemed  prepared  to  look  unpleasant  facts  in  the  face 
without  dismay,  and  was  able  to  find  comfort  in 
many  signs  of  tpiritual  prosperity  and  general  pro- 
gress. The  meeting  of  the  (Ecumenical  Wesleyan 
Congress,  an  assembly  representing  Methodism  in 
every  part  of  the  world,  which  will  take  place  in 
London  in  September,  is  anticipated  by  Wesleyans 
with  great  interest 


TBS  SAD  CAI.AUITV 
A  distressing  disaster  occurred  oEF  the  coast  of 
the  Shetland  Isles  in  the  middle  of  July,  by  which 
about  siilj  of  the  brave  and  hardy  fishermen  who 
there  parsaed  their  calling  lost  their  lives.  Ou  the 
day  in  question,  some  hundreds  of  these  poor  fellows 
set  ont  upon  their  hazardous  cnleiprite.  For  many 
weeks  the  weather  had  been  unfavonrable,  and  thdr 
efforts  had  been  almost  a  complete  failure.  Their 
scanty  resources  had  been  subjected  to  severe  strain, 
and  now  poverty  in  a  yet  more  aggravated  form 
seemed  to  be  staring  them  in  the  face.  Now  there 
was  a  lull  in  the  succession  of  storms,  and  although 
black  clouds  hung  around,  the  fishermen,  impelled 
by  the  necessities  at  home,  resolved  to  venture  upon 
a  fishing  expedition.  By  the  time  they  had  got  far 
ont  to  sea,  one  of  the  most  terrible  gales  which  have 
boen  experienced  for  many  years  evea  on  the  atarmy 
North  Atlantic,  came  down  upon  them.  All  through 
th«  night  the  winds  and  waves  raged  with  the  utmost 
fuiy,  and  the  anxious  watchen  in  those  Shetland 
callage*  endured  a  long  agony  of  alarm  and  aniie^. 
"The  grey  Ught  of  the  following  morning,"  writes 
an  inhabitant  of  the  diatiict,  "  a  morning  that  will  be 


remembered  with  sinking  of  heart  for  many  a  long 
year  Huoughout  Shetland,  disclosed  old  men,  women, 
and  evea  children,  with  grey,  panic-stricken  tuxs, 
each  dreading  to  meet  the  other's  eyes,  crowded  to- 
gether at  the  fisbing-itations,  or,  running  around  the 
billow-swept  coasts,  looking  for  those  who  would 
never  more  return.  Oh  !  it  was  heartrending  to  see 
poor,  veak  women,  with  quivering,  ashen  lips,  trem- 
bling so  that  they  could  not  frame  the  question—'  Is 
ht — are  lAty — safe  ? '  -And  then,  when  the  terrible 
suspense  had  given  place  to  the  drear,  dread  certainly 
of  loss,  how  those  trembUug  lip^  were  set  in  tbe 
agony  of  despair ! "  Such  a  picluic  needs  no  addi- 
tions in  order  to  elicit  sympathy.  As  we  have  said, 
about  sixty  of  those  who  ventured  out  upon  the 
stormy  ica  came  back  no  more,  and  about  two 
hundred  women,  children,  and  aged  person:  depen- 
dent upon  Ihem  have  been  left  destitute.  We  are  glad 
lo  know  that  on  the  spot,  by  tlie  agency  of  Mr.  A. 
Sandison,  of  Uyasound,  Shetland,  and  in  Edinburgh, 
through  the  L.oid  Provost,  funds  are  being  raised  to 
alleviate  the  diie  neceasit)'  thus  occasioned ;  and  for 
that  yet  more  precious  sympathy  and  sustaining  grace 
which  such  acalamityieiiuires.tt-e  may  trust  the  ever- 
loving  and  merciful  Falher  of  All,  WTio  also  will 
touch  the  hearts  of  good  people  by  this  sad«tOry. 


K  CaiLDKEN'S 


For  fifteen  years  a  modest  organization  has  existed, 
ha  vingitshead-qnarten  at  66,  Eail  Street,  LisEon  Grove, 
London,  N.W.,  which  we  believe  has  been  the  means 
of  doing  much  good,  and  which  may  be  mentioned 
not  only  for  its  own  sake,  but  also  as  indicatiiig  a 
sphere  in  which  there  is  ample  scope,  especially  in  all 
great  cities,  for  kindly  and  Christian  activity.  The 
institution  provides  good  and  wholesome  meals  to  the 
sickly  children  of  poor  people.  The  idea  is  lo 
endeavour  lo  supplement  in  some  measore  the  treat- 
ment of  children  in.hoqiitals  and  dispensaries,  by 
snppljring  a  man  generous  and  appetising  diet  thai 
their  parents  are  able  often  to  provide.  The  report 
before  us  truly  points  out  that  a  delicate  child,  in 
such  circumstancea  of  poverty,  often  droops  and  dies 
because  of  poor  and  scanty  food.  The  poor  frail 
Uttle  creature,  perhaps  a  cripple  or  deformed,  in 
whom  the  seeds  of  disease  are  planted,  often  recnls 
from  the  fare  which  healthy  and  hungry  brothers  and 
aisten  will  relish,  and  so  want  of  nouriilmieiit 
aggravates  a  condition  which  in  itself  is  painful.  -As 
a  nile  ill-fed,  sickly  children  have  no  chance  even  at 
school  of  competing  with  their  more  fortunate  fellow- 
pupils,  and  a  vtry  little  experience  soon  satisfies  an 
observant  teacher  that  physical  well-beiag  and  mental 
progress  are  very  closely  allied.  The  question  has 
been  more  than  once  raised  whether  it  would  not  be 
well  to  connect  with  the  Elementary  Schools  of  the 
country  some  scheme  for  sopplying  a  mid-day  meal 
at  a  nominal  charge  to  such  of  the  scholars  as  might 
be  glad  to  avaU  themselves  of  it,  and  if  the  details 
coulif  be  satisfactorily  carried  out  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  such  an  arrangement  would  be  of  immeDse 
benefit,  Ueantime  private  eSvta,  on  a  comparatively 
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small  scale,  directed  to  the  same  «ad,  are  worth;  of 
TecognitiaD,  and  may  be  commcDded  to  the  attmtion 
6t  thote  who  may  hive  heart  and  opportmiity  to 
follow  an  example  of  the  kind. 

n.— MISSION  JOTTINGS. 

AMERICAN  UISSIOHARIES   IN  ASIA  UINOK. 

The  ReT.  Dr.  Trowbridge,  Fi«sident  of  the  Cen. 
tnl  Turicey  Colleec  Aiotab,  ha*  recently  anived  in 
this  coontry,  the  object  of  hn  vint  being  to  obtain 
lands,  to  the  extent  of  about  ^i  ,000,  to  complete  the 
boildiug  of  that  institutioo  tad  to  provide  books  and 
appatatBB  for  carryiog  oa  its  wprk.  Dr.  Trowbridge 
is  connected  with  the  American  Boaid  of  Uiuu>ns,and 
the  College  onderbi!  direction  has  done,  and  is  doing, 
an  important  work  in  the  preparation  of  native  minis- 
ters'and  other  native  Christian  agents,  and  in  various 
ways  to  extend  Christian  instructJiM  and  infloences. 
At  the  lemi-private  meetings  which  he  ha*  addressed. 
Dr.  Trowbridge  has  given  a  very  interesting  sanmaiy 
of  the  work  which  has  been  done  in  Asia  Minor  by 
the  Missiooaty  Agency  with  which  he  is  honourably 
connected.  In  the  course  of  an  address  recently 
delivered,  be  said,  "tliat  the  American  missionaries 
had  iabonred  among  the  Armenians  of  Asia  Minor  for 
the  past  fifry  years;  they  had  found  the  people  simple- 
minded,  indastiious,  and  ready  to  avail  themselves  of 
all  the  educational  privileges  which  the  Ameiicans  had 
placedbeft»ethera.  Tbatthepeoplehadahighdegree  . 
of  intellectual  ability  was  proved  in  various  ways  ; 
young  Armenians  who  had  entered  the  colleges  of 
EOf^ie  and  America  had  token  a  high  position'  as 
Bcbolan ;  and  many  of  the  young  men  who  had  Al- 
tered the  colleges  established  by  the  Americana  in 
Turkey  had  shown  intellectaal  capacity  of  a  good 
order.  Even  the  common  people  showed  a  strong 
desire  to  have  their  children  educated,  at  was 
I»oved  by  the  fact  that  the  Americans  had 
established  over  400  schools  among  them,  which  are 
attended  by  15,000  scholars.  One  of  the  matt  cheer- 
ing signs  for  the  future  of  Asia  Minm'  was  the  interest 
which  all  the  Christian  races  were  t>eginning  (o  take  in 
the  edocation  of  women.  High  schools  and  aemiaariea 
for  the  tiainiag  of  giils  had  been  established  by  the 
Americam  at  many  of  the  principal  cities  in  Asiatic 
Tnrkey.  Not  less  than  thiity-tvro  unmarried  educated 
American  ladies  devoted  themselves  to  this  special  de- 
partmentofwofk,  and  with  thehappiestreanlts.  There 
were  also  several  institutions  forthe  special  ttaining  of 
young  men  for  the  Christian  ministry.  Of  late  years 
efforts  had  been  made  to  establish  several  colleges  for 
the  more  Ihoroagh  training  of  yoang  men  of  all 
I  for  all  departments  of  work  and  life ; 
s  of  this  character  had  been  already 
founded  at  Constantinople,  Beyrout,  Aintab,  Khar- 
poot."  A  medical  department  has  been  i^ened  in 
connection  with  the  college  at  Aintab,  and  a  small 
hospital  has  been  bnilt  and  1,500  [>atients  have  been 
treated  since  the  opening  of  the  hospital  in  the  fall  of 
last  year.  Educated  medical  men  are  scarcely  to  be 
foimd  in  Asia  Minor.  This  department  of  the  college, 
therefore,  promises  to  be  of  great  utility.     Dr.  Tiow- 


biidge  stated  that  the  Mission  Board  with  which  be 
is  connected  expends  annually  for  education  in  Turkejl 
nearly  £tOfloa.  Dr.  Trowbridge,  we  understand, 
may  be  communicated  with  at  the  offices  of  the 
Tnrkish  Missions  Aid  Society,  8,  Adam  Street, 
Adelphi,  London,  W.C. 


ORT  IK  JAPAN. 

From  recently  published  statements  we  gather 
some  interesting  facts  about  Japan,  and  the  progress 
of  Christiaii  work  among  the  Japanese.  Among  the 
important  agende*  employed  in  the  diffusion  of  truth 
among  the  people  must  be  reckoned  three  news- 
papers, which  are  issned  in  the  Japanese  language, 
under  the  auspices  of  Protestant  Christians.  The 
oldest  of  these  was  eslaUished  Ave  years  ago,  and  is 
called  the  Chriilian  MNStitger.  It  is  conducted  by 
missionaries  connected  with  the  American  Boud, 
and  is  financially  assisted  by  that  body.  It  is  slated 
to  have  been  very  useful.  The  other  two  news- 
papers, or,  as  we  should  perhaps  call  them, 
periodicals,  arc  called  respectively  the  Missionary 
Ntjes  and  the  Universal  Magatint,  and  were 
started  last  year.  Ttie  aim  of  the  latter  seems  to  be 
somewhat  ambitious — "to  discuss  Christianity  in 
relation  to  science,  literature,  philosophy,  and  art." 
An  endeavour  is  thus  being  made  to  meet  and 
counteract  the  scepticism  which — with,  we  may  hope, 
some  better  things — "Voung  Japan"  has  carried 
home  ftoia  Europe  and  America.  The  educated 
Japanese  are  evidently  passing  through  that  perilons 
stage  of  existence  in  which  the  old  iiuth  has  been 
displaced,  while  the  better  faith — that  which  rests  on 
Christian  truth — has  not  yet  been  received.  To  use 
a  striking  eipreosian  of  Mr.  Matthew  Arnold's,  vrith 
anothv  reference,  they  are — 

"  Wudcrinf  bntwaen  Mo  WOTldl : 
One  dead,  the  other  powcrlsu  to  bs  bom." 

In  Imfia  a  simUar  conditioa  of  things  has  for  many 
years  engaged  the  anxious  and  thoughtful  attention 
of  Christian  mitaionariei,  who  coiutantly  observe  how 
the  minds,  dispossessed  of  a  religious  creed  and  alien- 
ated from  religious  practices,  easily  t>ecome  the  prey 
ofthesophistriesandfalsehoodsof Atheism,  Another 
fact  about  Japan  seems  to  show  that  we  are  by  no 
means  hastily  to  conclude  that  heathenism'  has  to  any 
great  extent  yet  lost  its  hold  upon  the  people.  The 
Buddhists  in  that  coontiy  are  now  engaged  in  the 
erection  of  three  immense  and  costly  temples,  and 
the  testimony  of  a  missionary  is  that  the  adherents  of 
that  system  "are  making  even  now  what  to  a 
Western  mind  seem  incredible  sacrifices  to  build 
these  places  of  worship."  As  illustrating  the  in- 
tense fanaticism  called  forth  by  this  undertaking,  it 
is  mentioned  that  Japanese  women  and  girls  have 
cut  off  their  hair  to  supply  drag-ropes  with  which  to 
draw  carts  laden  with  the  materials  for  the  new 
temples.  Upon  the  other  hand,  there  are  many 
signs  tiiat  Christianity  is  making  its  power  increas- 
ingly felt  in  Japan,  exciting  opposition  in  some  in- 
stances, and  hope  and  expectation  in  othen.  A  very 
important  WMk  is  bnng  done   by  Christian  ladies 
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at  Yohohama,  Tokio,  and  elievhere,  in  Ihe  edaca- 
(ion  of  girlii  and  the  reanlls  are  full  at  encourage- 
ment. Japan  does  not  seem  as  ir,  any  mote  than 
othor  countries,  it  were  prepared  to  yield  to  the 
Kingdom  of  Christ  at  a  stroke,  but  the  signs  aie 
hopeful,  although  the  conflict  vill  doubtless  have  to 
be  waged  througb  many  long  and  dieaiy  days. 

in.— OUR  MEMORIAL  RECORD. 


DEAN  STANLBV  OP 

Aldiough  tbe  giare  in  Westminster  Abbey  ii 
closed  over  all  that  was  mortal  of^Arthur  Penrhyn 
Stanley,  the  sense  of  tbe  loss  which  the  country  has 
sustained  by  his  remorat  from  this  world  is  still  patn- 
Iblly  keen,  ind  for  some  time  to  come  many,  even 
beyond  the  circle  of  those  most  intimately  associated 
with  him,  will  find  it  diflScnll  to  realise  that  he  is  no 
more  among  ns.  Rarely  indeed  do  we  see  the  blend- 
ing of  such  brilliant  intellectual  gifts  with  so  mnch 
childlike  purity  and  simplicity  of  spirit,  and  lo  much 
t^oerous  catholicity  of  feeling.  His  life  and  character 
were  very  beautiful,  and  in  them  were  exemplified, 
in  a  striking  and  most  initmctive  manner,  some 
special  phase*  of  Ihe  manifold  influeuce  of  the 
Christian  religion.  Hit  case  wa<  emphatically  one 
in  which  the  spirit  of  Christianity  was  always  do- 
minant, however  unable  we  might  feel — as  in  some 
'  respects,  we  are  bound  to  say,  we  did  feel — to  accept 
his  conclusions  upon  ecclesiastical  and  theological 
questions.  The  spirit  and  the  parpose  were  nobly 
and  profoundly  true,  even  when  we  might  be  com- 
pelled to  think  that  there  was  some  error  in  the 
premiuet  or  some  flaw  in  the  reasoning.  His 
stainless  int^rity,  bis  dauntless  conrage,  his  ia- 
defaiigable  eagemesa  in  thtf  search  for  truth,  his 
wide  sympathies,  his  consideration  for  others,  his 
sweet  tendemesg,  and  his  manly  strength — all  these 
were  the  fmit  of  Christian  inltuences  which,  happily, 
were  around  bim  and  upon  him  from  (tis  earliest 
yeait,  and  which  became  more  and  more  effectual 
for  the  ripening  and  perfectiDg  of  "  the  ^It  of  God  " 
that  was  within  him  as  the  years  went  on.  Death 
overtook  him  in  the  midst  of  the  intellectual  activity 
and  literary  and  pastoral  industry  which  so  eminently 
distinguished  him.  A  few  days  of  sharp  illness, 
believed  to  have  been  brought  on  by  a  sudden  chill, 
eibansted  his  physical  energies,  although  at  first  he 
struggled  gallantly  to  continue  his  work  in  spite  of 
weakness  and  pain ;  and  on  the  iSth  of  July,  towards 
midnight,  surrounded  by  tenderly  attached  relatives 
and  friend),  he  passed  peacefully  away,  in  the  siity- 
sixth  year  of  his  ige.  The  mere  dates  which  indicate 
the  succ«ssiTe  stages  oi  his  career  and  work  arc 
almost  ell  that  space  will  petmil  of  being  recorded 
here,  and  tliey  indeed  must  already  be  familiar  to 
most  readers.  He  was  the  son  of  the  rector  of 
Alderley,  Cheshire,  who  afterwards  became  Bishop 
of  Norwich  ;  and  something  of  what  he  owed  to  the 
gracious  influences  of  that  happy  and  wisely-ordered 
Chrialian  home  he  has  told  ns  in  tbe  beautiful 
memoir  of  his  parents,  which  is  one  of  his  many  im- 
prcMive  and  sncceMfnl  Liteiaiy  ptodnctiou.   Scarcely 


less  was  he  indebted  to  tbe  great  Dr.  Arnold,  Ihe 
Head-master  of  Rugby,  whose  favourite  pupil  he 
was,  and  whose  memory  also  he  has  cmbalnied  in 
one  of  the  most  remarkable  biographies  in  tbe 
Euglish  language.  He  went  to  Rngby  in  1S19, 
and  was  there  until  1S34,  when  he  entered  the 
University  of  Oxford,  having  won  a  scholarship  at 
Billiol  College.  As  a  student  he  was  brillimttr 
snccestfol,  and  received  many  marks  of  distinciioa. 
Having  taken  a  Fellowship  at  University  Ctdlege,  be 
continued  hit  connection  with  the  University,  tint  as 
Tutor,  then  as  Secretary  to  the  first  Oxford  Unirersity 
Commission,  and  then,  after  an  interval,  ai  ProfeSMr 
of  Ecclesiastical  History,  for  maay  yeui.  Fran 
1851  totSsShewasaCaiionofCBntabnryCathedn]; 
from  1858  to  iS6j,  beaidei  his  Professorship,  he  hdd 
a  Canonty  at  Christ  Chatch,  Oxford,  and  was  Cliap- 
lain  to  Ihe  Bishop  gf  London ;  and  in  186]  be 
became  Dean  of  Westminster,  an  office  which  be 
held  until  Ml  death,  and  which  he  so  filled  ami 
adorned  that  his  name  will  always  stand  ont  honoar* 
ably  among  those  of  the  many  illostrions  men  wba 
have  held  it  Bui  the  enumeration  of  the  distinctiaiu 
he  has  won,  the  offices  he  has  held,  or  even  Ihe  tilks 
of  the  books  which  he  has  given  to  the  world,  voatd 
be,  after  all,  but  to  touch  the  outer  circle  of  hii  IKc. 
It  was  beantifolly  characteristic  of  Um  that  while  be 
delighted  and  excelled  in  the  puntUts  of  the  leaned, 
and  wrote  volume*  mch  as  "  Sinai  and  Paleidne," 
the ''  Life  of  Arnold,"  and  olhen^  which  will  hold  a 
lasting  place  in  English  literature,  and  while  he 
could  fascinate  and  charm  by  hli  conversation -tbe 
most  distinguished  circles,  he  was  constantly  densi>>E 
means  of  usefulness  to  the  working  classes,  the  poor, 
and  little  children,  and  seemed  never  to  be  nore 
happy  than  when  acting  as  the  guide  of  humble 
visitors  to  the  wonderful  Abbey  over  which  he  pre- 
sided, or  when  apeaking  lo  them  words  of  aSectiaiule 
perauaaion  and  wiie  instmction  from  the  pnlpil  o^ 
that  bailding.  To  this  it  must  be  added  that  b 
private  life  those  who  were  admitted  lo  Ihe  dosest 
and  most  constant  intimacy  ^honoured  him  most  aait 
loved  him  best  Seld<xn  has  MKb  an  BMcmhly  beet 
drawn  together  aa  that  which  crowded  Westmiiistcr 
Abbey  when  Dean  Stanley  was  laid  to  rest,  baiit 
the  noble  lady  who  for  a  few  abort  yean  brighleDctl 
his  life  with  rare  happineaa,  and  was  then  soddeat; 
snatched  away  from  him,  to  await  for  a  little  'bile 
hla  coming.  The  assembly  represented  almost  all 
ranks  and  all  sections  of  Oie  community,  and  bet 
an  impressive  testimony  not  only  to  the  virtuet  u"! 
service*  of  an  iUustrious  man,  bat  also  lo  the  baodt 
of  real  union  which  may  exist  between  people  wboa 
opinions,  and  haMl*,  and  paths  of  life  are  for  the 
most  part  widely  diflferent.  Thote  choice  spinls,  ia 
whom  the  Spirit  of  Chriat  rulea,  and  who  thus  »"< 
aa  a  central  point  of  meeting  ftv  their  fellow-mea. 
are  in  this  sense — if  it  be  humbly  and  at  a  far  ai>' 
Unce— imitators  of  Chriat's  eiamfde  and  are  foUlHaE 
His  worit.  And  it  is  in  accordance  with  the  spi"! 
and  teaching  of  Stanley's  life  that  such  a  intb  1''°^'' 
find  tpoataneoo*  and  ttrildng  eaprettioB  at  his  E""' 
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fessional  beggars  sufTered  more  than  In  the 
winter,  for  the  tide  of  almsgiving  is  at  its 
lowest  ebb  during  the  summer,  when  the  rich 
have  many  other  and  pleasanter  occupations. 

Felix  walked  through  his  "parish,"  as  he 
called  it,  with  slow  and  weary  steps.  Yet 
his  holiday  was  come,  and  this  was  the  last 
evening  he  would  work  thus  for  the  present. 
The  Pascals  were  in  Switzerland;  he  had 
had  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Pascal,  with  a  few 
from  Alice  herself  in  a  postscript,  telling 
him  she  and  her  father  were  about  to  start  for 
Eogelberg  to  visit  his  father's  grave  for  him. 
It  was  a  loving  and  gracious  thing  to  do, 
just  suited  to  C^non  Pascal's  kindly  nature  j 
and  Felix  felt  his  whole  being  lifted  up  by  it 
to  a  happier  level.  Phcbe  and  Hilda  were 
gone  to  their  usual  summer  haunt,  Phebe's 
quaint  little  cottage  on  the  solitary  mountain- 
moor  ;  where  he  was  going  to  join  them 
for  a  da^  or  two,  before  they  went  to  Mr. 
Clifford,  in  the  old  house  at  Riversborough. 
His  mother  alone,  of  all  the  friends  he  had, 
was  remaining  in  London;  and  she  had 
refused  to  leave  until  Phebe  and  Hilda  had 
first  paid  their  yearly  visits  to  the  old  places. 

He  reached  his  mission-room  at  last, 
through  the  close,  unwholesome  atmosphere, 
and  found  it  fairly  filled,  chiefly  with  working 
men,  some  of  whom  had  turned  into  it  as 
being  a  trifle  less  hot  and  noisy  than  the 
baking  pavements  without,  crowded  with 
quarrelsome  children.  It  was,  moreover,  the 
pay-night  for  a  Providence  club  which  Felix 
had  established  for  any,  either  men  or  women, 
who  chose  to  contribute  to  it.  There  was  a 
short  and  simple  lecture  given  first ;  and 
afterwards  the  club-books  were  brought  out, 
and  a  committee  of  working  men  received 
the  weekly  subscriptions,  and  attended  to 
the  affairs  of  the  little  club. 

The  lecture  was  near  its  close,  when  a 
drunken  man,  in  the  quarrelsome  stage  of 
intoxication,  stumbled  in  through  the  open 
door.  Felix  knew  him  by  sight  well :  a 
confirmed  drunkard,  a  mere  miserable  sot, 
who  hung  about  the  spirit- vaults,  and  lived 
only  for  the  drink  he  could  pour  down  his 
throat.  There  had  been  a  vague  instinctive 
dread  and  disgust  for  the  man,  mingled  with 
a  deep  interest  he  could  not  understand,  in 
Felix's  mind.  He  paused  for  an  instant, 
looking  at  the  dirty  lags,  and  bleared  eyes, 


CHAPTER  XXX. — A  LONDON  CURACY. 

THE  district  on  which  his  vicar  directed 
Felix  to  concentrate  his  efforts  was  a 
neglected  one.  It  was  well  for  him  that 
he  had  an  athletic  and  muscular  frame, 
well  knitted  together,  and  strengthened  by 
exercise,  for  many  a  time  he  had  to  force 
his  way  out  of  houses,  where  he  found  him- 
self surrounded  by  a  crew  of  half-drunken 
and  dangerous  men.  Presently  they  got  to 
know  and  respect  him  both  for  his  strength 
and  forbearance,  which  he  exercised  with 
good  temper  and  generosity.  He  could  give 
a  blow,  as  well  as  take  one,  when  it  was 
necessary.  He  was  not  going  to  spare  him- 
self; it  should  be  no  sham  tight  with  him. 
The  place  was  his  first  battlrfield;  and  it 
had  a  strong  attraction  for  him. 

It  was  not  without  a  sharp  pang,  however, 
that  Felix  learned  that  the  Pascals  were 
going  to  Switzerland  for  the  summer.  He 
had  an  intense  longing  to  visit  the  land,  of 
which  his  grandmother  had  so  often  spoken 
to  him,  and  where  his  father's  grave  lay. 
But  quite  apart  from  his  duty  to  the  district 
placed  under  his  charge,  there  was  an 
obstacle  in  the  absolute  interdiction  Felicita 
laid  upon  the  country  where  her  husband 
had  met  with  his  terrible  death.  It  was 
impossible  even  to  hint  at  going  to  Switzerland 
whilst  she  was  in  her  present  state  of  health. 
She  had  only  partially  recovered  from  the 
k)w,  nervous  fever  which  had  attacked  her 
during  the  winter  j  and  still  those  about  her 
strove  theii  utmost  to  save  her  frotn  all  worry 
and  anxiety. 

The  sultry,  fervid  days  of  August  came ; 
and  if  possible  the  narrow  thoroughfares  of 
his  district  seemed  more  wretched  than 
in  the  winter.  The  pavements  burned  like 
an  oven,  and  the  thin  walls  of  the  houses 
did  not  screen  their  inmates  from  the  reeking 
heat  Not  a  breath  of  fresh  air  seemed  to 
wander  through  the  low-lying  streets,  and  a 
sickly  glare  and  heaviness  brooded  over 
them.  No  wonder  there  was  fever  about. 
The  fields  were  too  far  away  to  be  reached 
in  this  tiring  weather ;  and  when  the  men 
and  women  returned  home  from  their  day's 
work,  they  sunk  down  in  silent  and  languid 
groups  on  their  door-steps,  or  on  the  dirty 
fU^tones  of  the  causeway.     Even  the  pro- 
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and  degraded  face  of  the  drunkard  standing 
just  in  the  doorway,  with  the  summer's  light 
behind  him. 

"What's  the  pareoo's  name?"  he  called, 
in  a  thick,  unsteady  voice.  "  Is  it  Sefton  ?  " 

"  Hush !  hush  ! "  cried  two  or  three  voices 
in  answer. 

"  I'll  not  hush  !  If  it's  Sefton,  it  were  his 
father  as  made  me  what  I  am.  It  were  his 
father  as  stole  every  blessed  pemiy  of  my 
earnings.  It  were  his  father  as  drove  me  to  ^ 
drink,  and  ruined  me,  soul  and  body.  Sefton !  { 
I've  ^a  right  to  know  the  name  of  Seflon  if 
any  man  on  earth  does.     Curse  it ! " 

Felix  had  ceased  speaking,  and  stood 
facing  his  little  congregation,  listening  as  in 
a  dream.  The  men  caught  the  drunken 
accuser  by  the  arms,  and  were  violently 
expelling  htm,  but  his  rough  voice  rose  above 
the  noise  of  the  scufHe. 

"  Ay !"  he  shouted,  "  the  parson  won't  hear 
the  truth  told.  But  take  care  of  your  money, 
mates,  or  it  *11  go  where  mine  went." 

"Don't  turn  him  out,"  called  Felix  j  "it's 
a  mistake,  my  men.  Let  him  alone.  He 
never  knew  my  father." 

The  drunkard  turned  round  and  confronted 
him,  and  the  little  assembly  was  quiet  again, 
with  an  intense  quietness,  waiting  to  hear 
what  would  follow. 

"Your  father's  name  was  Roland  Sefton?" 
s^d  the  drunkard. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Felix. 

"  And  he  was  banker  of  the  Old  Bank  at 
Riversborough  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Yes,"  said  Felix. 

"Then  what  I've  got  to  say  is  this,"  went 
on  the  rough,  thick  voice  of  the  half-drunken 
man^  "and  the  tale's  true,  mates.  Roland 
Sefton,  o'  Riversborough,  cheated  me  out  o' 
all  my  hard  earnings— one  hundred  and  nine- 
teen pounds — as  I'd  trusted  him  with,  and 
drove  me  to  drink.  I  were  a  steady  man  till 
then,  as  steady  as  the  best  of  ye ;  and  be  were 
a  fine,  handsome,  fair-spoken  gentleman  as 
ever  walked ;  and  we  poor  folks  trusted  him 
as  if  he'd  been  God  Almighty.  There  was  a 
old  deaf  and  dumb  man,  called  Marlowe,  lost 
six  hundred  pound  by  him,  and  it  broke  his 
heart;  he  never  held  his  head  up  after,  and 
he  died.  Me,  it  drove  to  drink.  That's 
the  father  o'  the  parson  who  stands  here 
telling  you  about  Jesus  Christ,  and  maybe 
trusted  with  your  money,  as  I  trusted  mine 
with  him  as  cheated  me.  It's  a  true  tale, 
mates,  if  God  Almighty  struck  me  dead  for  it 
this  moment." 

There  was  such  a  tone  of  truth  in  the 
hoarse  and  passionate    tones,  which  grew 


steadier  as  the  speaker  gained  assurance  by 
the  silence  of  the  audience,  that  there  was  not 
one  there  who  did  not  believe  the  story. 
Even  Felix,  listening  with  while  face  and 
flaming  eyes,  dared  not  cry  out  that  the  accu- 
sation was  a  lie.  Horrible  as  it  was,  he 
could  not  say  to  himself  that  it  was  all  un- 
true. There  came  flashing  across  his  mind 
confused  reminiscences  of  the  time  when  his 
father  had  disappeared  from  out  of  his  life. 
He  remembered  asking  his  mother  how  long 
he  would  be  away,  and  did  he  never  write  to 
her  7  and  she  had  answered  hioi  that  he  was 
too  young  to  understand  the  truth  about  his 
father.  Was  it  possible  that  this  was  the 
truth? 

In  after  years,  he  never  forgot  that  sultcy 
evening,  with  the  close,  noisome  atmosphere 
of  the  hot  mission-hall,  and  the  coi^used 
buzzing  of  many  voices,  which  after  a  short 
silence  began  to  bum  in  bis  ears.  The 
drunkard  was  still  standing  in  the  doorway, 
the  very  wreck  and  ruin  of  a  man ;  and  every 
detml  of  bis  loathsome,  degraded  appearance 
was  burnt  in  on  Felix's  brain.  He  felt  stupe- 
fied and  bewildered — as  if  he  had  received 
almost  a  death-blow.  But  in  bis  inmost  soul 
a  cry  went  up  to  heaven,  "  Lord,  Thou  also 
bast  been  a  manl" 

Then  he  saw  that  the  cross  lay  before  him 
in  his  path.  "  Whosoever  will  come  after  me, 
let  him  deny  himself,  and  take  up  his  cross, 
and  follow  me."  It  bad  seemed  to  Felix  at 
times  as  if  he  had  never  been  called  upon  to 
bear  any  cross.  But  now  it  lay  there  close 
before  him.  He  could  not  take  another  step 
forward  unless  he  lifted  it  up  and  laid  it  on  his 
shoulders,  wliatever  its  weight  might  be.  The 
cross  of  shame — the  bearing  of  another's  sin 
— his  father's  sin.  His  whole  soid  recoiled 
from  it.  Any  other  cross  but  this  he  could 
have  borne  after  Christ  with  willing  feet  and 
rejoicing  heart  But  to  know  that  his  father 
was  a  criminal ;  and  to  bear  the  shame  of  it 
openly  I 

Yet  he  could  not  stand  there  longer,  fight- 
ing his  battle,  in  the  presence  of  these  curious 
eyes  so  keenly  fastened  upon  him.  The 
clock  over  the  door  showed  upon  its  dial  only 
a  minute  or  two  gone  ;  but  to  Felix  the  time 
consumed  in  his  brief  foretaste  of  the  cross 
seemed  years.  He  gathered  together  so  much 
of  his  self-possession  as  could  be  summoned 
at  a  moment's  notice,  and  looked  straight 
into  the  faces  of  his  audience. 

"  Friends,"  he  said,  "  if  this  is  true,  it  is  as 
new  to  me  as  it  is  to  you.  My  father  died 
when  I  was  a  boy  of  ten;  and  no  one  had  a 
heart  bard  enough  to  tell  me  then  my  lather 
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was  a.  rogue.  But  if  I  find  it  is  trae,  111  not 
rest  day  nor  night  till  this  man  has  his  money 
again.     What  is  his  name  ?" 

"  Nixey,"  called  out  three  or  four  voices ; 
"John  Nixey." 

Again  Felix's  heart  sank,  for  he  knew 
Simon  Nixey,  whose  farra  lay  nearest  to 
Phebe's  little  homestead;  and  there  was  a 
familiar  ring  in  the  name. 

"Ay,  ay!"  stammered  Nixey;  "but  old 
Clifford  o"  the  Bank  paid  me  the  money  back 
all  right ;  only  I'd  swom  a  dreadful  oath  I'd 
never  lay  by  another  farlhin',  and  it  soon  came 
to  an  end.  It  were  me  as  were  lost  as  well 
as  the  money." 

"  Then  what  do  you  come  bothering  here 
for,"  asked  one  of  the  men, "  if  you've  had  your 
money  back  all  right?    Get  out  with  you." 

For  a  minute  or  two  there  was  a  scuffle,  and 
then  the  drunkard  was  hustled  outside  and 
the  door  shut  behind  him.  For  another 
half  hour  Felix  mechanically  conducted  the 
business  of  the  club,  as  if  he  had  been  in  a 
dream ;  and  then,  bidding  the  members  of  the 
little  committee  good  night,  he  paced  swiftly 
away  from  his  district  in  the  direction  of  his 
home. 

CHAPTER  XXXI. — OTHER   PEOPLE'S   SIMS. 

"  But,  why  go  home  ?  "  Felix  stopped  as 
he  asked  himself  this  question.  He  could  not 
face  his  mother  with  any  inquiry  about  the 
mystery  that  surrounded  his  father's  memory, 
that  mystery  which  was  slowly  dissipating  like 
the  mists  which  vanish  imperceptibly  from  a. 
landscape.  He  was  beginning  to  read  his 
mother's  life  in  a  more  intelligible  light,  and 
all  along  the  clearer  line  new  meanings  were 
springing  into  sight  The  solitude  and  sad- 
ness, the  bitterness  of  spirit,  which  had 
separated  her  from  the  genial  influences  of  a 
society  that  had  courted  her,  was  phin  to 
him  now  at  their  fountain-head.  She  had 
known— if  this  terrible  thing  was  true — 
that  shame,  not  glory,  was  hers;  con- 
fusion of  iace,  not  die  bearing  of  the  palm. 
His  heart  ached  for  her  more  than  for  him- 
seie 

In  his  heart  of  hearts,  Felix  had  triumphed 
greatly  in  his  mother's  fame.  How  could  he 
tell  her  that  he  had  been  thrust  into  the  secret 
of  his  father's  infamy  I 

There  was  only  Phebe  to  whom  he  could 
just  yet  lay  open  the  doubt  and  terror  of  his 
souL  If  it  was  true  that  her  father,  old  Mar- 
lowe, had  died  broken-hearted  from  the  loss 
of  his  money,  she  would  be  sure  to  know  of 
it  His  preparations  for  his  journey  to- 
morrow morning  were  complete ;  and  if  he 


chose  there  was  time  enough  for  him  to  catch 
the  night  train,  and  start  at  once  for  Rivers- 
borough.  There  would  be  no  sleep  for  him 
until  some  of  these  tormenting  questions  were 
answered. 

It  was  a  little  after  sunrise  when  he  reached 
Rivers  bo  rough,  where  with  some  difficulty  he 
rousedup  ahostler  and  obtained  a  horse  at  one 
of  the  inns.  There  was  nothing  in  his  appear- 
ance a  few  hours  earlier  than  he  was  expected 
to  alarm  Phebe  and  Hilda,  and  their  surprise 
and  pleasure  were  complete.  Even  to  himself 
it  seemed  singular  that  he  should  sit  down  at 
the  little  breakfast-table  with  them,  the  almost 
level  rays  of  the  morning  sun  shining  through 
the  lattice  window,  instead  of  in  the  dingy.pai- 
lour  of  his  London  lodgings. 

"  Come  with  me  on  to  the  moors,  Phebe," 
he  said  as  soon  as  breakfast  was  over. 

She  went  out  with  him  bareheaded,  as  she 
had  been  used  to  do  when  a  girl  at  home, 
and  led  him  to  a  little  knoll  covered  with 
short  heath  and  ferns,  from  which  a  broad 
landscape  of  many  miles  stretched  under  their 
eyes  to  a  far-off  horizon.  The  hollow  of  the 
earth  curved  upwards  in  perfect  lines  to  meet 
the  perfect  curve  of  the  blue  dome  of  the 
sky  bending  over  it.  They  were  resting  as 
some  small  bird  might  rest  in  the  rounded 
shelter  of  two  hands  which  held  it  safely. 
For  a  few  minutes  they  sat  silent,  gazing  over 
the  wide  sweep  of  sky  and  land,  till  Felix 
caught  sight  of  a  faint  haze,  through  which 
two  or  three  spires  were  dimly  visible.  It  was 
where  Riversborough  was  lying. 

"  Phebe,"  he  said,  "  I  want  you  to  tell 
me  the  naked  truth.  Did  my  father  defraud 
yours  of  some  money?" 

"  Felix !"  she  cried  in  startled  tones. 

"Say  only  Yes  or  No  to  me  first,"  he  con- 
tinued; "explain  it  afterwards.  Only  say 
Yes  or  No." 

Through  Phebe's  brain  came  trooping  the 
vivid  memories  of  the  past.  She  saw  Ro- 
land again  hurrying  over  the  moors  from  his 
day's  shooting  to  mount  his  horse,  which  she 
had  saddled  for  him,  and  to  ride  off  down 
the  steep  lanes,  with  a  cheery  shout  of 
"  Good  night "  to  her  when  he  reached  the 
last  point  where  she  could  catch  sight  of 
him ;  and  she  saw  him  as  his  dark  form 
walked  beside  her  pony  that  night  when  he 
was  already  crushed  down  beneath  his  weight 
of  sin  and  shame,  pouring  out  his  burdened 
heart  into  her  ears.  If  Felix  had  asked  her 
this  question  in  London  it  might  have  hurt 
her  less  poignantly;  but  here,  where  Roland 
and  her  father  filled  all  the  place  with  the 
memory  of  their  presence,  it  wounded  her 
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like  the  thrust  of  a  sword.    She  burst  into  a 
passion  of  tears. 

"  Ves  or  No  ?"  urged  Felix,  setting  his  face 
like  a  flint,  and  strikiog  out  blindly  and 
pitilessly. 

"Yes!"  she  sobbed;  "but,  oh,  your  father 
was  the  dearest  friend  I  ever  had  ! " 

The  sharp,  cmel  sound  of  the  Yes  smote 
him  with  a  deadly  force.  He  could  not  tell 
himself  what  he  had  expected  to  hear;  but 
now,  for  a  certainty,  his  father,  whom  he  had 
been  taught  to  regard  as  a  hero  and  a  saint, 
proved  no  other  than  a  rogue. 

It  was  a  long  time  before  he  spoke  again, 
or  lifted  up  his  head;  so  long  that  Phebe 
ceased  weeping,  and  laid  her  hand  tenderly 
on  his  to  comfort  him  by  her  mute  sympathy. 
But  he  took  no  notice  of  her  silent  fellowship 
in  his  suffering ;  it  was  too  bitter  for  him  to 
feel  as  yet  that  any  one  could  share  it. 

"I  must  give  up  Alice!"  he  groaned  at 
last. 

"  No,  no ! "  said  Phebe,  "  I  told  Cation 
Pascal  all,  and  he  does  not  say  so.  It  is 
your  mother  who  cannot  give  her  consent, 
and  she  will  do  it  some  day." 

"  Does  he  know  all  ? "  cried  Felix,  "  Is  it 
possible  he  knows  all,  and  will  let  me  love 
Alice  still?  I  think  I  could  bear  anything  if 
that  is  true.  But,  oh  !  how  could  I  offer  to 
her  a  name  stained  like  mine?" 

"  Nay,  the  name  was  saved  by  his  death," 
answered  Phebe  sadly.  "  There  are  only 
three  who  knew  he  was  guilty — Mr.  Clifford, 
and  your  mother,  and  I.  If  he  had  lived  he 
might  have  been  brought  to  trial  and  sent  to 
a  convict  prison ;  I  suppose  he  would ;  but 
his  death  saved  him  and  you,  Down 
Riversborough  yonder  some  few  uncharitable 
people  might  tell  you  there  was  some 
picion  about  him,  but  most  of  them  speak  of 
him  still  as  the  kindest  and  the  best  man 
they  ever  knew.  It  was  covered  up  skilfully, 
Felix,  and  nobody  knew  the  truth  but  we 
three." 

"Alice  is  visiting  m^  father's  grave  this 
very  day,"  he  said  faltenngly. 

"  Ah !  how  like  that  is  to  Canon  Pascal  1 " 
answered  Phebe ;  "  he  will  not  tell  Alice  ;  no, 
she  will  never  know,  not  Hilda.  Why  should 
they  be  told  r  But  he  will  stand  there  by  the 
grave,  sorrowing  over  the  sin  which  drove 
your  father  into  exile,  and  brought  him  to 
his  sorrowful  death.  And  his  heart  will  feel 
more  tenderly  than  ever  for  you  and  your 
mother.  He  will  be  devising  some  means 
for  overcoming  your  mother's  scruples  and 
making  you  and  Alice  happy," 

"I  never  can  be  happy  again,"  he  ex- 


r  thought  of  such  a  sorrow 


claimed, 
as  this." 

It  was  the  sorrow  that  fell  to  Christ's 
lot,"  she  answered ;  "  the  burden  of  other 
people's  ans." 

"  Phebe,"  he  said,  "  if  I  felt  the  misery  of 
my  fellow-man  before,  and  I  did  feel  it,  how 
can  I  bear  now  to  remember  the  horrible 
degradation  of  the  man  who  told  me  of  my 
father's  sin  ?    It  was  a  drunkard " 

"John  Nixey,"  she  interrupted,  "ay!  but 
he  caught  at  your  father's  sin  as  an  excuse 
for  his  own.  He  was  always  a  drinking 
man.  No  man  is  forced  into  sin.  Nothing 
can  harm  them  who  are  the  followers  of 
God.  Don't  lay  on  your  father's  shoulders 
more  than  his  own  wrong-doing.  Sin  spreads 
misery  around  it  only  when  there  is  ground 
ready  for  the  bad  seed.  Your  father's  sin 
opened  my  soul  to  deeper  influences  from 
God ;  I  did  not  love  him  less  because  he  had 
fallen,  but  I  learned  to  trust  God  more,  and 
walk  more  closely  with  Him.  You,  too,  will 
be  drawn  nearer  to  God  by  this  sorrow." 

"Phebe,"  he  said,  "can  I  speak  to  Mr. 
Clifford  about  it?  It  would  be  impossible 
to  speak  to  my  mother." 

■"  Quite  impossible,"  she  answered  empha- 
tically. "  Yes,  go  down  to  Riversborough, 
and  hear  what  Mr,  Clifford  can  tell  you.  Your 
father  repented  of  his  sin  bitterly,  and  paid 
a  heavy  price  for  it;  but  he  was  forgiven. 
If  my  poor  old  father  could  not  withhold  his 
forgiveness,  would  our  heavenly  Father  fall 
short  of  it  ?  You,  too,  must  forgive  him,  my 
Felix." 

CHAPTER   XXXIJ. — AN  OLD  MAN'S  PARDON. 

To  forgive  his  father — ^that  was  a  strange 
inversion  of  the  attitude  of  Felix's  mind  in 
regard  to  his  father's  memory.  He  had  been 
taught  to  think  of  him  with  reverence,  and 
admiration,  and  deep  filial  love.  As  Felicita 
looked  back  on  the  long  line  of  her  distin- 
guished ancestry  with  an  exaltation  of  feeling 
which,  if  it  was  pride,  was  a  legitimate  pride, 
so  had  Felix  looked  back  upon  the  line  of 
good  men  from  whom  his  own  being  had 
sprung.  He  had  felt  himself  pledged  to  a 
Christian  life  by  the  eminently  Christian 
lives  of  his  forefathers. 

Now,  suddenly,  with  no  warning,  he  was 
called  upon  to  forgive  his  father  for  a  crime 
which  had  made  him  amenable  to  the  penal 
laws  of  his  country;  a  mean,  treacherous, 
cowardly  crime.  Like  Judas,  he  had  borne 
the  bag,  and  his  fellow-pilgrims  had  trusted 
him  with  their  money;  and,  like  Judas,  he 
had  been  a  thief.     Felix  could  not  under- 
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sUnd  how  a  Christian  man  could  be  tempted 
by  money.  To  attempt  to  serve  Mammon 
as  nell  3S  God  seemed  utterly  contemptible 

and  incredible  to  him. 

He  entered  his  old  home  with  more  bitter- 
ness of  spirit  than  he  had  ever  felt  before  in 
his  young  life.  Here,  of  all  places  in  the 
world,  clustered  memories  of  bis  father; 
memories  which  he  had  fondly  cherished  and 
graved  as  deeply  as  he  could  upon  his  mind. 
He  could  almost  bear  the  joyous  tones  of  his 
father's  voice,  and  see  the  summer  gladness 
of  his  face,  as  he  remembered  them.  How 
was  it  possible  that  with  such  a  bidden  load 
of  shame  he  could  have  been  so  happy  ? 

Mr.  CliETord,  though  a  very  old  man,  was 
still  in  full  and  clear  possession  of  his  faculties, 
and  had  not  yet  given  up  an  occasional  atten- 
tion to  the  business  of  the  bank.  He  was 
nearly  eighty  years  of  age,  and  his  hair  was 
white,  and  the  cold,  stem  blue  eyes  were 
watery  and  sunken  in  their  sockets.  Some 
years  ago,  when  Samuel  Nixey  had  given  up 
his  last  hope  of  winning  Phebe,  and  had 
married  a  farmer's  daughter,  his  mother,  Mrs. 
Nixey,  had  come  to  the  Old  Bank  as  house- 
keeper to  Mr.  Clifford,  and  looked  well  after 
his  welfare.  Felix  found  him  sitting  in  the 
wainscoted  parlour,  a  withered,  bent,  old  man, 
seldom  leaving  the  warm  hearth,  but  keen  in 
sight  and  memory,  living  over  again  in  his 
solitude  the  many  years  that  had  passed  over 
him  from  his  childhood  until  now.  He  wel- 
comed Felix  with  delight,  holding  bis  hands, 
and  looking  earnestly  into  his  face,  with  the 
half  childlike  affection  of  old  age. 

"  I've  not  seen  you  since  you  became  a 
parson,"  he  said,  with  a  sigh  j  "  ah,  my  lad, 
you  ought  to  have  come  to  me.  You  don't 
get  half  as  much  as  my  cashier,  and  not  a 
tenth  part  of  what  I  give  my  manager.  But 
there  I  that's  your  mother's  fault,  who  would 
never  let  you  touch  business.  She  would 
never  hear  of  you  taking  your  father's  place." 

"How  could  sbe?"  said  Felix  indig- 
nantly. "  Do  you  think  my  mother  would  let 
me  come  into  the  house  my  father  had  dis- 
graced, and  almost  ruined  ?  " 

"So  you've  plucked  that  bitter  apple  at 
last ! "  he  answered  in  a  tone  of  regret.  "  I 
thought  it  was  possible  yon  might  never  have 
to  taste  it,  Felix,  my  boy,  your  mother  paid 
every  farthing  of  the  money  your  father  had, 
with  interest,  and  compound  interest ;  even 
to  me,  who  begged  and  entreated  to  bear  the 
loss.    Your  mother  is  a  noble  woman," 

A  blessed  ray  of  comfort  shot  across  the 
gloom  in  Felix's  heart,  and  lit  up  his  dejected 
^ce  with  a  momentary  smile  j  and  Idr.  Clif- 


ford stretched  out  his  thin  old  hand  again, 
and  clasped  bis  feebly. 

"  Ay,  my  boy  I "  he  said,  "  and  your  father 
was  not  a  bad  man.  I  know  how  you  are 
sitting  in  judgment  upon  him,  as  youttg 
people  do,  who  do  not  know  what  it  is  to  be 
sorely  tempted.  I  judged  him,  and  my  son 
before  him,  as  harshly  as  man  could  do. 
Remember  we  judge  hardest  where  we  love 
the  most ;  there's  selfishness  in  it.  Our 
children,  our  fathers,  must  be  better  than 
other  folk's  children  atid  fathers.  Don't 
begin  to  reckon  up  your  father's  sins  before 
you  are  thirty,  and  don't  pass  sentence  till 
you're  fifty.     Judges  ought  to  be  old  men." 

Felix  sat  down  near  to  the  old  man,  whose 
chair  was  in  the  oriel  window,  on  which  the 
sun  was  shining  warmly.  There  below  him 
lay  the  garden  where  he  had  played  as  a 
child,  with  the  river  flowing  swiftly  past  it, 
and  the  boat-house  in  the  comer,  from  which 
his  father  and  he  had  so  often  started  for  a 
pleasant  hour  or  two  on  the  rapid  current. 
But  he  could  never  think  of  his  father  again 
vrithout  sorrow  and  shame. 

"  Sin  hurts  us  most  as  it  comes  nearest  to 
us,"  said  old  Mr.  Clifford ;  "  the  crime  of  a 
Frenchman  does  not  make  our  blood  boil  as 
the  crime  of  an  Englishman ;  our  neigh- 
bour's sin  is  not  half  as  black  as  our  kins- 
man's sin.  But  when  we  have  to  look  it  in 
the  face  in  a  son,  in  a  father,  then  we  see  the 
exceeding  sinfulness  of  it.  Why,  Felix,  you 
knew  that  men  defrauded  one  another ;  that 
even  men  professing  godliness  were  some- 
times dishonest." 

"  I  knew  it,"  he  answered,  "  but  I  never 
felt  it  before." 

"And  I  never  felt  it  till  I  saw  it  in  my 
son,"  continued  the  old  man  sadly;  "but 
there  are  other  sins  besides  dishonesty,  of  a 
deeper  dye,  perhaps,  in  the  sight  of  our 
Creator,  If  Roland  Sefton  had  met  with  a 
more  merciful  man  than  I  am  he  might  have 
been  saved." 

For  a  minute  or  two  his  white  head  was 
bowed  down,  and  his  wrinkled  eyeUds  were 
closed,  whilst  Felix  sat  beside  him  as  sorrow- 
ful as  bimselfl 

. "  I  could  not  be  merciful,"  he  burst  out 
with  a  sudden  fierceness  in  his  face  and  tone, 
"  I  could  not  spare  him,  because  I  had  not 
spared  my  own  son.  I  had  let  one  life  go 
down  into  darkness,  refusing  to  stretch  our 
so  much  as  a  little  finger  in  help,  though  he 
was  as  dear  to  me  as  my  own  life  ;  and  God 
required  me  yet  again  to  see  a  life  perish  be- 
cause of  my  hardness  of  heart  I  think  some- 
times if  Roland  had  come,  and  cast  himself  on 
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my  mercy,  I  should  have  pardoned  him ;  but 
agaia  I  think  my  heart  was  too  hard  then  to 
know  what  mercy  was.  But  those  two,  Felix 
— my  son  Robert,  who  died  of  starvation  in 
the  streets  of  Paris,  and  your  father,  who 
perished  on  a.  winter's  night  in  Switzerland — 
they  are  my  daily  companions.  They  sit 
down  beside  me  here,  and  by  the  fireside, 
and  at  my  solitary  meals ;  and  they  watch 
beside  me  in  the  night  They  will  never  leave 
me  till  I  see  them  again,  and  confess  my  sin 
to  them." 

"  It  was  not  you  alone  whom  my  father 
wronged,"  said  Felix,  "there  were  others 
besides  you,  who  might  have  prosecuted 
him." 

"  Yes,  but  they  were  ignorant,  simple  men," 
replied  Mr.  Clifford,  "  they  need  never  have 
known  of  his  crime.  All  their  money  could 
have  been  replaced  without  their  knowledge ; 
it  was  of  me  Roland  was  afraid.  If  the  time 
could  come  over  again— and  I  go  over 
and  over  it  in  my  own  mind  ail  in  vain — I 
would  act  altogether  differently,  I  would 
make  him  feel  to  the  utmost  the  sin  and  peril 
of  his  course;  but  I  would  keep  his  secret. 
Even  Felicita  should  know  nothing.  It  waa 
partly  my  fault  too.  If  I  had  fulfilled  my 
duty,  and  looked  after  my  aHairs  instead  of 
dreaming  my  time  away  in  Italy,  your  father, 
as  the  junior  partner,  could  not  have  fallen 
into  this  snare.  When  a  crime  is  committed 
the  criminal  is  not  the  only  one  to  be  blamed. 
Consciously  or  unconsciously  those  about 
him  have  been  helping  by  their  own  careless- 
ness and  indolence,  by  cowardice,  by  in- 
difference to  right  and  wrong.  By  a  thousand 
subtle  influences  we  help  our  brother  to  dis- 
obey God  J  and  when  he  is  found  out,  we 
stand  aloof,  and  raise  an  outcry  gainst  him. 
God  has  made  every  one  of  us  his  brother's 
keeper." 

"  Then  you  too  have  forgiven  him,"  said 
Felix,  with  a  glowing  sense  of  comfort  in  his 
heart. 

"  Forgiven  him  ?  ay ! "  he  answered,  "  as 
he  sits  by  me  at  the  fireside,  invisible  to  all 
but  me,  I  say  to  him  again  and  again  in 
words  inaudible  to  all  but  him : — 

■  BvcD  u  I  hope  (or  pudon  m  that  day,  ' 
When  the  greiu  Jud^  of  heaven  in  Karlet  tiU, 

The  tremulous,  weak  old  voice  paused,  and 
the  withered  hands  lay  feebly  on  his  knees  as 
he  looked  out  on  the  summer  sky,  seeing 
nothing  of  its  brightness,  for  the  thoughts 
and  memories  that  were  flocking  to  his  bi 
Felix's  younger  eyes  caught  every  familiar 
object  on  which  the  sun  was  shining,  and 


knitted  them  up  for  ever  with  the  memory  of 
that  hour. 

"  God  help  me  1 "  he  cried,  "  I  fo^ve  my 
father  too ;  but  I  hav«  lost  him.  I  never 
knew  the  real  man." 

CHAPTER    XXXin. — THE    GRAVE    AT 
EKCELBERG. 

On  the  same  August  morning  when  Felix 
was  riding  up  the  long  lovely  lanes  to  Phebe 
Marlowe's  little  fannstead,  Canon  Pascal  and 
AUce  were  starting  by  the  earliest  boat  which 
left  Lucerne  for  Stansstad,  in  the  dewy  cool- 
ness of  the  dawn.  The  short  transit  h^ 
quickly  over,  and  an  omnibus  carried  them 
into  Stans,  where  they  left  theii  knapsacks  to 
be  sent  on  after  them  during  the  day.  The 
Long  pleasant  walk  of  fourteen  miles  lo 
Engelberg  lay  before  them,  to  be  taken 
leisurely,  with  many  a  rest  in  the  deep  cool 
shades  of  the  woods,  or  under  the  shadow  of 
some  great  rock.  The  only  impediment  with 
which  Alice  burdened  herself  was  a  little 
green  slip  of  ivy,  which  Felix  had  gathered 
&om  the  walls  of  her  country  home,  and 
which  she  had  carried  in  a  little  flowerpot 
filled  with  English  soil,  to  plant  on  his  father's 
grave.  It  had  been  a  sacred,  though  some- 
what troublesome  charge  to  her,  as  they  had 
travelled  from  place  to  place,  and  she  had 
not  permitted  any  one  to  take  the  care  of  it 
off  her  hands.  This  evening,  with  her  om 
hands,  she  was  going  to  plant  it  upon 
the  foreign  grave  of  Roland  Sefton;  which 
had  been  so  long  neglected,  and  unvi^teu 
by  those  whom  he  had  le^  behind  him. 
l^at  Felidta  should  never  have  nude  a 
pilgrimage  to  this  sacred  spot  was  a  vtmia 
to  her ;  but  that  she  should  so  steadily  le^ 
the  wish  of  Felix  to  visit  his  Other's  resting- 
place  filled  Alice's  heart  with  grave  misgiving 
for  her  own  future  happiness. 

But  she  was  not  troubling  herself  with  any 
misgivings  to-day,  as  they  journeyed  onward 
and  upward  through  the  rich  meadow 
and  thick  forests  leading  to  the  Alpine  valkj' 
which  lay  under  the  snowy  dome  of  the 
Titlis.  Her  father's  enjoyment  of  theswett 
sohtude  and  changeful  beauty  of  their  path-  i 
way  was  too  perfect  for  her  to  mar  it  by  any 
moumfiii  forebodings.  He  walked  beside 
her  under  the  arched  aisles  of  the  pine-wood.- 
bareheaded,  singing  snatches  of  song  as  joy- 
ously as  a  school-boy,  or  waded  off  througl'- 
marshy  and  miry  places  in  quest  of  some  rai* 
plant  which  ought  to  be  growing  ther^  spteb- 
ing  back  to  her  farther  on  in  the  wimimg 
road,  scarcely  less  happy  if  he  had  not  found 
it  than  if  he  had.  Ilqiv^QHi^^f  ,11?  *™''^* 
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whilst  her  father  was  treading  on  eochaated 
ground  ? 

Bnt  the  last  time  they  allowed  themselves 
to  sit  down  to  rest  before  entering  the  village, 
Canon  Pascal's  face  grew  grave,  and  his 
mannei  towards  his  daughter  became  more 
tender  and  caressing  than  usual.  The  secret 
^?hich  Phebc  had  told  him  of  Roland  Sefton 
had  been  pondered  over  these  many  weeks 
in  his  heart.  If  it  had  concerned  Felix  only 
he  would  have  felt  himself  grieved  at  this 
story  of  his  father's  sin,  but  he  knew  too  well 
it  concerned  Ahce  as  closely.  This  little 
ivy-slip,  so  carefully  though  silently  guarded 
through  all  the  journey,  had  been  a  daily 
reminder  to  him  of  his  girl's  love  for  her  old 
playfellow  and  companion.  Though  she  had 
not  told  him  of  its  destiny  he  had  guessed  it, 
and  now  as  she  screened  it  from  the  too 
direct  rays  of  the  hot  sun  it  spoke  to  her  of 
Felix,  and  to  him  of  his  father's  crime. 

He  had  not  resolved  to  make  his  daughter 
miserable  by  raising  obstacles  to  her  marriage 
with  Felix,  who  was  truly  as  dear  to  him  as 
his  own  sons.  But  yet,  if  he  had  only  known 
this  dishonest  strain  in  the  blood,  would  he, 
years  ago,  have  taken  Fehx  into  his  home, 
and  exposed  Alice  to  the  danger  of  loving 
him?  Felix  was  out  of  the  way  of  tempta- 
tion ;  there  was  no  stream  of  money  passing 
through  his  hands,  and  it  would  be  hard  and 
vile  indeed  for  him  to  fall  into  any  dishonest 
trickeiy.  But  it  might  be  that  his  children, 
Alice's  children,  might  tread  in  the  steps  of 
their  forefather,  Roland  Sefton,  and  pursue 
the  same  devious  course.  Thieves  breed 
thieves,  it  was  said,  in  the  lowest  dregs  of 
social  life.  Would  there  be  some  fatal  weak- 
ness, some  insidious  improbity,  in  the  nature 
of  those  descending  from  Roland  Sefton  ? 

It  was  a  wrong  against  God,  a  faithless 
liistrost  of  Him,  he  said  to  himself,  to  let 
these  dark  thoughts  distress  his  mind,  at  the 
close  of  a  day  such  as  that  which  had  been 
granted  to  him,  almost  as  a  direct  and  perfect 
gift  from  Heaven  itself.  He  looked  into  the 
sweet,  tranquil  face  of  his  girl,  and  the  trust- 
ful loving  eyes  which  met  his  anxious  gaze 
"ith  so  open  and  frank  an" expression ;  yet  he 
could  not  altogether  shake  off  the  feeling  of 
solicitude  and  foreboding  which  had  fallen 
upon  his  spirit. 

They  left  their  resting-place,  and  walked  on 
in  silence,  as  if  they  were  overawed  by  the 
snow-clad  mountains  and  towering  peaks 
hanging  over  the  valley.  A  little  way  off  the 
road  they  saw  a  poor  and  miserable  hut,  built 
on  piles  of  stones,  with  deep,  sheltering  eaves, 
l>ut  with  a  broken  roof,  and  no  light  except 


such  as  entered  it  by  the  door.  In  the  dim- 
ness of  the  interior  they  just  caught  sight  of 
a  grey-headed  man,  silting  on  the  floor,  with 
his  fece  hidden  on  his  knees.  It  was  an 
attitude  telling  of  deep  wretchedness,  and 
heaviness  of  heart ;  and  though  neither  of 
them  spoke  of  the  glimpse  they  had  had,  they 
drew  neater  to  one  another,  and  walked 
closely  together  until  they  reached  the 
hotel. 

It  was  still  broad  day-light,  though  the  sun 
had  sunk  behind  the  lofty  mountairts  when 
they  strolled  out  again  into  the  picturesque, 
irregular  street  of  the  village.  The  clear 
blue  sky  above  them  was  of  the  colour  of  the 
wild  hyacinth,  the  simplest,  purest  blue, 
against  which  the  pure  and  simple  white  of 
the  snowy  domes  and  pinnacles  of  the  moun- 
tain ranges  enclosing  the  valley  stood  out  in 
sharp,  bold  outlines;  whilst  the  dark  green  of 
the  solemn  pine-forests  climbing  up  the  steep 
slopes  looked  almost  black  against  the  pale 
grey  peaks  jutting  up  from  among  them,  with 
silver  lines  of  snow  marking  out  every  line 
and  crevice  in  their  furrowed  and  fretted 
architecture.  Canon  Pascal  bared  his  head, 
as  if  he  had  been  entering  his  beloved  Abbey 
in  Westminster, 

"  God  is  very  glorious ! "  he  said,  in  a  low 
and  reverent  tone.    "  God  is  very  good ! " 

In  silence  they  sauntered  on,  with  loitering 
steps,  to  the  little  cemetery,  where  lay  the 
grave  they  had  come  to  seek.  They  found 
it  in  a  forlorn  and  deserted  comer,  but  there 
was  no  trace  of  neglect  about  the  grey  un- 
polished granite  of  the  cross  that  marked  it 
No  weeds  were  growing  around  it,  and  no 
moss  was  gathering  upon  it ;  the  lettering, 
telling  the  name,  and  age,  and  date  of  death, 
of  the  man  who  lay  beneath  it,  was  as  clear 
as  if  it  had  just  come  from  the  chisel  of  the 
graver.  The  tears  sprang  to  Alice's  eyes  as 
she  stood  before  it  with  reverently  bowed 
head,  looking  down  on  Roland  SefCon's  grave. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  him,  father?"  she  asked, 
almost  in  a  whisper. 

"  I  saw  him  once,"  he  answered,  "  at 
Riversdaie  'Towers,  when  Felix  was  still  only 
a  baby.  He  was  a  finer  and  handsomer  man 
than  Felix  will  ever  be;  and  there  was  more 
foreign  blood  in  his  veins,  which  gave  him 
greater  gaiety  and  simpler  vivacity  than 
Englishmen  usually  have.  I  remember  how 
he  watdied  over  Felicita,  and  waited  on  her 

an  almost  womanly  fashion  ;  and  fetched 
his  baby  himself  for  us  to  see,  carrying  him 
in  his  own  arms  with  the  deft  skill  of  a  nurse. 
t  is  as  tender-hearted,  but  he  would  not 
make  a  show  of  it  so  openly.'.' >   ,,  ».  .vv-iiC 
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"  Cousin  FelktU  most  have  loved  him  with 
ber  whole  heart,"  sighed  Alice ; "  yet  if  I  were 
in  her  place,  I  should  cooie  here  often;  it 
would  be  the  one  place  I  loved  to  come  to. 
She  is  a  bard  woman,  father;  hard,  and 
bitter,  and  obstinate.  Do  you  think  Felix's 
father  would  have  set  himself  against  me  as 
she  has  doue  ?  " 

"  My  darling,"  he  said,  "  I  know  why 
Felicita  never  comes  here,  nor  lets  bet 
children  come ;  and  also  why  she  is  at  pre- 
serrt  opposed  to  the  thought  of  Felix  mairy- 
ing.  £oland  Sefton,  her  husband,  &e  an- 
happy  man  whose  body  lies  here,  was  guilty 
of  a  crime;  and  died  miserably  while  a 
fugitive  from  our  country.  His  death  con- 
signed the  crime  to  oblivion;  no  one  remem- 
bered it  against  her  and  her  children.  But 
if  he  bad  lived  he  would  have  been  a 
convict;  andj  she,  and  Felix,  and  Hilda 
would  have  shared  his  ignominy.  She  feels 
that  she  must  not  suffer  Felix  to  enter  our 
family  until  she  has  told  me  this ;  and  it  is 
the  mere  thought  and  dread  of  such  a  dis- 
closure that  has  made  her  ill.  We  must 
wait  till  her  mind  recovers  its  strength." 

"  What  was  it  he  had  done?"  asked  Alice, 
with  quiverijig  lips. 

"He  had  misappropriated  a  number  of 
securities  left  in  his  charge,"  answered  Canon 
Pascal,  "Phebe  says  to  the  amount  of  over 
^10,000;  most  of  it  belonging  to  Mr. 
Clifford." 

"Is  that  all?"  cried  Alice,  the  colour 
rushing  back  again  to  her  face,  and  the  light 
to  ber  eyes,  "  was  it  only  money  ?  Oh !  I 
thought  it  was  mote  dreadful  than  that. 
Why  I  we  should  never  blame  cousin  Felicita 
because  her  husband  misappropriated  some 
securities  belonging  to  old  Mr.  Clifford, 
And  Felix  is  not  to  blame  at  all ;  how  could 
he  be?    Poor  Felix  I" 

"  But,  Alice,"  he  said,  with  a  half  smile, "  if, 
instead  of  being  buried  here,  Roland  Seftoo 
had  lived,  and  been  arrested,  and  sent  to  a 
convict  prison  for  a  term  of  imprisonment, 
Felicita's  life,  and  the  life  of  her  diiidren, 
would  have  been  altogether  overshadowed 
by  the  disgrace  and  infamy  of  it.  There  could 
have  been  no  love  between  you  and  Felix." 

"It  was  a  good  thing  that  he  died,"  she 
answered,  looking  down  on  the  grave  again 
almost  gladly.  "  Does  Felix  know  this  ?  But 
I  am  sure  he  docs  not,"  she  added  quickly, 
and  looking  up  with  a  heightened  colour  into 
her  father's  face,  "be  is  all  honour,and  truth, 
and  unselfishness.  He  could  not  be  guilty 
of  a  crime  against  any  one." 

"  I  believe  in  Felix ;  I  love  him  dearly," 


her  ta&a  said,  "but  if  I  had  known  of  this 
I  do  not  think  I  could  have  brought  him  up 
in  my  own  home,  with  my  own  boys  and 
girls.  God  knows  it  would  have  been  a  diffi- 
cult point  to  settle ;  but  it  was  not  given  to 
my  poor  wisdom  to  deddc." 

"  I  shall  not  love  Felix  one  jot  less,"  sht 
said,  "  or  reverence  him  less.  If  all  his  fore- 
fathers had  been  bad  mm  I  should  be  sure 
still  that  he  was  good.  I  never  knew  him  do 
or  say  anything  that  was  mean  or  selfish. 
My  poor  Felix !  Oh,  father !  I  shall  love 
him  more  than  ever  now  I  know  there  is 
something  in  his  life  that  needs  pity.  Vibtt 
he  knows  it  he  will  come  to  me  loi  comfort ; 
and  I  will  comfort  him.  His  father  shall 
beai  me  promise  it  by  this  grave  here.  I  will 
never,  never  visit  Roland  Sefton's  sin  on  his 
son ;  I  will  never  in  my  heart  think  of  it  as  1 
thing  against  him.  And  if  all  the  world  came 
to  know  it,  I  would  never  once  feel  a 
moment's  shame  of  him." 

Her  voice  faltered  a  little,  and  she  kneh 
down  on  the  parched  grass  at  the  foot  of  ihe 
cross,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands.  Canon 
Pascal  laid  his  hand  fondly  on  her  boved 
head ;  and  then  he  left  her  that  she  might  be 
alone  with  the  grave,  and  God. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV, — THE  LOWEST  DEEPS. 

The    miserable,   dilapidated   but 


tie 


entrance  of  Engelberg,  with  no  light  save 
that  which  entered  by  the  doorway,  had  beoi 
Jean  Merle's  home  since  he  had  fixed  his 
abode  in  the  valley,  drawn  thither  inesistiblf 
by  the  grave  which  bore  Roland  Seflon's 
name.  There  was  less  provision  for  comfort 
this  dark  hovel  than, in  a  monk's  cell.  A 
log  of  rough,  unbarked  timber  from  the  forest 
was  the  only  seat,  and  a  rude  frameworit  of 
wood  filled  with  straw  or  dry  ferns  vas  his 
bed.  The  floor  was  bate,  except  near  the 
door,  the  upper  half  of  which  usually  stood 
open,  and  here  it  was  covered  with  fine  chips 
of  box  and  oak-wood,  and  the  dust  which  fell 
from  his  busy  graver,  the  tool  which  was  never 
out  of  his  fingers  while  the  light  served  him. 
There  was  no  more  decoration  than  there 
was  comfort;  except  that  on  the  smoke- 
stained  walls  the  mildew  had  pencilled  ont 
;  strange  and  grotesque  lines,  as  if  some 
mural  painting  had  mouldered  into  ruin 
there.  Two  or  three  English  books  alone, 
of  the  cheap  continental  editions,  lay  at  one 
end  of  a  clumsy  shelf;  with  the  few  cooking 
utensils  which  were  absolutely  necessary, 
piled  together  on  the  other.  There  wa.  ■ 
small  stove  in  one  comer  of  the  hovel,  where 
a  handful  of  embers  could  be  seen  at  times, 
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like  the  eye  of  some  wild  creature  lurking  in 
the  deep  gloom. 

The  lugged,  simple,  nauow  life  of  his 
Swiss  forefathers  gathered  around  him,  and 
hedged  him  in.  They  had  been  peasant- 
farmers,  with  the  exception  of  the  mountain- 
pastor  his  grandfather,  and  he  still  well- 
remembered  Felix  Merle,  after  whom  his 
boy  had  been  called.  All  of  them  had  been 
men  toiling  with  their  own  hands,  with  a 
never-ceasing  bodily  activity,  which  had  left 


them  but  little  time  or  faculty  for  any  mental 
pursuit.  This  half  of  his  nature  fitted  him 
well  for  the  life  that  now  lay  before  him. 
As  his  Swiss  ancestors  had  been  for  many 
generations  toil-worn  and  weather-beaten 
men,  whose  faces  were  sun-burnt  and  sun- 
blistered,  whose  backs  were  bent  with  labour, 
and  whose  weary  feet  dragged  heavily  along 
the  rough  paths,  so  he  became.  The  social 
refinement  of  the  prosperous  Englishman, 
,skin  deep  as  it  is,  vanished  in  the  coarse  and 
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narrow  life  to  which  he  had  partly  doomed 
himself,  had  partly  been  doomed,  by  the 
dull,  de^ondent  apathy  which  had  possessed 
hb  soul,  when  he  first  left  the  hospital  in 
Lucerne. 

His  mode  of  living  was  as  monotonous  as 
it  was  solitary.  His  work  only  gave  him 
some  passing  mterest,  for  in  the  bitterness  of 
his  spirit  he  kept  himself  quite  apart  from  all 
relation  with  his  fellow-men.  As  far  as  in 
him  lay  he  shut  out  the  memory  of  the  irre- 
vocable past,  and  forbade  his  heart  to  wander 
back  to  the  years  that  were  gone.  He  strove 
to  concentrate  himself  upon  his  daily  toil, 
and  the  few  daily  wants  of  his  body ;  and 
after  a  while  a  small  degree  of  calm  and 
composure  had  been  won  by  him,  Roland 
Sefton  was  dead ;  let  him  lie  motionless,  as  a 
corpse  should  do,  in  the  silence  of  his  grave. 
But  Jean  -Merle  was  living,  and  might  con- 
tinue to  live  another  twenty  years  or  more, 
thus  sohtariiy  and  monotonously. 

But  there  was  one  project  which  he  formed 
early  in  his  new  state  of  existence,  which 
linked  hitn  by  a  living  Jink  to  the  old.  As 
soon  as  he  found  he  could  earn  handsome 
wages  for  his  skilled  and  delicate  work,  wages 
which  he  could  in  no  way  spend,  and  yet 
continue  the  penance  which  he  pronounced 
upon  himself,  the  thought  came  to  him  of 
restoriog  the  money  which  had  been  intrusted 
to  him  by  old  Marlowe,  and  the  other  poor 
men  who  had  placed  their  savings  in  his  care. 
To  repay  the  larger  amount  to  which  he  was 
indebted  to  Mr.  Clifford  would  be  impos- 
sible; but  to  earn  the  other  sums,  though  it 
'  might  be  the  work  of  years,  was  still  prac- 
ticable, especially  if  from  time  to  time  he 
could  make  safe  and  prudent  speculations, 
such  as  his  knowledge  of  the  money-market 
might  enable  him  to  do,  so  as  to  insure  more 
rapid  returns.  At  the  village  inn  he  could  see 
the  newspapers,  with  their  lists  of  the  various 
continental  funds,  and  the  share  and  stock 
markets ;  and  without  entering  at  all  into 
the  world  he  could  direct  the  buying  in  and 
selling  out  of  his  stock  through  some  bankers 
in  Lucerne. 

Even  this  restitution  must  be  made  in 
secret,  and  be  so  xvTapped  up  in  darkness 
and  stealth  that  no  one  could  suspect  the 
hand  from  which  it  came.  For  he  knew 
that  the  net  he  had  woven  about  liimself 
was  too  strong  and  intricate  to  be  broken 
through  without  deadly  injury  to  others,  and 
above  all  to  Felicita.  The  grave  yonder, 
and  the  stone  cross  above  it,  barred  the 
way  to  any  return  by  the  path  lie  had  come. 
But  would  it  be  utterly  impossible  for  him  to 
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venture  back,  changed  as  he  was  by  thtse 
many  years,  to  England  ?  It  would  be  only 
Jean  Merle  who  would  travel  thither,  there 
could  be  no  resurrection  for  Roland  Sefton. 
But  could  not  Jean  Merle  see  from  afar  off 
the  old  home;  or  Phebe  Marlowe's  cott^ 
on  the  hill-side ;  or  possibly  his  mother,  or 
his  children;  nay,  Felicita  herself?  Only 
afar  off;  as  some  banished,  repentant  soul, 
drawing  a  little  nearer  to  the  walls  of  the 
eternal  city,  might  be  favoured  witha  glimpse 
of  the  golden  streets,  and  the  white-robed 
citizens  therein,  the  memory  of  which  would 
dwell  within  him  for  evermore. 

As  he  drew  nearer  the  end  he  grew  more 
eager  to  reach  it.  The  dull  apathy  of  the 
past  thirteen  years  was  transformed  into  1 
feverish  anticipation  of  his  secret  jonroey  to 
England  with  the  accumulated  proceeds  of 
his  work  and  his  speculations  ;  which  in  some 
way  or  other  must  find  their  way  into  the 
hands  of  the  men  who  had  trusted  him  in 
time  past.  But  at  this  juncture  the  banters 
at  Lucerne  failed  him,  as  he  had  failed  others. 
It  was  not  simply  that  his  speculations  turned 
out  badly  i  but  the  men  to  whom  he  had 
intmsted  Uie  conduct  of  them,  from  his 
solitary  mountain-home,  had  defrauded  him ; 
and  the  bank  broke.  The  measure  he  had 
meted  out  to  others  had  been  measured  to 
him  again.  Whatsoever  he  had  done  unto 
men  they  had  done  unto  him. 

For  three  days  Jean  Merle  wandered  about 
the  eternal  frosts  of  the  ice-bound  peaks  and 
snow-fields  of  the  mountains  around  him, 
living  he  did  not  himself  know  how.  It  was 
not  money  he  had  lost.  Like  old  Marlowe 
he  realised  how  poor  a  symbol  money  was 
of  the  long  years  of  ceaseless  toil,  the  daysof 
self-denial,  the  hours  of  anxious  thoughts  it 
represented.  And  besides  this  darker  side, 
it  stood  also  for  the  hopes  he  had  cherished, 
vaguely,  almost  unconsciously,  but  still  with 
strong  earnestness.  He  had  fled  from  the 
penalty  the  just  laws  of  his  country  demanded 
from  him,  taking  refuge  in  a  second  and 
more  terrible  fraud,  and  now  God  suffered 
him  not  to  make  this  small  reparation  for  his 
sin,  or  to  taste  the  single  drop  of  satisfaction 
that  he  hoped  for  in  realising  the  object  he 
had  set  before  him.  There  was  no  place  of 
repentance  for  him ;  not  a  foothold  in  all  the 
wide  wilderness  of  his  banishment  on  which 
he  could  stand,  and  repair  one  jot  a  little  of 
the  injury  he  had  inflicted  upon  his  felloir- 

What  passed  through  his  soul  those  three 
days,  amidst  the  ice-solitudes  where  00  life 
was,  and  where  ^h^  opljr  spip-p^,ft^(_spoke 
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to  him  were  the  wild  awfiil  tones  of  nature 
in  her  dreariest  haunts,  he  could  never  tell ; 
he  could  hardly  recall  it  to  his  own  memory. 
He  felt  as  utterly  alone  as  if  no  other  human 
being  existed  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ;  yet  2S 
if  he  alone  had  to  bear  the  burden  of  all  the 
falsdiood,  and  dishonesty,  and  dishonour  of 
the  countless  generations  of  f^e  and  dis- 
honourable men  which  this  earth  has  seen. 

All  hope  was  dead  now.  There  was 
nothing  more  to  work  for,  or  to  look  forward 
to.  Nothing  lay  before  him  but  his  soHtary, 
blank  life  in  the  rniserable  hut  below.  There 
was  no  interest  in  the  world  for  him  but 
Roland  Sefton's  grave. 

He  descended  the  mountain-side  at  last. 
For  the  first  time  since  he  had  left  the  valley 
he  noticed  that  the  sun  was  shining,  and 
that  the  whole  landscape  below  him  was 
bathed  in  light.  The  village  was  all  astir, 
and  travellers  were  coming  and  going.  It 
was  not  in  the  sight  of  all  the  world  that  he 
could  drag  his  weary  feet  to  the  cemetery, 
where  Roland  Sefton's  grave  was ;  and  he 
turned  aside  into  his  own  hut  to  wait  ttU  the 
evening  was  come. 

At  last  the  sun  went  down  upon  his  misery, 
and  the  cool  shades  of  the  long  twilight  crept 
on.  He  naade  a  circuit  round  the  village 
to  reach  the  spot  he  longed  to  visit.  His 
downcast  eyes  saw  nothing  but  the  rough 
gioimd  he  trod,  and  the  narrow  path  his 
footsteps  had  made  to  the  solitaiy  grave, 
until  he  was  close  to  it ;  and  then,  looking 
up  to  read  the  name  upon  the  cross,  he 
discerned  the  figure  of  a  girl  kneeling  before 
it,  and  carefully  planting  a  little  slip  of  ivy 
into  the  soil  beneath  it. 

CHAPTER  XXXV. — ALICE  PASCAL. 

Alice  Pascal  looked  up  into  Jean  Merle's 
ikce  with  the  firank  and  easy  self-possession 
of  a  well-bred  English  woman  ;  colouring  a 
little  with  girlish  shyness,  yet  at  the  same 
time  smiling  with  a  pleasant  light  in  her 
dark  eyes.  The  oval  of  her  face,  and  the 
colour  of  her  hair  and  eyes,  resembled, 
though  slightly,  the  more  beautiful  lace  of 
Felicita  in  her  girlhood  j  it  was  simply  the 
curious  likeness  which  runs  through  some 
lamilies  to  the  remotest  branches.  But  her 
smile,  the  shape  of  her  eyes,  the  kneelmg 
attitude,  riveted,  him  to  the  spot  where  he 
stood,  and  struck  him  dumb.  A  fancy  flashed 
across  his  brain,  which  shone  like  a  light 
from  heaven.  Could  this  girl  be  Hilda, 
his  little  daughter,  whom  he  had  seen  last 
sleeping  in  her  cot  ?  Was  she  then  come, 
after  many  years,  to  visit  her  faiher's  grave? 


There  had  always  been  a  corroding  grief 
to  him  in  the  thought  that  it  was  Felicita 
herself  who  had  erected  that  cross  over  the 
tomb  of  the  stranger,  with  whom  his  name 
was  buried.  He  did  not  know  that  it  was 
Mr.  Clifford  alone  who  had  thus  set  a  mark 
upon  the  place  where  he  believed  that  the 
son  of  his  old  Mend  was  lying.  It  had 
pained  Jean  Merle  to  think  that  Felicita  had 
commemorated  their  mutual  sin  by  the  erec- 
tion of  an  imperishable  monument;  and  it 
had  never  surprised  him  that  no  one  had 
visited  the  grave.  His  astonishment  came 
now.  Was  it  possible  that  Felicita  had  re- 
visited Switzerland?  Could  she  be  near  at 
hand,  in  the  village  down  yonder?  His 
mother,  also,  and  his  boy,  FeUx,  could  they 
be  treading  the  same  soil,  and  breathing  the 
same  air  as  himself?  An  ^ony  of  mingled 
terror  and  rapture  shot  through  his  inmost 
soul.  His  lips  were  dry,  and  his  throat 
parched  :  he  could  not  articulate  a  syllable. 

He  did  not  know  what  a  gaunt  and 
haggard  madman  he  appeared.  His  grey 
hair  was  ragged  and  tangled,  and  his  sunken 
eyes  gleamed  with  a  strange  brightness.  The 
villagers,  who  were  wont  at  times  to  call  him 
an  imbecile,  would  have  been  sure  they  were 
right  at  this  moment,  as  he  stood  motionless 
and  dumb,  starmg  at  Alice;  but  to  her  he 
looked  more  like  one  whose  reason  was  just 
trembling  in  the  balaiuce.  She  was  alone, 
her  father  was  no  longer  in  sight ;  but  she 
was  not  easily  frightened.  Rather  a  sense 
of  sacred  pity  for  the  forlorn  wretch  before 
her  filled  her  heart. 

"  See ! "  she  said,  in  clear  and  penetrating 
accents,  full,  however,  of  gentle  kindness,  and 
she  spoke  unconsciously  in  English,  "  see  1 . 
I  have  carried  this  httle  slip  of  ivy  all  the 
way  from  England  to  plant  it  here.  This  is 
the  grave  of  a  man  I  should  have  loved 
very  dearly." 

A  rapid  flush  of  colour  passed  over  her  face 
as  she  spoke,  leaving  it  paler  than  before, 
while  a  ^ght  sadness  clouded  the  smile  in 
her  eyes, 

"Was  he  your  father?  "he  articulated,  with 
an  immense  effort. 

"  No,"  she  answered;  "not  my  father,  but 
the  father  of  my  dearest  friends.  They  can- 
not come  here ;  but  it  was  his  son  who 
gathered  this  slip  of  ivy  from  our  porch  at 
home,  and  asked  me  to  plant  it  here  for  him. 
Will  it  grow,  do  you  think?" 

"  It  shall  grow,"  he  muttered. 

"  You  know  English  ?  "  she  said,  as  all  at 
once  it  occurred  to  her  that  she  had  spoken 
to  him,  as  she  would  have  spoken  to  one  of 
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the  villagcTS  in  their  own  country  churchyard 

at  home,  and  that  he  had  answered  her.  He 
replied  only  by  a  gesture. 

"  Can  you  find  me  some  one  who  vill  take 
charge  of  this  little  plant  ?  "  she  asked. 

Jean  Meile  raised  his  head,  and  Hfled  up  his 
dim  eyes  to  the  eastern  mountain -peaks,  which 
were  still  shining  in  the  rays  of  the  sinking 
sun,  though  the  twilight  was  darkening  every- 
where in  the  valley.  Only  last  night  he  had 
slept  ainong  some  juniper-bushes  just  below 
the  boundsjy  of  that  everlasting  snow,  feeling 
himself  cast  out  for  ever  from  any  glimpse  of 
his  old  Paradise.  Eut  now,  if  he  could  only 
&nd  words  and  utterance,  there  was  come  to 
him,  even  to  him,  a  messenger,  an  angel 
direct  from  the  very  heart  of  his  home,  who 
could  tell  him  all  that  last  night  he  believed 
that  he  should  never  know.  The  tears  sprang 
to  his  eyes,  blessed  tears ;  and  a  rush  of  un- 
controllable longing  overwhelmed  him.  He 
must  hear  all  he  could  of  those  whom  he 
loved ;  and  then,  whether  he  lived  long  or 
died  soon,  he  would  thank  God  as  long  as 
his  miserable  life  continued. 

"  It  is  I  who  take  care  of  this  giavc,"  he 
said ;  "  I  was  with  him  when  he  died.  He 
spoke  to  me  of  Felix  and  Hilda  and  his 
mother;  and  I  saw  their  portraits.  You 
hear?     I  know  them  ail." 

"  Was  it  you  who  watched  beside  him  ?  " 
asked  Alice  eagerly.  "  Oh  I  sit  down  here 
and  tell  me  all  about  it ;  all  you  can  remem- 
ber. I  will  tell  it  all  again  to  Felix,  and 
Hilda,  and  Phebe  Marlowe ;  and  oh !  how 
glad,  and  how  sorry  they  will  be  to 
listen  1" 

There  was  no  mention  of  Felicita's  name, 
.  and  Jean  Merle  felt  a  terrible  dread  come  over 
him  at  this  omission.  He  sank  dowo  on  the 
ground  beside  the  grave,  and  looked  up  into 
Alice's  bright  young  face,  with  eyes  that  to  her 
were  no  longer  lit  up  with  the  fire  of  insanity, 
however  intense  and  eager  they  might  seem. 
It  was  an  undreamed-of  chance  which  had 
brought  to  her  side  the  man  who  had  watched 
by  the  death-bed  of  Felix's  father. 

"  Tell  me  all  you  remember,"  she  urged. 

"  I  remember  nothing,"  he  answered,  press- 
ing his  dark  hard  hand  against  his  forehead, 
"it  is  more  than  thirteen  years  ago.  But 
he  showed  to  me  their  portraits.  Is  his  wife 
still  living?" 

"Oh,  yes  1"  she  answered,  "but  she  will 
not  let  either  of  them  come  to  Switzerland ; 
neither  Felix  nor  Hilda.  Nobody  speaks  of 
this  country  in  her  hearing ;  and  his  name  is 
never  uttered.  But  his  mother  used  to  talk 
to  us  about  him;  and  Phebe  Marlowe  does 


so  still.  She  has  painted  a  portrait  of  him 
for  Felix." 

"  Is  Roland  Sefton's  mother  yet  alive  ?  " 

he  asked,  with  a  dull,  aching  foreboding  of 
her  reply, 

"  No,"  she  said.  "  Oh  1  how  we  all  loved 
dear  old  Madame  Sefton  I  She  was  always 
more  like  Felix  and  Hilda's  mother  than 
Cousin  Felicita  was.  We  loved  her  more 
a  hundred  times  than  Cousin  Felicita,  for  we 
are  afraid  of  her.  It  was  her  husband's  death 
that  spoiled  her  whole  life  and  set  her  quite 
apart  from  everybody  else.  But  Madame — 
she  was  not  made  so  utterly  miserable  by  it ; 
she  knew  she  would  meet  her  son  again  in 
heaven.  When  she  was  dying  she  said  to 
Cousin  Felicita, '  He  did  not  return  to  me, 
but  I  go  to  him ;  I  go  gladly  to  see  again 
my  dear  son.'  The  very  last  words  thejr 
heard  her  say  were, '  I  come,  Roland ! ' " 

Alice's  voice  trembled,  and  she  laid  her 
hand  caressingly  on  the  name  of  Roland  Sef- 
ton  graved  on  the  cross  above  her.  Jean 
Merle  listened,  as  if  he  heard  the  words  whis- 
pered a  long  way  off,  or  as  bjr  some  one 
speaking  in  a  dream.  The  meaning  had  not 
reached  his  brain,  but  was  travelling  slowly 
to  it,  and  would  surely  pierce  his  heart  with 
a  new  sorrow  and  a  fresh  pang  of  remorse. 
The  loud  chanting  of  the  monks  in  the  abbey 
close  by  broke  in  upon  their  solemn  silence, 
and  awoke  Alice  from  the  reverie  into  which 
she  had  fallen. 

"Can  you  tell  me  nothing  about  him?" 
she  asked.  "  Talk  to  me  as  if  1  was  his  child.* 

"  I  have  nothing  to  tell  you,"  answered 
Jean  Merle.    "  I  remember  nothing  he  SEud." 

"  I  am  sorry,"  she  said  gently ;  "  but  I  will 
tell  them  you  promised  to  take  care  of  the 
ivy  I  have  planted  here." 

She  wished  the  dull,  grey-headed  villager 
would  go  home,  and  leave  her  alone  for  a 
while  in  this  solemn  and  sacred  place;  but 
he  crouched  still  on  the  ground,  stirring 
neither  hand  nor  foot.  When  at  last  she 
moved  as  if  to  go  away,  he  stretched  out  a 
toil-wom  hand,  and  laid  it  on  her  dress. 

"  Stay,"  he  said,  "  tell  me  more  about 
Roland  Sefton's  children  ;  I  will  think  of  it 
when  I  am  tending  this  grave." 

"  What  am  I  to  tell  you  ?"  she  asked  gently. 
"  Hilda  is  three  years  youi^er  than  me,  and 
people  say  we  are  like  sisters.  She  and  Felix 
were  brought  up  with  me  and  my  brothers 
in  my  father's  house ;  we  were  like  brothers 
and  sisters.  And  Felix  is  like  another  son 
to  my  father,  who  says  he  will  be  both  good 
and  great  some  day.  Good  he  is  now;  as 
good  as  man  can  be." 


COBWEBS  AND  CABLES. 


"And  you  love  bim  ! "  said  Jean  Merle,  in 
a  low  and  humble  voice,  with  his  head  turned 
away  from  her,  and  resting  on  the  lowest  step 
of  the  cross. 

Alice  started  and  trembled  as  she  looked 
down  on  the  grave  and  the  prostrate  man. 
Jt  seemed  to  her  as  if  the  words  had  almost 
come  out  of  this  sad,  and  solitary,  and  for- 
saken grave,  where  Roland  Sefton  had  Iain 
unvis'.ted  so  many  years.  The  last  gleam  of 
daylight  had  vanished  ^om  the  snowy  peaks, 
leaving  them  wan  and  pallid  as  the  dead.  A 
sudden  chill  came  into  the  evening  air  which 
made  her  shiver;  but  she  was  not  terrified, 
though  she  felt  a  certain  bewilderment  and 
agitation  creeping  through  her.  She  could 
not  resist  the  impulse  to  answer  the  strange 
question. 

"  Yes,  I  love  Felix,"  she  said  simply.  "  We 
love  each  other  dearly." 

"  God  bless  you  I  "  cried  Jean  Merle,  in  a 
tremulous  voice.  "God  in  heaven  bless  you 
both,  and  preserve  you  to  each  other  I" 

He  had  lifted  himself  up,  and  was  kneel- 
ing before  her,  eagerly  scanning  her  face,  as 
if  to  impress  it  on  his  memory.  He  bent 
down  his  grey  head  and  kissed  her  hand 
humbly  and  reverently,  touching  it  only  with 
his  lips.  Then  starting  to  his  feet  he  hastened 
away  from  the  cemetery,  and  was  soon  lost 
to  her  sight  in  the  gathering  gloom  of  the 
dusk. 

For  a  little  while  longer  Alice  lingered  at 
the  grave,  thinking  over  what  had  passed. 
It  was  not  much  as  she  recalled  it,  but  it  left 
her  agitated  and  disturbed.  Yet  after  all  she 
had  only  uttered  aloud  what  her  heart  would 
have  said  at  the  grave  of  Felix's  father.  But 
this  Strange  peasant,  so  miserable  and  poverty- 
stricken,  SO  hazard  and  hopeless-looking, 
haunted  hei  thoughts  both  waking  and  sleep- 
ing. Early  the  next  morning  she  and  Canon 
Pascal  went  to  the  hovel  inhabited  by  Jean 
Merle,  but  found  it  deserted  and  locked  up. 
Some  labourers  had  seen  him  start  off  at  day- 
break up  the  Trubsee  Alps,  from  which  he 
might  be  either  ascending  the  Titlis  or  taking 
the  route  to  the  Joch  Pass.  There  was  no 
chance  of  his  return  that  day,  and  Jean 
Merle's  absence  might  last  for  several  days, 
as  he  was  eccentric,  and  bestowed  his 
confidence  on  nobody.  There  was  little 
more  to  be  learned  of  him,  except  that  he 
was  a  heretic,  a  stranger,  and  a  miser. 
Canon  Pascal  and  Alice  visited  once  more 
Roland  Sefton's  grave,  and  then  they  went 
on  their  way  over  the  Joch  Pass,  with  some 
faint  hopes  of  meeting  with  Jean  Merle  on 
their  route,  hopes  that  were  not  fulfilled. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. — COMING  TO  HIMSELF. 

When  he  left  the  cemetery  Jean  Merle 
went  home  to  his  wretched  ch^et,  flung  him- 
self down  on  his  rough  bed,  and  slept  for 
some  hours  the  profound  and  dreamless  sleep 
of  utter  exhaustion.  The  last  three  nights 
he  had  passed  under  the  stars,  and  stretched 
upon  the  low  juniper-bushes.  He  awoke 
suddenly,  from  the  bright,  clear  moonlight  of 
a  cloudless  sky  and  dry  atmosphere  stream- 
ing in  through  his  door,  which  he  had  left 
open.  There  wa^  light  enough  for  him  to 
withdraw  some  money  from  a  safe  hiding- 
place  he  had  constructed  in  his  crazy  old 
hut,  and  to  make  up  a  packet  of  most  of  the 
clothing  he  possessed.  There  were  between 
twenty  and  thirty  pounds  in  gold  pieces  of 
twenty  francs  each — the  only  money  he  was 
master  of  now  his  Lucerne  bankers  had  failed 
him.  A  vague  purpose,  dimly  shaping  itself, 
was  in  his  brain,  but  he  was  in  no  hurry  to 
see  it  take  definite  form.  With  his  small 
bundle  of  clothes  and  his  leathern  purse  he 
started  off  in  the  earliest  rays  of  the  dawn  to 
escape  being  visited  by  the  young  English 
girl,  whom  he  had  seen  at  the  grave,  and  who 
would  probably  seek  him  out  in  the  momirg 
with  her  father.  Who  they  were  he  could 
find  out  if  he  himself  returned  to  Engelbei^. 

If  he  returned ;  for,  as  he  ascended  the 
steep  path  leading  up  to  theTriibsee  Alp,  he 
turned  back  to  look  at  the  high  mountain- 
valley  where  he  had  dwelt  so  long,  as  though 
he  was  looking  upon  it  for  the  last  time.  It 
seemed  to  him  as  if  he  was  awaking  out  of  a 
long  lethargy  and  paralysis.  Three  days  ago 
the  dull  round  of  incessant  toil  and  parsi- 
monious hoarding  had  been  abruptly  broken 
up  by  the  loss  of  all  he  had  toiled  for  and 
hoarded  up,  and  the  shock  had  driven  him 
out  like  a  maniac,  to  wander  about  the 
desolate  heights  of  Engelberg  in  a  mood 
bordering  on  a  despair,  which  had  made  him 
utterly  reckless  of  his  life.  Since  then  news 
had  come  to  him  from  home — Stray  gleams 
from  the  Paradise  he  had  forfeited.  Strongest 
of  them  all  was  the  thought  that  these  four- 
teen years  had  transformed  his  litde  son 
Felix  into  a  man,  loving  as  he  himself  had 
loved,  and  already  called  to  take  bis  part  in 
the  battle  of  life.  He  had  never  realised  this 
before,  and  it  stirred  his  heart  to  the  very 
depths.  His  children  had  been  but  soft, 
vague  memories  to  him  \  it  was  Felicita  who 
had  engrossed  all  his  thought.  All  at  once 
he  comprehended  that  he  was  a  father,  the 
father  of  a  son  and  daughter,  who  had  their 
own  separate  life  ap^  ^eer^,  Adeep^nd 


£63 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


poignant  interest  in  these  beings  took  pos- 
session of  him.  He  had  called  them  into 
existence;  they  belonged  to  him  by  a  tie 
which  nodiing  on  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell 
itself  could  destroy.  As  long  as  they  lived 
there  must  be  an  indestructible  interest  for 
him  in  this  woild.  Felicita  was  no  longer 
the  first  in  his  thoughts. 

The  dim  veil  whidi  time  had  drawn  around 
them  was  rent  asunder,  and  they  stood  before 
him  bathed  in  light,  but  placed  on  the  other 
side  of  a  gulf  a^  fathomless,  as  impassable, 
and  as  deadi-likc  as  the  ice-crevasses  yavming 
at  bis  feet.  He  gased  down  into  the  cold, 
gleaming  abyss,  and  across  it  to  the  sharp 
and  slippery  margin  where  there  could  be  no 
foot-hold,  and  he  pictured  to  himself  the 
springing  across  that  horrible  galf  to  reach 
them  on  the  other  side,  and  the  falling,  with 
outstretched  hands  and  clutching  fingers, 
into  the  unseen  icy  depths  below  him.  For 
the  first  time  in  his  life  he  shrank  back 
shivering  and  terror-stricken  from  the  edge  of 
the  crevasse,  with  palsied  limbs  and  treacher- 
ous nerves.  He  felt  that  he  must  get  back 
into  safer  standing  ground  than  this  solitary 
and  perilous  glacier. 

He  reached  at  last  a  point  of  safety,  where 
he  could  lie  down  and  let  bis  trembling 
limbs  rest  awhile.  He  lay  motionless  for 
hours,  neither  listening  nor  looking.  Yet 
he  heard,  for  the  memory  of  it  often 
came  back  to  him  in  after  years,  the 
tinkling  of  innumerable  bells  from  the  pas- 
tures below  him,  and  around  him ;  and 
the  voices  of  many  waterfalls  rushing  down 
through  the  pine-forests  into  the  valley; 
and  the  tossing  to  and  fro  of  the  interwoven 
branches  of  the  trees.  And  he  saw  the  sun- 
light stealing  from  one  point  to  another, 
chased  by  the  shadows  of  the  clouds,  that 
gathered  and  dispersed,  dimming  the  bine 
sky  for  a  little  time,  and  then  leaving  it 
brighter  and  deeper  than  before.  He  was 
unconscious  of  it  all;  he  was  even  unaware 
that  his  brain  was  at  work  at  all,  until 
suddenly,  like  a  flash,  there-  rose  upon  him 
the  clear,  resolute,  unchangeable  determina- 
tion, "  I  will  go  to  England." 

He  started  up  at  once,  and  seized  his 
bundle  and  his  alpenstock.  The  afternoon 
was  far  advairced,  but  there  was  tune  enough 
to  reach  the  Engstlenalp,  where  he  could  stay 
the  nigh^and  go  on  in  the  morning  to  Mei- 
ringen.  He  could  be  in  England  in  three 
days. 

There  was  not  the  sli^test  fear  of  detec- 
tion in  his  mind.  A  grey-haiied  man  with 
bowed  sbonlders,  and  seamed  and  marred 


face,  who  had  tost  every  trace  of  the  fasti- 
diousness, which  had  ve^ed  upon  foppery  in 
the  handsome  and  prosperous  Roland  Sef- 
ton,  ran  no  risk  of  recognition,  more  espe- 
cially as  Roland  Sefton  had  been  reckoned 
among  the  dead  and  buried  for  many  a  long 
year.  The  lineaments  of  the  dead  die  with 
them,  however  cunrungly  the  artist  may  have 
used  his  skill  to  preserve  them.  The  face  is 
gone,  and  the  memory  of  it.  Some  hearts 
may  long  to  keep  it  engraven  sharp  and  dear 
in  their  remembrance;  but,  oh,  when  the 
"  inward  eye  "  comes  to  look  for  it  how  dull 
and  blurred  it  lies  there,  like  a  forgotten  pho- 
tograph which  has  grown  faded  and  stained 
in  some  seldom-visited  cabinet  I 

Jean  Merie  travelled,  as  a  man  of  his  class 
would  travel,  in  a  third-class  waggon  and  a 
slow  train  ;  but  he  kept  on,  stopping  nowhere 
for  rest,  and  advancing  as  rapidly  as  he  could, 
until  on  the  third  day,  in  the  grey  of  the 
evening,  he  saw  the  chidk-line  of  the  English 
coast  rising  against  the  faint  yellow  light  of 
the  sunset;  and  as  night  fell  his  feet  once 
more  trod  upon  his  native  soil. 

That  Felicita  had  left  Riversborough  he 
had  heard  from  her  own  lips,  but  there  was 
no  other  place  where  he  was  sure  of  discover- 
ing her  present  abode,  for  Londbn  was  too 
wide  a  city,  even  if  she  had  carried  out  her 
intention  of  living  there,  for  him  to  ascertaia 
where  she  dwelt.  Phebc  Marlowe  would  cer- 
tainly know  where  he  could  find  them,  for 
the  English  girl  at  Roland  Sefton's  grave 
had  spoken  of  Phebe  as  familiarly  as  of  Felii 
and  Hilda — spoken  of  her,  in  fact,  as  if  she 
was  quite  one  of  the  family.  There  would 
be  no  danger  in  seeking  out  Phebe  Marlowe. 
If  his  "own  mother  could  not  have  reCf^nised 
her  son  in  the  nigged  peasant  he  had  become, 
there  was  no  chance  of  a  young  girl  such  as 
Phebe  had  been  ever  thinking  of  Roland 
Sefton  in  cotmection  with  him;  and  becoold 
team  all  he  wished  to  know  from  her. 

Yet  he  timed  his  journey  so  as  not  to  reach 
Riversborough  before  the  evening  of  the  next 
day ;  and  it  was  growing  dusk  when  he  paced 
once  more  the  familiar  streets,  slowly,  and 
at  every  step  gathering  up  some  sharp  renu- 
niscence  of  the  past.  How  little  were  they 
changed  I  The  old  grammar-school,  with  its 
grey  waBs  and  mullioncd  windows,  looted 
exactly  as  it  had  done  when  he  was  yet  a 
boy  wearing  his  coUege-cap  and  carrying  his 
satchel  of  school-books.  His  name,  he  knew, 
was  painted  in  gold  on  a  blac^  tablet  on  the 
walls  inside  as  a  scholar  ^o  had  gained  a 
scholarship.  Most  of  the  drops  on  each 
side  of  the  strert?i,,bo^  tte^f^jae.namesand 
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looked  but  little  altered.  la  the  churchyard 
the  same  grave-stones  were  standing  as  they 
stood  when  he,  as  a  child,  spelt  out  their 
inscriptions  through  the  open  railings  which 
separated  them  from  the  causeway.  There 
was  a  zigzag  crack  in  one  of  the  flag-stones, 
which  vTas  one  of  his  earliest  recollections; 
he  stood  and  put  his  clumsy  boot  npon  it  as 
be  had  often  placed  his  little  foot  in  those 
childish  years,  and  leaning  his  head  against 
the  tailings  of  the  churchyard,  where  all  his 
English  forefathers  for  many  a  generation 
were  buried,  he  waited  as  if  for  some  voice 
to  speak  to  him. 

Suddenly  the  belb  in  the  dark  tower  above 
him  rang  out  a  peal,  clanging  and  clashing 
noisily  K^ether  as  if  to  give  him  a  welcome. 
They  had  rung  so  the  day  he  brought  Felicita 
home  after  their  long  wedding  journey.  It 
was  Friday  night,  the  night  when  the  ringers 
had  always  been  used  to  practise,  in  the 
days  when  he  was  churchwarden.  The  pain 
of  hearing  them  was  intolerable;  he  could 
bear  no  more  that  night. 


E  XXXVII. — A  GLIMPSE  INTO  PARADISE. 

I  CANNOT  tell  whether  it  was  fancy  merely, 
but  the  morning  light  which  streamed  into 
his  room  seemed  more  familiar  and  home- 
like to  him  than  it  had  ever  done  in  Switzer- 
land. He  was  awakened  by  one  of  those 
sounds  which  dwell  longest  in  the  memory 
—the  chiming  of  the  church  bells  nearest 
home,  which  in  childhood  had  so  often  called 
to  him  to  shake  off  his  slumbers,  and  which 
spoke  to  him  now  in  sweet  and  friendly  tones, 
as  if  he  was  still  an  innocent  child. 

It  was  with  a  strange  feeling,  as  if  he  was 
himself  a  phantom  mingling  with  creatures  of 
flesh  and  blood,  that  he  went  out  into  the 
streets.  His  whole  former  life  lay  unrolled 
before  him,  but  there  was  no  point  at  which 
he  could  touch  it.  Every  object  and  every 
spot  was  commonplace,  yet  invested  with  a 
singular  and  intense  significance.  Many  a 
man  among  the  townsfolk  he  knew  by  name 
and  history,  whose  eyes  glanced  at  him  as  a 
stranger,  with  no  surprise  at  his  appearance, 
and  no  show  of  suspicion  or  of  welcome. 
Certainly  he  was  nothing  but  a  ghost  revisit- 
ing the  scenes  of  a  life  to  which  there  was 
no  possible  return.  Yet  how  he  longed  to 
stretch  out  his  hand  and  grasp  those  of  these 
old  townspeople  of  his  I  Even  the  least 
interesting  of  the  shopkeepers  in  the  streets,  ■ 
bestirring  themselves  to  meet  the  business  of 
a  tiew  day,  seemed  to  him  one  of  the  moat 
desirable  of  companions. 

His  heart  was  drawing  him  to  White&iars 


Road,  to  that  spot  on  earth  of  all  others  most 
his  own,  but  his  resolution  failed  him  when- 
ever he  turned  his  face  that  way.  He 
rambled  iuto  the  ancient  market  square, 
where  stood  a  statue  of  his  Felicita's  great 
uncle,  the  first  Baron  Riversford.  The  long 
shadow  of  it  fell  across  him  as  he  lingered  to 
look  in  at  a  bookseller's  window. 

His  eyes  glanced  aimlessly  along  the 
crowded  shelves,  but  suddenly  his  attention 
was  arrested,  and  his  pulses,  which  had  been 
beating  somewhat  fast,  throbbed  with  eager 
rapidity.  A  dozen  volumes  or  more,  ranged 
together,  were  labelled,  "  Works  by  Mrs. 
Roland  Sefton."  Surprise,  and  pride,  and 
pleasure  were  in  the  rapid  beatmgs  of  his 
heart.  By  Felicita  I  He  read  over  the  titles 
with  a  new  sense  of  delight  and  admiration ; 
and  in  the  first  glow  of  his  astonishment  he 
stepped  quickly  into  the  shop,  with  erect 
head  and  firm  tread,  and  found  himself  face 
I  to  face  with  his  old  school-fellow.  The  sight 
'  of  his  blank,  unrecognising  gaze  brought  him 
I  back  to  the  consciousness  of  the  utter  change 
in  himself.  He  looked  down  at  his  coarse 
i  hands  and  mechanic's  dress,  and  remembered 
that  he  was  no  longer  Roland  Sefton.  His 
tongue  was  parched ;  it  was  ijifficult  to 
;  stammer  out  a  word. 

"  Do  you  want  anything,  ray  good  man  ?  " 
asked  the  bookseller  quietly. 

"  There  are  some  books  in  the  window  by 
Mrs.  Roland  Sefton,"  he  said,  "how  much 
are  they  ?  " 

"  That  is  the  six  shilling  edition,"  replied 
the  bookseller. 

"Which  do  you  think  is  the  best?"  he 
asked. 

"They  are  all  good,"  was  theaitswer;  "we 
are  very  proud  of  Mrs.  Roland  S^ton,  who 
belongs  to  Riversborough.  That  is  her  great 
uncle  yonder,  the  first  Lord  Riversford ;  and 
she  married  a  prominent  townsman,  Roland 
Sefton,  of  the  Old  Bank,  I  have  a  soiled 
copy  or  two,  which  I  could  sell  to  you  for 
half  the  price  of  the  new  ones." 

"  She  is  famous  then  ?  "  said  Jean  Merle. 

"She  has  won  her  rank  as  an  author," 
replied  the  bookseller.  "  I  knew  her  husband 
well,  and  he  always  foretold  that  she  would 
make  her  mark ;  and  she  has.  He  died  four- 
teen years  ago ;  and,  strange  to  say,  there  was 
something  about  your  step  as  you  came  in 
which  reminded  me  of  him.  Do  you  belong 
to  Riversborough  ?  " 

"No,"  he  answered;  "but  my  name  is 
Jean  Merle,  and  I  am  related  to  Madame 
Sefton,  his  mother.  I  suppose  there  is  some 
of  the  same  blood  in  Roland  Sefton  aad  me." 
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"That  is  it,"  said  the  bookseller  cordially, 
"  I  thought  you  were  a  foreigner,  though  you 
speak  Eoglish  so  well." 

"  There  was  some  niyster}'  about  Roland 
Sefton's  death?"  remarked  Jean  Merle. 

"  No,  no ;  at  least  not  much,"  was  the 
answer.  "  He  went  away  on  a.  long  holiday, 
unluckily  without  announcing  it,  on  account 
of  bank  business;  but  Mr.  Clifford,  the 
senior  partner,  was  on  his  way  to  take  charge 
of  affairs.  There  was  but  one  day  between 
Roland  Sefton's  departure  and  Mr.  Clif- 
ford's arrival,  but  during  that  very  day,  for 
some  reason  or  other  unknown,  the  head 
clerk  committed  suicide,  and  there  was  a 
panic  and  a  run  upon  the  bank.  Unfortu- 
nately there  was  no  means  of  communicating 
with  Seflon,  who  had  started  at  once  for  the 
Continent.  Mr.  Clifford  did  not  see  any 
necessity  for  his  return,  as  the  mischief  was 
done;  but  just  as  his  six  months'  absence 
was  over — not  all  holiday,  as  folks  said,  for 
there  was  foreign  business  to  see  after — he 
died  by  accident  in  Switzerland.  I  knew  the 
truth  better  than  most  people ;  for  Mr.  Clifford 
came  here  often,  and  dropped  many  a  hint. 
Some  persons  still  say  the  police  were  seeking 
for  Roland  ;  but  that  is  not  true.  It  was  an 
unfortunate  concatenation  of  circumstances." 

"And  this  is  his  wife's  best  book,"  said 
Jean  Merle,  holding  it  with  shaking,  nerveless 
hands.  Felicila's  book  !  The  tears  burned 
under  his  eyelids  as  he  looked  down  on  it. 

"I  won't  say  it  is  the  best;  it  is  my 
fevoturite,"  replied  the  bookseller.  "  Her  son, 
Felix  Seflon,  a  clergyman  now,  was  in  here 
yesterday,  asking  the  same  question.  If  you 
are  related  to  Madame  Sefton,  you'll  be  very 
welcome  at  the  Old  Bank ;  and  youll  find 
both  of  Madame's  grand-children  visiting  old 
Mr.  Clifford.  I'll  send  one  of  my  boys  to 
show  you  the  house." 

"  Not  now,"  said  Jean  Merle.  If  Mr. 
Clifford  was  living  yet  he  must  be  careful 
what  risks  he  ran.  Hatred  has  eyes  as  keen 
as  love;  and  if  any  one  could  bteak  through 
his  secret  it  would  be  the  implacable  old 
man,  who  had  still  the  power  of  sending  him 
to  a  convict  prison. 

A  shudder  ran  through  him  at  the  dread 
idea  of  detection,  What  would  it  be  to 
Felicita  now,  when  her  name  was  famous,  to 
have  it  dragged  down  to  ignominy  and  utter 
disgrace?  The  dishonour  would  be  a  hundred- 
fold the  greater  for  the  fair  reputation  she 
had  won,  and  the  popularity  she  had 
secured.  He  bade  the  bookseller  good- 
moming,  and  threaded  his  way  through 
n»ny  alleys  and  by-lanes  of  the  old  town 


until  he  reached  a  feny  and  a  boat-house, 
where  many  a  boat  lay  ready  for  him,  as  they 
had  always  done  when  he  was  a  boy.  He 
seated  himself  in  one  of  them,  and  taking 
the  oars,  fell  down  with  the  current  to  the 
willows  under  the  gaiden-wall  of  his  old 
borne. 

Was  there  any  change  in  it?  His  keen,  des- 
pairing gaze  could  not  detect  one.  The  high 
tilted  gables  in  the  roof  stood  out  clear  against 
the  sky,  with  their  spiral  wooden  rods  pro- 
jecting above  them.  The  oriel  window  cast 
its  slowly  moving  shadow  On  the  half-timber 
walls;  and  the  many  lattice  casements,  with 
their  small  diamond-shaped  panes,  glistened 
in  the  sun  as  in  the  days  gone  by.  The 
garden-plots  were  unchanged,  and  the  smooth 
turf  on  the  terraces  was  as  green  and  soft  as 
when  he  ran  along  them  at  his  mother's  side. 
The  old  house  brought  to  his  mind  his 
mother  rather  than  his  wife.  It  was  full  of 
associations  and  memories  of  her,  with  her 
sweet,  humble,  self-sacrificing  nature.  There 
was  repose  and  healing  in  the  very  thought 
of  her,  which  seemed  to  touch  his  anguish 
with  a  strong  and  soothing  hand.  Was  there 
an  echo  of  her  voice  still  lingering  for  him 
about  the  old  spot  where  he  had  listened  to 
it  so  often  ?  Could  he  hear  her  calling  to  him 
by  his  name,  the  name  he  had  buried 
irrecoverably  in  a  foreign  grave?  For  the 
first  time  for  many  years  he  bent  down  his 
face  upon  bis  hands,  and  wept  many  tears ; 
not  bitter  ones,  full  of  grief  as  they  were. 
His  mother  was  dead ;  he  had  not  wept  for 
her  till  now. 

Presently  there  came  upon  the  sunmier 
silence  the  sound  of  a  young,  clear,  laughing 
voice,  calling  "  Phebe ; "  and  he  lifted  up  his  | 

head  to  look  once  more  at  the  house.  An 
old  man  with  silvery  white  hair  was  padng  ' 

slowly  to  and  fro  on  the  upper  terrace,  and  | 

a  slight  girlish  figure  was  beside  him.  That 
was  old  Clifford,  his  enemy ;  but  could  that 
girl  be  Hilda?  A  face  looked  out  of  one  of 
the  windows,  smiling  down  upon  this  young 
girl,  whicli  he  knew  again  as  Phebe  Marlowe's. 
By-and-by  she  came  down  to  the  terrace, 
with  a  tall,  fine-looking  young  man  walking 
beside  her ;  and  all  three,  bidding  farewell 
to  the  old  man,  descended  from  terrace  to 
terrace,  becoming  every  minute  more  distinct 
to  his  eyes.  Yes,  there  was  Phebe  j  and 
these  others  must  be  bis  girl  Hilda  and  his 
son  Felix.  They  were  near  to  him,  every 
word  they  spoke  reached  his  ears,  and  pene- 
trated to  his  heart.  They  seemed  more 
beautiful,  more  perfect  than  any  young 
creatures  he  had  ever  beheld.    He  listened 


COBWEBS  AND  CABLES. 


665 


to  them  UDfasteniDg  the  chain  which  se- 
cured the  boat,  and  to  the  creaking  of 
the  rowlocks  as  they  fitted  the  oars  into 
them.  He  had  scarcely  eyes  for  Phebe; 
but  he  was  conscioos  Uiat  she  was  there,  for 
Hilda  was  speaking  to  her  in  a  low  voice 
which  just  reached  him,  "See,"  she  said, 
"that  man  has  one  of  my  mother's  books! 
And  he  is  qaite  a  common  man  ! " 

"  As  much  a  common  man,  perhaps,  as  I 
am  a  common  woman,"  answered  Phebe,  in  a 
gentle  though  half-reproving  tone. 

As  long  as  his  ayes  could  see  them  they 
were  fastened  upon  the  receding  boat; 
and  long  after,  he  gazed  in  the  direction  in 
which  they  had  gone.  He  had  had  the 
passing  glimpse  he  longed  for  into  the  Para- 
dise he  had  forfeited.  This  had  been  his  place, 
appointed  to  him  by  God,  where  he  could 
have  served  God  best,  and  served  Him  in 
aa  perfect  gladness  and  freedom  as  the  earth 
gives  to  any  of  her  children.  What  lot 
could  have  been  more  blessed  ? 

He  could  bear  to  liwk  at  it  no  longer. 
The  yearning  he  had  felt  to  see  his  old  home 
was  satisfied ;  but  the  satisfaction  seemed  an 
increase  of  sorrow.  He  would  not  wait  to 
witness  the  return  of  hia  diildren.  The  old 
man  was  gone  into  the  house,  and  the  garden 
was  quiet  and  deserted.  With  weary  strokes 
he  rowed  back  again  up  the  river ;  and  with 
a  heavier  weight  of  sorrow  and  a  keener 
consciousness  of  sin  he  made  his  way  through 
the  streets  so  familiar  to  his  tread. 

CHAPTER   XXXVIII, — A   LONI>ON   CARIUET. 

There  was  one  other  place  he  must  see 
— the  little  farmstead  on  the  hills,  which, 
of  all  places,  had  been  his  favourite  haunt 
when  3  boy,  and  which  had  been  the  last 
spot  he  had  visited  before  fleeing  from 
England.  Phebe  Marlowe  he  had  seen;  if 
he  went  away  at  once  he  could  see  her 
home  before  her  return  to  it.  Next  to  his 
mother  and  his  wife,  he  knew  that  Phebe 
was  most  likely  to  recognise  him,  if  recogni- 
tion by  any  one  was  possible.  Most  likely 
old  Marlowe  was  dead ;  but  if  not,  his  senses 
would  surely  be  too  dull  to  detect  him. 

When  he  came  to  the  lanes,  green  overhead 
and  underfoot,  and  as  silent  as  the  mountain- 
heights  round  Engelberg,  he  felt  the  solace 
ofthechange.  All  the  recollections  treasured 
upin  the  secret  cellsof  memory  were  springing 
into  light  at  every  step;  but  these  were  remem- 
brances less  bitter  than  those  the  sight  of  his 
lost  home  had  called  to  mind.  He  felt  him- 
self less  of  a  phantom  here,  where  no  one  met 
him  or  crossed  his  path,  than  in  the  streets 
x-47 


where  many  faces  looking  blankly  at  him 
wore  the  well-known  features  of  old  com- 
rades. By  the  lime  he  gained  the  moor- 
lands, and  looked  across  its  purple  heathet 
and  yellow  gorse,  his  mind  was  in  a  healthier 
mood  than  it  had  been  for  years. 

But  the  cottage-door  was  locked  now.  After 
knocking  twice  he  tried  the  latch,  but  it  didnot 
open.  He  went  to  the  little  window,  uncur- 
tained as  usual,  and  peered  in,  but  all  was  Still 
and  dark ;  there  was  not  a  glimmer  of  light 
on  the  hearth,  where  he  had  always  seen  some 
glimmering  embers.  There  was  no  sign  of 
life  about  the  place;  no  dog  barking,  no 
sheep  bleating,  or  fowls  fluttering  about  the 
little  farm-yard.  All  the  innocent,  joyous 
gaiety  of  the  place  had  vanished ;  yet  he  could 
see  that  it  was  not  falling  into  decay;  the 
thatch  was  in  repair,  the  dark  interior,  dimly 
visible  through  the  window,  was  as  it  used  to 
be.  It  was  not  a  ruin,  but  it  was  not  a  home. 
A  home  might  have  received  him  within  its 
hospitable  walls,  or  a  ruin  might  have  given 
him  an  hour's  shelter.  But  Phebe's  door  was 
shut  against  him,  though  it  would  have  done 
him  good  to  stand  within  it  once  more,  a 
penitent  man. 

But  he  could  see  the  interior  through  the 
window.  How  familiar,  yet  how  different,  it 
seemed  I  He  knew  all  these  carvings,  curious 
and  beautiful,  which  lined  the  walls  and 
decorated  every  article  of  the  old  oak  furni- 
ture. In  the  deep  recess  of  the  window- 
frame,  where  the  western  sun  was  already 
shining,  stood  old  Marlowe's  copy  of  a  carved 
crucifix,  which  he  had  himself  once  brought 
from  the  Tyrol,  and  lent  to  him  before  finding, 
a  place  for  it  in  his  own  home.  The  sacred 
head  was  bowed  down  so  low  as  to  be  almost 
hidden  under  the  shadow  of  the  crown  of 
thorns.  At  the  foot  of  the  cross,  in  delicately 
small  Old  English  letters,  the  old  man  had 
carved  the  words,  "  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that 
be  weary  and  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give 
you  rest,"  He  remembered  pointing  out  the 
mistake  that  he  had  made  to  old  Marlowe. 

"  I  like  it  best,"  said  the  dumb  man  ;  "  I 
have  often  been  weary,  but  not  with  labour ; 
weary  <rf  myself,  weary  of  the  world,  weary  of 
life,  weaiy  of  everything  but  my  Phebe, 
That  is  what  Christ  says  to  me." 

Jean  Merle  could  see  the  old  man's  speak- 
ing face  again,  and  the  fingers  moving  less 
swiftly  when  spelling  out  the  words  to  him, 
than  when  he  was  talking  to  Phebe.  Weary  I 
weary t  was  it  not  so  with  him?  Could  any 
man  on  earth  be  more  weary  than  he  was? 

He  returned  to  London,  and  hired  a  garret 
for  a  small  weekly  rent,  where  he  would  lodge 
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until  he  could  resolve  what  to  do.  But  week 
after  week  passed  without  bringing  to  Lis 
mind  the  solution  of  the  problem.  Remorse 
had  given  place  to  repentance;  but  despair 
had  not  been  succeeded  by  hope.  There 
was  nothing  to  hope  for.  The  irrevocable 
past  stood  between  him  and  any  reparation 
for  his  sin  which  his  soul  earnestly  desired  to 
make,  An  easy  thing,  and  light,  it  would  have 
been  to  put  himself  into  the  power  of  his 
enemy,  Mr.  Clifford,  and  bear  the  penalty  of 
the  law.  He  had  suffered  a  hundredfold 
more  than  justice  would  have  exacted.  The 
broken  law  demanded  satisfaction,  and  it 
would  have  been  a  blessed  relief  to  him  to 
give  it.  But  tliat  could  never  be.  He  could 
never  bear  the  penaJty  of  his  crime  without 
dragging  Felicita  into  depths  of  shame  and 
suffering  deeper  than  they  would  have  been 
if  he  had  borne  it  at  first.  The  fame  she  had 
won  for  herself  would  lift  up  his  infamy  and 
hers  to  the  intolerable  gaze  of  a  keen  and 
bitter  publicity.  He  must  blacken  her  fair 
reputation  if  he  sought  to  appease  his  own 
conscience. 

He  made  no  effort  to  find  out  where  she 
and  his  children  were  living.  But  one  after 
another,  in  the  solitude  of  his  garret,  he  read 
every  book  Felicita  had  written.  They  gave 
him  no  pleasure,  and  awoke  in  him  no  ad- 
miration, for  he  read  them  through  different 
eyes  from  her  other  readers.  There  was 
great  bitterness  of  soul  for  him  in  many  of 
the  sentences  she  had  penned ;  now  and  then 
he  came  upon  some  to  which  he  alone  held 
the  true  key.  He  felt  that  he,  her  husband, 
was  dwelling  in  her  mind  as  a  type  of  subtle 
selfishness  and  weak  ambition.  When  she 
4epicted  a  good  or  noble  character  it  was 
almost  invariably  a  woman,  not  a  man ;  it 
was  never  a  man  past  bis  early  manhood. 
However  varied  their  drcumstances  and  tem- 
peraments, they  were  in  the  main  worldly  and 
mean  ;  sometimes  they  were  successful  hypo- 
crites, deceiving  those  nearest  and  dearest  to 
tbeni. 

It  was  a  wholesome  penance  to  him,  per- 
haps ;  but  it  shook  and  troubled  his  soul  to 
its  very  depths.  His  sin  had  ruined  the 
poor  weak-minded  drunkard,  John  Nixey, 
and  hastened  the  end  of  dumb  old  Marlowe; 
these  consequences  of  it  must,  at  any  time, 
Jiave  clouded  his  own  after-life.  But  it  had 
also  wrought  a  baneful  change  in  the  spirit 
of  the  woman  whom  he  loved.  It  was  he 
who  had  slain  within  her  the  hope,  and  the 
love,  and  the  faith  in  her  fellow-men  which 
had  been  needed  for  the  full  perfecting  of  her 
genius. 


CHAPTER   XXXIX. — HIS    FATHER'S   SIN. 

When  Felix  returned  from  his  brief  and 
clouded  holiday  to  his  district,  he  found  that 
John  Nixey,  following  up  the  impression  he 
had  so  successfully  made,  had  spread  his  story 
abroad,  and  found  ears  willing  to  listen  to  it, 
and  hearts  wilhng  to  believe  it.  The  small 
Provident  Club,  instituted  by  Felix  to  check 
the  waste  and  thriftlessness  of  the  people, 
had  already,  in  his  short  absence,  elected 
another  treasurer  of  its  scanty  funds ;  and  the 
members  who  formed  it,  working  men  and 
women  who  had  been  gathered  together  by  his 
personal  influence,  treated  him  with  but  scant 
civility.  His  evening  lectures  in  the  church 
mission-house  were  sometimes  scarcely  at- 
tended, whilst  on  other  days  there  was  an 
influx  of  hearers,  among  whom  John  Nixey 
was  prominent,  with  half-a-dozen  rough  and 
turbulent  fellows  like  himself,  hangers-on  at 
the  nearest  spirit  vaults,  who  were  ready  for 
any  turn  that  might  lead  to  a  row.  The 
women  and  children  who  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  come  stayed  away,  or  went  to  some 
other  of  the  numerous  preaching-places,  as 
though  afraid  of  this  boisterous  element  in 
bis  little  congregation. 

Now  and  then,  too,  he  heard  his  name 
called  out  aloud  in  ^the  streets  by  some  of 
Nixey's  friends,  as  he  passed  the  prospering 
gin-palaces  with  their  groups  of  loungers 
about  the  doors ;  but  though  he  could  catch 
the  sound  of  the  laugh  and  the  sneer  that 
followed  him,  he  could  take  no  notice.  He 
could  not  turn  round  in  righteous  indignation 
and  tell  the  fellows,  and  the  listening  by- 
standers, that  what  they  said  of  his  father 
was  B.  lie.  The  poor  young  curate,  with  his 
high  hopes  and  his  enthusiastic  love  of  the 
work  he  had  chosen  for  the  sake  of  his  fellow- 
men,  was  compelled  to  pass  on  with  bowed 
head,  and  silent  lips,  and  a  heart  burdened 
with  the  conviction  that  his  influence  was 
altogether  blighted  and  uprooted. 

It  was  gall  and  wormwood  to  Felix  that  he 
was  unable  to  contradict  the  story  in  full.  He 
could  say  that  his  father  had  never  been  a 
convict;  but  no  inducement  on  earth  could 
have  wrung  from  him  the  declaration  that  his 
father  had  never  been  guilty  of  fraud.  Some- 
times he  wondered  whether  it  would  not  be 
well  to  own  the  simple  truth,  and  endure  the 
shame :  if  he  had  been  the  sole  survivor  of 
his  father's  sin  this  he  would  have  done,  and 
gone  on  toilsomely  regaining  the  influence 
he  had  lost.  But  the  secret  touched  his 
mother  even  mote  closely  than  himself,  and 
Hilda  was  equally  concerned  in  it.     It  had 
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been  saaedly  kept  by  those  older  than  he 
was,  and  it  was  not  for  him  to  betray  it. 
"  My  poor  mother  I "  he  called  her.  Never, 
before  he  learned  the  secret  burden  she  had 
borne,  had  he  called  her  by  that  tender  and 
pidfal  epithet;  but  as  oflen  as  he  thought  of 
her  now  his  heart  said,  "  My  poor  mother  ! " 

As  soon  as  Canon  Pascal  returned  to  Eng- 
land Felix  took  a  day's  holiday,  and  ran 
down  by  train  to  the  quiet  rectory  in  Essex, 
where  he  had  spent  the  greater  portion  of  his 
boyhood. 

Alice  was  at  home,  he  knew ;  but  he  sternly 
forbade  himself  to  seek  for  her.  It  was 
Canon  Pascal  he  had  come  down  to  see, 
and  he  went  straight  on  to  his  well-known 
study.  He  was  busy  in  the  preparation  of 
next  Sunday's  sermons,  but  at  the  sight 
of  Felix's  dejected,  unsmiling  face,  he  swept 
away  his  books  and  papers  with  one  hand, 
whilst  he  stretched  out  his  other  hand  to  give 
hira  such  a  warm,  strong,  hearty  grip  as  he 
might  have  given  to  a  drowning  man. 

"  What  is  it,  my  son  ?  "  he  asked. 

There  was  such  a  full  sympathetic  tone  in 
the  friendly  voice  speaking  to  him,  that  Felix 
felt  his  burden  already  shared,  and  pressing 
less  heavily  on  his  bruised  spirit.  He  stood 
a  little  behind  Canon  Pascal,  with  his  hand 
upon  his  shoulder,  as  he  had  often  placed 
himself  before  when  he  was  pleading  for  some 
boyish  indulgence,  or  begging  pardon  for 
some  boyish  faidt. 

"  You  have  been  like  a  true  father  to  me, 
and  I  come  to  tell  you  a  great  trouble,"  he 
began  in  a  tremulous  voice. 

"  I  know  it,  my  boy,"  replied  Canon  Pascal ; 
"you  have  found  out  how  true  it  is,  'The 
lathers  have  eaten  sour  grapes,  and  the 
children's  teeth  are  set  on  edge.'  Ah  ! 
Felix,  life  teaches  us  so,  as  well  as  this  wise 
old  Book.  Phebe  told  me,  six  months 
since.  And  now  you  and  I  can  understand 
Felicita.  There  was  no  prejudice  against 
our  Alice  in  her  mind ;  no  unkindness  to 
either  of  you.  But  she  could  not  bring 
herself  to  say  the  truth  against  the  husband 
whom  she  has  wept  and  mourned  over  so  long. 
And  your  mother  is  the  soul  of  truth  and 
honour ;  she  could  not  let  you  marry  whilst 
we  were  ignorant  of  this  matter.  It  has  been 
a  terrible  cross  to  bear,  and  she  has  borne  it 
in  silence.  I  love  and  revere  your  mother 
more  than  ever." 

"  Yes ! "  said  Felix  with  a  sob.  He  had 
not  yet  seen  her  since  coming  to  this  fateful 
knowledge ;  for  Phebe  and  Hilda  had  joined 
her  at  the  sea-side,  where  they  were  still 
staying.     But  if  his  father  had  gone  down 


into  depths  of  darkness,  his  mother  had  risen 
so  much  the  higher  in  his  reverence  and  love. 
She  had  become  a  saint  and  a  martyr  in  his 
eyes;  and  to  save  her  from  a  moment's 
grief  seemed  to  be  a  cause  worth  dying 
for. 

"  I  came  to  tell  you  all,"  he  went  on, 
"  and  to  say  I  cannot  any  more  hope  that 
you  will  give  Alice  to  me.  God  alone  knows 
what  it  costs  me  to  give  her  up  :  and  she  will 
suffer  too  for  a  while,  a  long  while,  I  fear ; 
for  we  have  grown  together  so.  But  it  must 
be.  Alice  cannot  marry  a  man  who  has 
not  even  an  unblemished  name  to  offer  to 
her." 

"  You  should  ask  Alice  herself  about  that," 
said  Canon  Pascal  quietly. 

A  thrill  of  rapture  ran  through  Felix,  and 
he  grasped  the  shoulder,  on  which  his  hand 
still  rested,  more  firmly.  What!  was  it 
possible  that  this  second  father  of  his  knew 
all  his  disgrace  and  dishonour,  how  his  teeth 
were  set  on  edge  by  the  sour  grapes  which  he 
had  not  eaten,  and  yet  was  willing  that  Alice 
should  share  his  name  and  his  lot?  There 
was  no  fear  as  to  what  Alice  would  say.  He 
recollected  how  Phebe  spoke,  as  if  her 
thoughts  dwelt  more  on  his  father's  sorrow 
and  sad  death,  than  on  his  sin  ;  and  Alice 
would  be  the  same.  She  would  cover  it  with 
a  woman's  sweet  charity.  He  could  not 
command  his  voice  to  speak ;  and  after  a 
minute's  pause  Canon  Pascal  continued — 

"  Yes  !  Alice,  too,  knows  all  about  it.  I 
told  her  beside  your  father's  grave.  And  do 
you  suppose  she  said,  '  Here  is  cause  enough 
for  me  to  break  with  Felix  '  ?  Nay,  I  believe 
if  the  sin  had  been  your  own,  Alice  would 
have  said  it  was  her  duty  to  share  it,  and 
your  repentance.  Shall  our  Lord  come  to 
save  sinners,  and  we  turn  away  from  their 
blameless  children  ?  Yet  1  thought  it  must 
be  so  at  first,  I  own  it,  Felix;  at  first,  while 
my  eyes  were  blinded  and  my  heart  hardened, 
and  I  looked  at  it  in  the  light  of  the  world. 
But  then  I  bethought  me  of  your  mother. 
Shall  not  she  make  good  to  you  the  evil  your 
father  has  wrought  ?  If  he  dishonoured  your 
name  in  the  eyes  of  a  few,  she  has  brought 
honour  to  it,  and  made  it  known  far  beyond 
the  limits  it  could  have  been  known  through 
him.  The  world  will  regard  you  as  her  son, 
not  as  his." 

"  But  I  came  also  to  tell  you  that  I  wish  to 
leave  the  country,"  said  Felix.  "  There  is  a 
difficulty  in  getting  young  men  for  our  colonial 
work  ;  and  I  am  young  and  strong,  stronger 
than  most  young  men  in  the  Church.  I 
could  endure  hardship,  and  go^in^  for  work 
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that  feebler  men  must  leave  untried ;  you  have 
taken  care  of  that  for  me.  Such  a  life  would 
be  more  like  old  Felix  Merle'a  than  a  London 
curacy.  You  let  your  own  sons  emigrate, 
believing  that  the  old  country  is  getting 
over-populated ;  and  I  thought  I  would  go 
too." 

"Why?"  asked  Canon  Pascal,  turning 
round  in  his  chair,  and  looking  up  search- 
in  gly  into  his  face. 

In  a  few  words,  and  in  short  broken  sen- 
tences, Felix  told  him  of  Nixey's  charge,  and 
the  change  it  had  wrought  in  the  London 
curacy,  upon  which  he  had  entered  with  so 
much  enthusiasm  and  delight. 

"It  wiU  be  the  same  wherever  I  go  in 
England,"  he  said  in  conclusion  ;  "  and  I  can- 
not face  them  boldly  and  say  it  is  all  a 
falsehood." 

"  You  must  live  it  down,"  answered ^Can on 
Pascal;  "  go  on,  and  take  ho  notice  of  it." 

"But  it  hinders  my  work  sadly,"  said 
Felix,  "  and  I  cannot  go  on  in  the  Brick- 
fields. There  might  be  a  row  any  evening, 
and  then  the  story  would  come  out  in  the 
police-courts ;  and  what  could  I  say  ?  At 
least,  I  must  give  up  that." 

For  a  few  minutes  Canon  Pascal  was  lost 
in  thought.  If  Felix  was  right  in  his  appre- 
hension, and  the  whole  story  came  out  in  the 
police-court,  there  were  journals  pandering 
to  public  curiosity  that  wOuld  gladly  lay  hold 
of  any  gossip  or  scandal  connected  with  Mrs- 
Roland  Sefton.  Her  name  would  insure  its 
publicity.  And  how  could  Felicita  endure 
that,  especially  now  that  Tier  health  was 
affected  ?  If  the  dread  of  disclosing  her 
secret  to  him  had  wrought  so  powerfully 
upon  her  physical  and  mental  constitution, 
what  would  she  suffer  if  it  became  a  nine- 
days'  talk  for  the  world  ? 

"  I  will  get  your  rector  to  exchange  curates 
with  me  till  we  can  see  our  way  clear,"  he 
said.  "  He  is  Alice's  godfather,  you  know, 
and  will  do  it  willingly.  I  am  going  up  to 
Westminster  in  Noven^r,  and  you  will  be 
here  in  my  place,  where  everybody  knows 
your  face  and  you  know  theirs.  There  will 
be  no  question  here  about  your  father,  for 
you  are  looked  upon  as  my  son.  Now  go 
away,  and  find  Alice." 


When  Felix  turned  out  of  Liverpool  Street 
station  that  evening,  a  tail,  gaunt-locking 
workman  offered  to  carry  his  bag  for  him. 
It  was  filled  with  choice  fruit  from  the  rec- 
tory garden,  grown  on  trees  grafted  and 
pruned  by  Canon  Pascal's  own  bands ;  and 
Felix  had  helped  Alice  to  gather  it  for  some 
of  his  sick  parishioners  in  the  unwholesome 
dwelling-places  he  visited. 

"  I  am  going  no  farther  than  the  Mansion 
House,"  he  answered,  "  and  I  can  cany  it 
myself." 

"  You'd  do  me  a  kindness  if  you'd  let  me 
carry  it,"  said  the  iDan. 

It  was  not  the  tone  of  a  common  loafer, 
hanging  about  the  stadon  for  any  chance 
job,  and  Felix  tumed  to  look  at  him 
in  the  light  of  the  street.  It  was  the  old 
story,  he  thought  to  himself,  a  decent  me- 
chanic from  the  coontry,  out  of  work,  and 
lost  in  this  great  labyrinth  of  a  city.  He 
handed  his  bag  to  him  and  walked  on  along 
the  crowded  thoroughfare,  soon  foi^etting 
that  be  was  treading  the  flagged  streets  of  a 
city;  he  was  back  again,  strolling  through 
dewy  fields  in  the  cool  twilight,  with  Alice 
beside  him,  accompanying  bim  to  the  quie: 
little  station.  He  thou^t  no  more  of  the 
stranger  behind  him,  or  of  the  bag  he  carried, 
until  he  hailed  an  omnibtis  travelling  west- 
ward. 

"  Here  is  your  bag,  sir,"  said  the  man. 

"  Ah !  rd  foi^tten  it,"  exclaimed  Felii. 
"Good  night,  and  thank  you." 

He  had  just  time  to  drop  a  shilling  into 
his  hand  before  the  omnibus  was  off.  But 
the  man  stood  there  in  front  of  the  Mansion 
House,  motionless,  with  all  tiie  busy  sea  of 
life  roaring  around  him,  hearing  nothing  and 
seeing  nothing.  This  coin  that  lay  in  his 
hand  had  been  given  to  him  by  his  son ;  his 
son's  voice  was  still  sounding  in  his  ears.  He 
had  walked  behind  him  taking  note  of  his 
hrm  strong  step,  his  upright  carriage  and 
manly  bearing.  It  had  been  too  swift  a  march 
for  him,  full  of  exquisite  pain  and  pleasure, 
which  chance  might  never  offer  to  him  again. 

"Move  on,  will  you?"  said  a  policeman 
authoritatively;  and  Jean  Merle,  ronsing him- 
self from  his  reverie,  went  back  to  his  lonek 
garret. 
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DEMAS. 


"For_liinnowread7to 
"  For  Dcmu  bath  lorsal 


1  at  band." 
■1  Tmoiuv 


"  T  AM  ready  to  be  offered  ; 

■*■    Ready,  for  the  strife  is  done. 
For  the  course  on  earth  is  finislied, 

And  the  crown  is  nearly  won  ; 
Oft  in  weariness  and  weakness. 

Oft  in  peril  of  the  sword, 
Still  I  strove  in  faith  and  meekness, 

I,  the  prisoner  of  the  Lord. 
Come,*  for  autumn  winds  are  wailing, 

And  the  spirit  longs  for  thee; 
Age  is  lonely,  friends  are  failing, 

Demas  hath  forsaken  me." 

Thus  the  words  of  Paul  the  aged 
Echo  down  the  aisles  of  time. 

Telling  of  a  trust  unshaken. 
And  a  life  that  was  sublime; 

Only  one  soft  note  of  grieving 
Through  the  triumph  makes  its  way— 

-   "Dg    tby   diligcDce  to    come  ihoitly   unto   me."- 


In  the  world  that  he  was  leaving 
One  faint  iieart  had  gone  astray ; 

Waiting  for  a  glorious  morrow. 
Soon  his  risen  Lord  to  see. 

Still  he  sighs,  in  human  sorrow, 
"  Demas  hath  forsaken  me." 

There  aie  thankless  souls,  and  faithless, 

Father,  in  this  world  of  Thine, 
From  the  Bread  of  Heaven  turning 

To  the  husks  that  feed  the  swine ; 
And  Thy  servants,  toiling,  praying 

For  the  kingdom  of  Thy  grace, 
Weep  to  see  these  children  straying 

Far  away  from  Thy  dear  face ; 
Bring  them  back  to  paths  of  gladness. 

Let  Thy  Spirit  strive  for  Thee, 
Lest  they  hear  Thee  say  in  sadness, 

"  Lo,  ye  have  forsaken  me  ! " 

SARAH   DOUDNEV. 
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By  1 


E  Rev.  J.  G.  WOOD,  M.A. 


'■  'X'AKE  no  thought  for  the  morrow." 

■*■  What  a  strange,  impracticable,  and 
contradictory  command  seems  to  be  com- 
prised in  these  few  words ! 

Why,  one  of  the  very  characteristics  that 
raise  man  above  the  lower  animals  is,  that  he 
knowingly  takes  thought  for  the  future.  Care 
for  the  future  distinguishes  civilised  man  from 
the  savage,  who  lives  only  in  the  present  day, 
keeps  no  record  of  yesterday,  and  never 
thinks  of  the  morrow. 

How  is  it  possible  for  man  not  to  take 
thought  for  the  morrow?  There  is  scarcely 
one  in  a  thousand  who  is  not  obliged  to  take 


very  much  thought  for  the  future.  Even  if 
he  be  alone  in  the  world,  and  have  only  him- 
self to  think  of,  he  cannot  but  "take  thought" 
for  bis  life,  whether  he  can  continue  to  earn 
his  food,  clothes,  and  lodging. 

Should  he  be  a  husband  and  father,  his 
thought  for  the  future  is  multiplied  according 
to  the  number  of  his  children  whom  he  must 
feed,  clothe,  lodge,  teach,  and  bring  up  "iii 
the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord." 

Obedience  to  such  a  command  as  this 
seems  impossible. 

Yet  the  words  are  those  of  Him  who  never 
issued  a  command  that  could  not  be  obeyed, 
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nor  spoke  a  word  which  was  not  truth 
itself. 

Now,  suppose  we  see  what  St.  Paul  has  to 
say  on  the  same  subject.  "  If  any  provide 
not  for  his  own,  and  specially  for  those  of  his 
own  house,  he  hath  denied  the  faith,  and  is 
worse  than  an  infidel."  Here  the  great 
apostle  seems  to  be  flatly  contradicting  the 
commands  of  his  Lord. 

A  glance  at  the  revised  version,  however, 
will  show  that  there  is  no  contradiction  at 
all.  The  phrase,  "Take  no  thought,"  was  in 
the  days  of  the  authorised  version  a  very  fair 
exposition  of  the  word  used  by  our  Lord. 


But 


the 


course  of 
nearly  three 
centuries  the 
significations 
of  words  and 
phrases  have 
greatly 
changed,  in 
some  cases 
exactly  rever- 
siog  tbeii 
former  sense. 

The  revised 
version  gives 
a  much  closer 
rendeiing  by 
the  words — 
"Be  not 
anxious,"  or, 
as  we  might 
in  simpler 
terms  say, 
"Do  not  fret." 

Taken  in 
this  sense, 
how  wise  is 
the  advice  not 
to  fret  1  Fret- 
ting only 
takes  away 
the  capacity 
for  labour  and 
destroys  the 
enjoyment  of 
work  ■  which 
is  felt  by  all 
who  labour 
conscien- 
tiously. No 
amount     of 

fretting  will  alter  adverse  circumstances, 
any  more  than  it  can  add  a  cubit  to  the 
stature.  And  the  wisdom  of  the  Lord's 
advice  is  almost  invariably  proved  by  the 


afterwards  acknowledged  fact  that  there  was 
after  all  no  reason  for  fretting,  and  that 
those  who  yielded  to  it  had  inflicted  need- 
less suffering  on  themselves  and  those  around 
them. 

Then  comes  the  advice.  Look  around  and 
see  how  the  birds  who  do  not  work  to  pro- 
duce the  food  that  they  eat,  are  fed  by  their 
heavenly  Father,  and  how  the  flowers  which 
neither  spin  nor  weave  are  clad  in  robes 
more  gorgeous  than  those  of  Solomon  him- 
self. 

The  astonishing  and  comprehensive  truth 
ot  this  latter  statement  could  not  be  even 
partially 
understood 
until  the  pre- 
sent time — 
when  with  the 
microscope 
aie  revealed 
glories  of  this 
outward 

ing  in  splen- 
dour as  the 
capacity  of 
the  instru- 
ment in- 
creases. 

Suppose  we 
take  the  words 
of  our  Lord 
simply  in 
their  external 
sense,  restrict 
them  to  one 
class  of 
beings,  and 
see  how  the 
birds  are  fed. 

First,  then, 
there  are  cer- 
tain birds 
which  feed 
exclusively  on 
living  insects. 
In  this  coun- 
try the  insects 
arewididrawn 
during  the 
cold  months, 
and  in  conse- 


die  of  starvation,  were  it  not  for  the  in- 
stinct that  impels  them  to  migrate  to  warmer 
climates,  and  the  bodily  structure  which  en- 
ables them  to  obey  the  impulse.  These  birds 
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can  therefore  only  exist  within  a  certain  zone 
of  temperature,  and  as  that  zone  changes 
its  place  in   the   course   of  the  year,  the 


birds  are  obliged  to  remain  within  it,  and 
shift  their  place  according  to  the  tempera- 
ture. 


•i'**^\ 


■  -yj^'^ 


Most  of  them  find  their  food  in  the  day- 
time. 

Such  are  the  swallow  tribe,  which  chase 
their  prey  oa  the  wing,  and  fare  best  when 
the  days  are  brightest.  Then  there  are  the 
fly-catchers,  which  are  not  sufficiently  swift 
of  wing  to  overtake  their  prey  by  chase,  bul 
which  sit  watching,  on  some  chosen  spot, 
for  passing  insects,  snap  ihem  up,  and 
return  again  to  their  watch.  Then  we  have 
the  wryneck,  which  alvi'ays  comes  early  in 
the  season,  because  it  is  able  to  thrust  its 
wonderful  tongue  into  the  recesses  of  tree- 
bark,  and  so  to  capture  insects  which  have 
been  hatched,  but  which  are  not  yet  strong 
enough  to  take  to  flight. 

Others  are  intended  to  prey  on  the  insects 
which  fly  or  travel  by  night,  and  are  there- 
fore forced  to  be  nocturnal  in  their  own 
habits. 

Chief  among  them  is  the  nightjar.  In 
England  we  have  but  a  single  species,  and 
a  wonderful  creature  it  is.  Its  flight  is  cu- 
riously enatic,  somewhat  between  that  of  a 
butterfly  and  a  bat,  and  is  exactly  suited 
for  the  chase  of  the  cockchafer  and  other 
beetles  which  fly  by  night. 

Creeping  insects  afford  nourishment  to 
multitudes  of  birds,  and  there  are  many 
which,  although  they  feed  mostly  upon  hard 


seeds  when  they  are  adult,  and  are  furnished 
with  beaks  made  for  the  pnrpose  of  cracking 
them,  require,  when  they  are  soft-billed  nest- 
lings, to  be  supplied  with  food  suitable  to 
their  tender  beaks.  Thus,  we  find  so  many 
birds  eagerly  hunting  for  caterpillars,  grubs, 
and  similar  creatures  in  the  spring  time.  At 
that  time  of  year  the  young  birds  are  still  in 
their  nests,  and  at  the  same  time  of  year  mil- 
lions of  caterpillars  are  hatched  from  the 
eggs  which  have  been  laid  in  the  preceding 
autumn^each  finding  its  proper  food. 

These  caterpillars  require  the  leaves  to  be 
young  and  tender  in  order  to  be  suitable 
for  food.  This  necessity  is  conspicuously 
shown  in  the  numberless  leaf-rolling  catei*- 
pillars. 

Tiny  as  they  are  when  hatched,  ihey 
manage,  by  means  of  the  silken  th*read  which 
they  have  the  power  of  spinning,  to  roll  young 
leaves  into  hollow  cylinders  and  to  conceal 
themselves  within  them,  the  leaf  affording 
therefore  not  only  food  but  a  home. 

These  caterpillars,  which  are  produced  in 
countless  profusion,  afl'ord  nourishment  for 
young  birds^ — so  each  has  its  meat  in  due 
season.  The  caterpillars  are  not  hatched 
itil  the  leaves  begin  to  shoot,  nor  kept  un- 
hatched  until  they  are  too  strong  and  stiff 
to  be  rolled.     Noi;,,a«,  th^.JfQiJ'JE  .Ijirds 
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batched  until  the  caterpillars  are  leady  to 
supply  food  for  theii  tender  mouths. 

Other  birds  are  especially  constructed  for 
feeding  on  the  living  creatures  which  lie 
buried  in  the  earth.  As  a  type  of  this  class 
we  may  take  the  common  rook,  which  feeds 
principally  upon  the  grubs  of  the  cockchafer, 
the  wire-worm  (itself  the  grub  of  a  beetle 
allied  to  the  fireSies  of  warmer  countries),  and 
similar  beings.  All  these  grubs  are  vegetable 
feeders  and  destructive  to  tlie  crops,  but  are 
little  suspected  because  they  are  concealed 
below  the  earth  ;  while  the  rook  which  coraes 
to  eat  them  is  tJiought  to  be  the  devourer  of 
the  seed  and  young  plants  which  have  in 
reality  been  destroyed  by  the  unsuspected 
foes  that  lurk  in  darkness.  The  terrible  tur- 
nip caterpillar  is  a  much  favoured  food  of 
the  rook,  whose  strong  bill  is  able  to  dig  to 
a  considerable  depth,  and  drag  the  hidden 
caterpillar  from  its  dark  retreat. 

Watch  the  ploughman  as  he  is  at  his  work, 
and  you  will  see  him  followed  by  trains  of 
rooks,  which  walk  closely  behind  him  in  the 
furrow  for  the  purpose  of  picking  up  the 
grubs  which  the  ploughshare  has  turned  up. 
Anywhere  near  the  sea-shore  gulls  will  ac- 
company the  rooks  in  this  mode  of  procuring 
food,  and  after  very  severe  weather  will  ven- 
ture very  for  inland. 

During  the   spring   of  last   year,   I  was 


called  upon  to  pass  much  time  in  travelling 
upon  the  Scotch  railways.  The  winter  had 
been  a  very  sharp  one,  and  no  sooner  had  it 
relaxed  its  grasp  on  the  earth  than  the 
ploughmen  were  at  work.  In  the  repeated 
journeys  which  I  made  between  Edinburgh 
and  Glasgow,  I  noticed  that  the  gulls  ex- 
tended over  the  whole  tract  of  country,  and 
that  they  were  nearly,  if  not  quite,  as  plenti- 
ful as  the  rooks. 

In  a  lesser  degree,  the  starlings  are  quite 
as  useful  as  the  rooks,  finding  their  principal 
food  in  the  destructive  grubs  of  the  different 
species  of  large  tipulse  which  are  popularly 
called  by  the  name  of  daddy-long-legs. 

Then  again,  there  are  all  the  predatory  birds, 
which  for  the  most  part  live  entirely  on  ver- 
tebrate animals  of  their  own  killing.  Such 
are  the  eagles,  hawks,  owls,  and  shrikes,  each 
of  which  groups  finds  its  own  food  in  its  own 
way,  and  does  not  interfere  with  the  others. 
The  eagle,  for  example,  can  successfullj- 
Jattack  pigs,  lambs,  or  even  small  sheep, 
and  carry  them  off  to  its  nest,  while  it  mostly 
lives  on  hares,  rabbits,  and  even  pike  and 
salmon.  Not  that  it  disdains  the  bodies  of 
dead  animals.  For  eagles  have  often  been 
caught  in  traps  baited  with  a  dead  sheej) 
or  Iamb ;  but  it  much  prefers  lining  to  dead 
food. 

Some  of  this  group,  called  ospreys,  or  sea 


e^les,  live  almost  entirely  on  fish,  which 
they  snatch  out  of  the  water  with  their  claws 
and  carry  away  in  a  manner  alnaost  unique 
among  birds.     Holding  the  neck  of  the  fish 


with  one  foot,  the  osprey  grasps  the  small  of 
its  tail  with  the  other,  and  so  flies  off,  striding 
as  it  were  over  the  fish  and  effectually  pre- 
venting it  from  struggling. 
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In  many  countries  which  are  thinly  populated 
the  bodies  of  la^  dead  animals,  such  as  the 
camel  and  the  horse,  are  simply  left  to  decay 
where  they  fall  But.thea  come  the  vultures, 
which  reverse 

in  their  food  

the  habits  of       ^  777.:.:.  -■-"_'  - 

the  eagle,  and  r-  .-    — i^^^r^is^-ii- 

preferdeadto 
living   food. 
So   far    from       r 
being    of- 
fended    by 
the  odour  of       - 
decomposi-        i 
tion,  the  vul-       f 
tures  are  at-       t 
tracCed  by  it,       i 
and    nothiDg       K 
is  so  gratefiil       ; 
to  their  nos- 
trils   as    the 
stench  — as 
we     should 
think   it  —  of 


an  1 


1  m 


*^t:^'' 


the  last  stage 
of  decay. 
Where  the 
carcase  is, 
there  will  the 
vultures  be 
gathered  to- 
gether. 

The  hawk 
tribes  are  al- 
most eagles  in 
httle,  chasing 
and  catching 
prey,  some- 
times fiirred 
and  some- 
times fea- 
thered. One 
of  them,  the 

kestrel  or  windhover,  is  notable  for  the  fact 
that  it  feeds  mostly  upon  the  fiela-mice. 

These  little  animals  have  a  way  of  creeping 
among  the  grass  so  silently  that  human  eyes 
seldom  detect  them.  But,  poised  aloft  in 
the  air,  the  kestrel  surveys  the  ground,  its 
eyes,  which  can  be  either  telescopic  or 
microscopic  at  will,  scanning  every  inch  of 
ground,  and  no  sooner  does  a  field-mouse 
venture  from  its  burrow  than  the  kestrel 
drops  upon  it  and  seldom  fails  to  carry 
it  off. 

The  shrikes  combine  the  tastes  of  the 
eagles  and  vultures.    They  catch  prey  for 


themselves,  but  instead  of  eating  it  at  once 
almost  invariably  impale  it  upon  a  thorn. 
leaving  it  there  to  be  eaten  at  leisure. 

Mostly   the    impaled   prey  becomes   [w- 
trid    before 
it    is     eaten, 
P^-        .-"'"'".   "^:3J        buttheshrike 
-^ — -""       "---;-_-'        is    as     indif- 
ferent as  the 
vulture     in 
this     respect. 
I  have  seen  a 
number    of 
young    birds, 
evidently 
taken  from 
the  same  nest, 
impaled      on 
thorns  by  the 
shrike.     The 
_^''^-—        S.-:^^;  "r^!       odour    was 
■.-,.-^."  -'^".'"V^S        almost       un- 

-^=  V'ji^"=|        endurable   to 
--^-~'---  '  human     nos- 

trils, but  the 
shrike  prob- 
ably con- 
sidered it  to 
be  fragrance 
itself. 

To  the  owl 
tribe,  the 
night  is  the 
"due  season" 
in  which  they 
find  their 
food.  Noctur- 
nal creatures 
of  many  kinds 
come  creep- 
ing out  of 
their  hiding- 
places,  and 
upon  them  the 
owls  feed. 
Then  come  the  many  birds  which  find 
their  food  in  the  water,  and  whose  structure 
is  beautifully  modified  for  that  purpose. 

In  our  own  country  we  have  the  ducks 
and  swans,  whose  beaks  are  round  for  the 
express  purpose  of  dabbling  in  the  water 
and  separating  from  it  the  savoury  substances 
on  which  they  feed.  In  fact,  a  duck's  bill, 
wiren  closely  examined,  is  constructed  much 
on  the  principle  of  the  Greenland  whale's 
jaws,  the  water  passing  through  a  natural 
sieve  far  superior  to  any  artificial  sieve  made 
by  man. 

Correspondingly,   there   are    many   bird^ 
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which  find  their  food  under  the  baik  of  trees, 
and  others  which  are  enabled,  by  the  struc- 
ture not  only  of  their  beaks  but  their  whole 
bodies,  to  dig  into  the  solid  wood  and  drag 
from  it  the  gnibs  which  live  in  burrows  driven 
deeply  into  the  trunk  itself. 

Other  birds  are  to  the  water  what  swallows 
are  to  the  air. 

Among  them  may  be  reckoned  all  the 
various  divers;  the  guillemots,  which  literally 
fly  through  the  water,  their  wings  being  used 
as  much  as  their  feet,  and  the  different  com- 
morants,  being  familiar  examples. 

Then,  just  as  the  ostrich  tribes  find  their 
food  on  the  earth,  and  have  their  legs  greatly 
developed  and  their  wings  reduced  to  mere 
rudiments,  so  do  the  penguins  run  through 
the  water,  their  broad  webbed  feet  being  set 
at  the  extremity  of  the  body  and  worked  by 
muscles  as  proportionally  powerful  as  those 
of  the  ostrich  leg. 

Another  remarkable  but  less  generally 
familiar  example  of  the  mode  in  which  the 
birds  are  fed,  is  well  known  to  those  who  are 
engaged  in  the  whale  fishery. 

Nearly  every  one  knows  that  between  the 
skin  and  the  flesh  of  the  whale  there  is  a 
thick  layer  of  a  peculiar  fatty,  or  rather  oily 
substance  called  "  blubber,"  placed  there  for 
the  double  purpose  of  retaining  the  animal 


warmth  in  the  body,  oil  being  nearly  a  non- 
conductor of  heat,  and  acting  as  an  elastic 
envelope  which  can  resist  the  enormous  pres- 
sure to  which  the  whale  is  subjected  when 
it  dives.  But  every  one  does  not  know  that 
the  oil  is  produced  in  such  quantities  that  it 
is  perpetually  exuded  from  the  whale  acd 
floats  thinly  on  the  surface  of  the  water. 

Vet  it  is  not  wasted. 

There  are  certab  little  birds  belonging  to 
the  petrel  tribe  which  are  expressly  made  for 
skimming  over  the  surface  of  the  ocean,  and 
may  be  seen  fearlessly  traversing  the  waves 
even  through  a  storm  which  drives  all  other 
birds  to  shore.  Some  of  these  birds,  called 
"  mollies  "  by  the  sailors,  appear  to  Uve  ex- 
clusively upon  the  superabundant  oil  that  is 
produced  by  the  whales.  Whalers  say  that 
they  are  never  seen  except  in  the  ocean 
tracts  where  the  whales  abound,  and  no  one 
has  seen  them  eat  in  any  other  way  than  b>- 
scooping  up  the  floating  oil  as  they  half  fly, 
half  patter  over  the  surface. 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  ways  in  which 
our  heavenly  Father  feeds  the  "fowls  of  the 
air,"  their  food  being  provided  for  them  in 
due  season,  their  external  structure  enabling 
them  to  procure  it,  their  internal  organs 
fitted  to  a-ssimilate  it,  and  their  instinct 
teaching  them  to  select  it. 
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BOY  BRIGADES. 

By  Mks.  CHARLES   GARNETT. 

NO.    III. — ^THE  GENERAL  POST-OFnCE   BOYS. 


IN  the  year  1859,  after  more  than  twenty 
fcais  of  patient  labour.  Professor  Wheat- 
stone  had  the  happiness  of  seeing  the  elec- 
tric telegraph  successfully  at  worlc  on  the 
London  and  Bkclcwall  Railway. 

Since  that  time  a  network  of  telegraphic 
wires,  finer  and  closer  than  a  spider's  web,  has 
spread  itself  over  the  face  of  our  country,  and 
stretching  in  lines  thousands  of  miles  in 
len^,  has  drawn  us  by  the  invisible  power 
of  its  wondrous  threads  near  to  the  farthest 
comers  of  earth's  vast  and  distant  con- 
tinents. 

Telegraphic  signals  had  been  for  years 
use  in  the  Navy,  but  the  idea  of  conveying 
words  with  lightning  rapidity  by  employing 
electricity  as  our  Mercury  was  so  startUng 
and  novel  an  idea  that  it  appeared  at  first 
beyond  the  bounds  of  belief. 

It  struck  ordinary  and  unscientific  persons 
veiy  much  in  the  same  manner  as  the  de- 
scription of  illuminating  the  London  streets 
by  gas,  in  the  year  1808,  did  a  country  gen- 
tleman, who,  after  listening  patientlyforsome 
time  to  an  explanation  of  the  why  and  where- 
fore, struck  his  hand  down  on  the  table  and 
cried,  "  After  all  it's  impossible,  and  /  don't 
and  won't  believe  it."  Presently  disbelief 
became  the  only  impossibility ;  then  other 
ideas  connected  with  the  mysterious  inven- 
tion arose. 

We  have  a  clear  recollection  of  a  book 
wiilten  twenty  years  ago,  in  those  early  days 
of  electric  application,  by  an  old  dissenting 
minister,  the  object  of  which  was  to  prove 
that  the  telegraph  was  a  sign  of  the  latter  days, 
a  sure  proof  that  our  worn-out  earth  was 
nearly  done  for.  The  text  upon  which  this 
author  rested  most  securely  for  his  evidence 
''as,  "Many  shall  run  to  and  fro,  and  know- 
ledge shall  be  increased."  And  to  this  very 
day  many  an  old  lady  regards  the  appear- 
^ce  of  a  smart  telegraphic  messenger  with 
the  yellow  envelope  in  hand  as  something 
Jither  more  terrible  than  a  mad  dog,  a  wild 
bull,  or  a  fall  in  the  Funds.  Indeed  there 
*re  few  of  us  who  do  not  remember  days 
™en,  with  a  heart  sick  from  overmastering 
'f^.  we  trembled  as  we  tore  off  that  thin 
*«ver  and  read  the  twenty  short  words  which 
told  us  that  the  worst,  the  most  dreaded 
«>iTow  had  come.  We  held  the  record  of 
our  fflisety  in  a  shaking  hand,  and  looked  up 
Tom  the  paper  into  a  world  over  which  the 


blackness  of  darkness  had  settled,  and  down 
a  future  life  all  whose  perspective  was  a  blank ; 
and  for  long  months  afterwards  we  shrank, 
feeling  an  after-stab  of  the  old  pain,  when- 
ever A-e  received  a  telegram.  Much  of  this 
special  alarm  will  pass  away,  when,  as  we 
hope  will  soon  be  the  case,  Government  in- 
troduces the  talked-of  sixpenny  messages. 
Then,  we  doubt  not,  the  telegraph  will  be  so 
much  more  frequently  used,  especially  by  the 
middle  and  working  classes,  that  the  telegraph 
messenger  will  be  regarded  with  no  more 
interest,  eitherasalooked-for  bringer  of  good 
tidings  or  as  a  daily  bore,  than  the  postman. 
Yet  even  now  the  telegraph  boy,  regarded  as- 
a  boy  (not  as  a  bomb-shell),  is  as  bright  and 
pleasant  a  lad  as  you  will  often  meet ;  and  as 
the  third  on  our  list  in  the  Suitday  Magazine- 
of  "City  Brigade  Boys,"  we  would  beg  for 
him  a  kindly  reception  from  the  reader. 

Before,  however,  we  ask  you  to  come  with 
us  to  the  General  Post-office  in  St.  Martin's- 
le-Grand  and  make  his  persona!  acquaintance, 
it  may  be  interesting  to  glance  back  over  the 
decade  during  which  our  Government  has 
held  a  monopoly  of  this  business,  and  learn 
something!  of  the  growth  of  the  work  which 
employs  our  brigade  messengers. 

Ten  years  ago  there  were  in  all  2,488 
offices  belonging  to  all  the  telegraph  com- 
panies in  England ;  these  were  bought  up  by 
the  nation,  and  at  the  close  of  last  year  their 
number  had  increased  to  5,331-  The  number 
of  instruments  in  use  was  2,200,  and  this  did 
not  include  the  private  ones  used  on  private 
wires,  but  now  the  z.aoo  have  increased  to 
8,. SI. 

The  vastness  of  the  present  anangement 
strikes  us,  perhaps,  most  when  we  learn  that 
we  possess  23,156  miles  of  telegraph  line, 
requiring  100,851  w^w  of  wire  1  This  calcu- 
lation does  not  include  707  miles  of  sub- 
marine cables  which  are  needed  to  connect 
the  different  parts  of  our  United  Kingdom, 
nor  nearly  8,000  miles  of  private  wires,  though 
tJiese  also  are,  of  course,  the  property  of  the 
Government, 

Speaking  of  submarine  connections  j  on 
one  occasion  during  last  year  it  was  found 
that  the  communication  with  the  Shetland 
Islands  was  interrupted  for  a  week,  and  on 
examination  this  was  found  to  be  owing  to  a 
mouse  having  nibbled  at  the  covering  of  the 
cable  in  the  hut  on  ^n^^y  Igl^ii^^,  It^^s 
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wonderful  how  impudent  small  things  dare 
tobel 

But  not  only  has  the  number  of  the  ofEces 
and  the  required  miles  of  wire  increased  so 
wonderfully,  improvements  have  been  made 
in  the  instruments,  many  of  which  are  now 
duplex,  and  even  quadruples.  Also  a  system 
of  intercommunication  between  private  wire 
renters  has  been  established.  A  few  years 
ago  this  plan  was  first  tried  at  Newcastie-on- 
Tyne,  Middlesbro',  and  Stockton,  and  is 
now  extended  to  Glasgow,  Bradford,  Swan- 
sea,  and  some  other  towns. 

The  convenience  is  found  to  be  immense. 
The  wires  radiate  from  a  head  post-ofRce  to 
the  offices  and  warehouses  of  the  renters, 
and  can  be  connected  with  each  other,  so 
that  any  one  renter  may  hold  direct  commu- 
nication by  wire  with  any  other  renter  he 
pleases  to  name.  There  seems  every  reason 
to  believe  private  telegraphic  communication 
will  become  in  England  as  usual  a  conve- 
nience as  telephonic  communicatiOTi  is  now 
in  American  cities,  and  we  may  hope  some 
day  to  be  able,  when  friends  drop  in  unex- 
pectedly near  dinner-time,  to  run,  as  our 
cousins  across  the  water  do,  into  another 
room  and  say,  "  Put  me  in  connection  with 
the  fishmonger,"  and  then,  "  Please  send  up 
some  soles  directly,"  and  see,  in  five  minutes 
or  so,  the  boy  with  the  fish  at  the  door.  What 
cross  looks  and  domestic  jus  such  an  ar- 
rangement will  save ! 

But  then  more  telegraphists  than  even  the 
5,6  Ti  employed  last  year  (of  whom,  we  are 
giad  to  say,  1,556  are  women)  will  be  needed, 
and  more  messengers  also,  though  these 
number  4,648 ! 

Speaking  of  "messengers"  brings  our 
brigade  boys  again  to  the  fore  ;  but  we  have 
not  to  do  with  the  army  of  lads  scattered 
over  the  whole  of  England,  but,  as  with  our 
other  boy  employments,  are  to  confine  our- 
selves to  IjOndon,  and  to  the  heart  of  London 
—the  City.  And  so,  if  you  please,  we  ask 
3^u  to  come  with  us  out  of  the  jostling  crowd 
of  St.  Paul's  Churchyard,  to  the  quieter 
regions  of  St.  Martin 's-le-Grand.  We  find 
two  large  classes  of  boys  are  employed  here 
—the  boy  letter-sorters  and  the  telegraphic 
messenger  lads;  together  they  number  no 
fewer  than  423  of  the  farightest,  quietest 
young  fellows  to  be  met  with  even  in  the 
great  City.  And  from  these  two  divisions  the 
letter-carriers  are  selected. 

The  lads  employed  at  St.  Martin's-le- 
Grand  do  not  come  from  the  miserable  and 
neglected  ranks  which  supply  the  members 
of  the  street-cleaners  and  shoe-black  brigades. 


Their  parents  must  be  respectable  persons, 
and  are  usually  tradesmen,  as  butchers,  fish- 
mongers, bakers,  and  small  shopmen ;  some 
are  under-clerks,  others  warehousemen,  and 

It  is  a  very  fortunate  circumstance  for 
these  boys,  and  a^so  for  their  parents,  that 
so  excellent  an  employment  is  open  to  them 
just  when  the  cost  of  their  support  begins 
otherwise  to  press  heavily  on  the  family- 
funds. 

The  boy  telegraph  messengers  arc  ad- 
mitted to  their  situations  at  an  earlier  age 
than  the  boy  sorters,  and  we  will  therefore 
take  them  first. 

No  boy  must  be  younger  than  fourteen,  or 
older  than  fifteen,  when  he  enters.  Any  boy 
may  present  himself  at  the  General  Post- 
office  as  a  candidate ;  there  he  is  required 
to  fill  up  a  form,  which  asks  questions  re- 
specting his  age,  parents,  the  schools  he  has 
attended,  &c.  He  must  also  bring  certifi- 
cates of  good  health  and  character.  Sup- 
posing the  boy  is  appointed,  he  earns  from 
7s.  to  8s.  a  week  for  Uie  fiist  year,  and  then, 
as  a  kind  of  promotion,  he  is  paid  a  half- 
penny per  mess^e,  and  in  this  way  earns 
from  9s.  4d.  to  i3S.  9d.  a  week.  Besides 
the  money  pa.yment,  they  have  their  uniform 
provided,  which  consists  of  two  pairs  of 
trousers,  a  tunic,  and  a  cap ;  also  they  are 
allowed  three  pairs  of  new  boots  in  the 
course  of  the  year,  but,  we  were  told  most 
seriously,  "they  had  to  mend  them  them- 
selves." 

One  hundred  and  ninety-two  boy  messen- 
gers are  attached  to  St.  Mardn' s-le-Grand,  and 
they  are  divided  into  two  sets,  so  taking  it  in 
turns  to  come  early  or  go  late,  for  the  hours 
are  from  eight  in  the  morning  to  four  in  the 
afternoon,  and  from  eleven  in  the  morning  to 
eight  in  the  evening.  At  sixteen  years  of 
age  the  boys  are  obliged  to  leave  this  depart- 
ment, and  then  if  their  conduct  has  been 
good  and  they  arc  recommended  for  further 
employment,  they  may  hope  to  become  boy 
sorters  or  indoor  telegraph  messengers, 
which  is  a  very  desirable  promotion,  for  these 
begin  with  12s.  weekly,  the  pay  gradually 
increasing  to  i8s. ;  and  at  seventeen  years  of 
age,  if  still  proving  themselves  worthy,  they 
will  have  the  preference  over  any  other 
candidates  for  the  situations  of  junior  letter- 
carriers,  or  junior  sorters  of  the  circulation 
depart  ment. 

The  junior  letter-carriers  begin  with  i8s. 

and  can  rise  to  30s.  a  week,  but  the  glories 

which  stretch  in  the  future  before  the  junior 

sorters    are  most    fiagedy  coveted   tnr   our 
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telegraph  boys,  for  these  favoured  individuals 
begin  with  £,\,  which  increases  at  the  rate  of 
13.  a  week  annually  to  25s.,  and  there  is  a 
further  prospect  of  rising  to  45s. 

To  become  a  boy  sorter  a  lad  has  to 
undergo  an  examination  in  writing,  in  read- 
ing the  addresses  of  tetters,  and  in  addition 
sums.  He  then  has  to  be  measured,  and  if 
he  reaches  the  noble  height  of  5  feet  z  inches, 
and,  aAer  being  duly  thumped,  is  decl:ired 
sound  in  wind  and  limb,  he  is  appointed. 
Two  hundred  and  thirty  lads  are  thus  em- 
ployed, making  the  total  number  of  boys 
connected  with  the  General  Post-office 
413.  This  seems  a  very  large  number, 
but  to  get  some  idea  of  the  scale  upon 
which  the  work  of  the  General  Post-office 
is  carried  on,  it  is  necessary  to  procure 
an  order  and  make  a  personal  visit  to  the 
building.  To  see  the  1,357  telegraphists, 
to  learn  that  11,170,093  messages  passed 
through  their  instruments  last  year,  does  not 
impress  one  so  forcibly  as  the  silent  witness 
in  the  corridors  underground.  There  in  the 
dim  gas-light  we  look  amazed  at  the  long 
rows  of  bookcases  which  line  the  walls ;  these, 
divided  into  innumerable  pigeon-holes,  are 
tightly  crammed  with  packets  of  telegrams, 
waiting  until  at  the  end  of  three  months  they 
are  cleared  out  and  pulped. 

The  machines  for  reducing  these  telegrams 
and  reproducing  them  as  paper  are  continu- 
ally at  work,  and  close  to  this  place  is  a  large 
engine-room.  We  were  introduced  to  it  by  a 
very  intelligent  engine-driver,  who  evidently 
felt  a  personal  pride  in  the  migh^  cranks 
gleaming  like  silver,  and  the  beautiful  flying 
wheels — every  inch  of  the  machinery  Tvas 
sparklingly  bright.  He  took  from  the  wall 
against  which  it  was  hai^ng  a  felt  cose ;  it 
was  round  and  about  three  inches  in  diameter, 
one  end  was  closed  by  a  piece  of  elastic,  the 
other  had  a  handle  of  felt  across  it.  "  VVbat 
is  the  use  of  this?" 

"  To  hold  the  telegrams;  they  are  rolled  up 
and  put  in  these  cases,  a  lot  at  once,  and  then 
we  put  them  in  the  pneumatic  tubes  and  they 
are  blown  to  the  House  of  Lords,  say,  or 
other  public  buildings." 

"  How  &r  are  the  Houses  of  Parliament 
from  here  ?  " 

"  Two  and  a  quarter  miles,  and  we  send  a 
case  in  three  and  a  half  minutes." 

"  But  surely  these  two  great  engines  are 
not  kept  constantly  at  work." 

"  No ;  but  each  engine  is  double,  has  two 
pumps  and  two  sets  of  tubes,  so  we  can 
reverse  the  action,  and  the  same  engine  can 
be  made  both  to  blow  the  case  and  to  draw 


it  back  again  ;  the  usual  pressure  is  two  inches 
to  the  pound,  the  steam  pressure  is  50=160," 

As  we  leave  the  underground  regions  we 
see  boys  at  work  in  the  dim  light  sorting 
telegrams,  others  are  sitting  in  a  dining-room 
furnished  with  deskrtike  tables,  laughing  and 
eating,  and  then  we  meet  the  London  City 
Missionary,  who  has  kindly  given  us  an 
appointment,  and  are  taken  by  liira  into  a 
very  light  and  bare  waiting  -  room.  The 
Missionary's  hair  is  turning  grey,  and  he  is  a 
bright  Uttie  man  of  perhaps  fifty  years  of  a^e. 
In  a  business-like  way  he  hands  us  a  chair, 
and  then  inquires  in  a  brisk  voice — 

"What  do  you  want  to  know?"  He  is  the 
Missionary  to  the  boys,  and  shall  be  glad  to 
give  any  information  required. 

Then  again  unfolds  before  us  the  old,  old 
story  of  the  Divine  Love  which  salts  the 
earth — penetrating  and  preserving.  Think 
what  evil  might  be  generated  amidst  nearly 
500  rough,  noisy,  and  excitable  lads,  in  whose 
employment  frequent  pauses  of  leisure  and 
idleness  must  necessarily  come,  whose 
evenings  are  mostly  their  own,  and  five  of 
whose  Sundays  out  of  every  six  arc  free  days. 
Yet  here  Christian  thoughtful ness  atid  love 
step  in,and  the  evil  is  turned  to  good,  and  the 
high  spirits  and  restless  activity  natural  to 
their  age  are  turned  into  useful  channels. 

Mr.  Pursell  made  his  first  attempt  at  the 
Young  Men's  Assodation  in  Aldersgate  Street. 
He  began  his  little  meeting,  half  Bible-class, 
half  prayer-meeting,  with  six,  but  in  half  a 
year  100  members  had  joined.  He  has 
several  of  these  meetings,  and  the  Post-office 
officials,  who  at  first  looked  coldly  on  the 
movement,  now  encourage  it.  At  the  General 
Post-office  the  missionary  work  is  absolutely 
unhindered  by  official  restrictions. 

The  boys'  meetings  are  admirably  arranged 
on  the  only  system  which  can  liave  hope  of 
real  success,  that  of  co-opeiation.  So  soon 
as  a  few  boys  join  these  Bible  readings  one 
of  their  number  is  chosen  as  secretary,  and 
keeps  an  attendance  book.  If  members  be- 
come lax  and  do  not  come,  he  seeks  them 
up  and  enters  the  reason  of  absence  against 
their  names ;  then  each  prii-ate  member  tells 
other  lads,  trying  to  induce  his  companions 
to  come. 

"  Last  Thursday,"  said  the  Missionary,show- 
ing  me  one  of  these  books,  "you  see  33 
came  to  this  meeting  ;  10  were  strangers 
and  left  afler  the  reading ;  out  of  the  rest 
1  stayed  to  the  prayer-meeting;  of  the  33 
7  are  teetotalers.  On  last  Sunday  i9wereat 
the  Sunday-school,  and  8  were  at  public 
worship.  Look,  here  is  another  meeting  book; 
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II  lads  were  present ;  9  last  Sunday  were  at 
the  Sunday-school,  and  10  were  at  church  or 
chapel ;  6  are  teetotalers,  and  9  remained  to 
the  prayer-meeting." 

Id  this  manner  the  Missionary  visits  weekly 
Moorgate  Buildings,  has  two  meetings  in 
the  new  buildings  and  one  in  the  old  at  the 
General  Post-office,  and  not  so  frequently 
ComhiU,  Temple  Bar,  and  Mark  Lane ;  and 
at  each  office  is  a  welcome  visitor. 

All  the  boys  off  duty  have  been  invited 
.and  the  time  of  meeting  told  to  them  by  their 
comrades.  They  go  "just  to  see  what  it  is 
like,"  and  find  they  enjoy  it,  for  the  meetings 
are  very  short.  Very  earnestly  and  simply 
the  Missionary  speaks.  The  boys  are  young, 
their  hearts  are  tender,  sin  has  not  yet 
hardened  them,  and  they  listen  with  interest 
Ey-and-by  they  begin  to  come  regularly  and 
are  influenced  for  life.  Their  faces  brighten 
as  Mr.  Fursell  passes,  and  their  cheery 
l^eetings  show  be  is  a  stranger  to  none; 
mdeed,  all  the  lads,  we  think,  look  on  him, 
not  with  the  senseless  dread  of  a  "  parson  and 
preaching,"  but  as  belonging  to  them,  and 
being  a  sort  of  good  genius  of  the  office. 

The  Postmaster  of  the  E.G.  district  and 
some  of  the  head  subordinates  have  opened 
for  the  lads  an  excellent  and  suitable  library, 
and  they  are  freely  supplied  with  the  Boy^ 
Own  Paper.  Loose  and  low  papers  have 
gradually  disappeared,  the  whole  tone  of  the 
lads  is  rused,  and  though  only  some  have 
openly  joined  themselves  to  the  Bible 
cksses  and  meetings,  ail  have  been  greatly 
improved  in  respectability  and  moral  conduct. 

In  winter  the  boys  sometimes  have  the 
treat  of  a  tea-meeting,  which  they  always 
show  they  understand ;  plum-cake  is  a  reason 
easy  of  digestion  by  young  folks ;  and  in  the 
month  of  August  that  most  popular  institu- 
tion, an  annual  excursion,  is  held.  Their 
generous  and  kindly  friend  the  Postmaster, 
and  some  other  gentlemen  in  the  General 
Post-office,  last  year  presented  prizes  for 
good  conduct  and  diligence  to  the  best  boys, 
and  Mrs.  Brand,  of  fialham,  invited  200  boys 
to  visit  her  grounds,  and  their  happy  faces, 
when  they  returned  home  that  evening, 
spoke  more  loudly  than  the  cheers  they  gave 
by  way  of  thanks  at  parting. 

When  Mr.  Pursell  began  his  post-office 
work  he  was  not  regarded  as  he  now  is,  and 
he  can  tell  some  strange  stories  of  the  recep- 
tions he  met  with  in  these  early  days.  One 
morning  at  three  o'clock,  with  a  parcel  of 
papers  under  his  arm,  the  early  postmen 
found  him  waiting  for  them  in  the  gloom  of 
the  foggy  mistiness,  and  he  was  assailed  with — 


"  Who  are  you  ?" 

"  I'm  a  man," 

"  What's  your  name?" 

"  What  odds  is  that  to  you?" 

"Who  is  this  fellow?  Oh,  he's  out  of 
Colney  Hatch!" 

"  I've  come  on  business," 

"What  do  you  mean?  What  are  your 
orders?" 

"  In  the  morning  sow  thy  seed."  And  so  he 
got  a  hearing. 

So  the  first  steps  were  taken,  difficult  and 
self-denying,  but  worth  taking,  for  bright 
lives  have  been  won  for  Christ,  good  soldiers 
have  been  enlisted  in  the  great  army  by  this 
earnest  recruiting  sergeant. 

A  telegraph  messenger  boy  who  nine  years 
ago  first  began  to  be  interested  in  the  Bible 
meetings  is  now  a  letter-carrier  ;  and  Mr,  Par- 
sell  says,  "  When  I  am  at  the  office  he  tries  to 
get  near  me,  and  every  minute  he  can  spare — 
for  he  is  now  so  trusted  that  he  has  the  charge 
of  a  duty — he  will  either  ask  me  some  im- 
portant question  or  drink  in  my  words.  He 
said  to  me  once  with  great  feeling,  '  I  am 
trusting  alone  in  Jesus,  and  I  long  to  love 
Him  more,  and  follow  Him  closely.'  Another 
time  he  said, '  I  am  delighted  to  meet  you, 
for  I  always  feel  happier  after  listening  to 
you,  sir.     I  am  happy  in  Jesus.' " 

The  Missionary  drops  in,  in  a  free-and-easy 
kind  of  way,  into  the  room  where  the  tele- 
graph boys  are  waiting,  he  opens  his  Bible, 
reads  a  few  verses,  gives  a  little  Scripture 
lesson,  and  then  a  discussion  begins — he 
asking  the  lads  questions,  or  they  asking  him. 
Some  good  is  always  done  in  this  way,  for  the 
very  fact  of  discussing  a  subject  shows  an 
interest  in  it. 

With  a  touching  little  history,  told  to  us  by 
the  admirable  Missionary,  of  how  one  of  his 
telegraph  messenger  boys  was  lost  from  the 
faith,  and  then  resought  and  recovered  by 
the  Good  Shepherd,  who  is  our  Light  as 
well  as  our  Salvation,  we  close  this  paper. 

"  In  the  month  of  March,  1880, 1  received 
a  postcard  from  Mr.  Sturdie,  a  gentleman 
of  position  in  the  Post-oEce  Savings  Bank, 
to  this  effect : — '  Will  you  kindly  visit  a 
young  man  named  J.  McLea,  who  is  dying 
of  consumption.      He    is  hving   with    his 

mother,  at  ,  Netting  Hill     You  will 

please  be  careful  how  you  introduce  your- 
self, as  he  is  sceptical,  and  has  always 
avoided  me  and  rejected  my  invitations  to 
various  meetings  held  for  the  good  of  the 
employes  of  this  department.  May  be  he 
will  not  see  you  at  all.' 

"  Of  course  I  took  the  train  and  went  in 
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faith  expecting  to  see  hira.  As  I  was  on  my 
way  I  thought  to  myself,  there  can  be  no 
need  for  the  caution  of  Mi.  Sturdie,  as  I  am 
always  cautious  in  doing  my  Master's  work. 
If  I  go  to  see  a  costermonger  in  his  one 
room  I  remember  that  room  is  his  casiie. 

"  Well,  I  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  respect- 
able house,  and  a  woman  about  thirty  years 
of  age,  neat  in  her  appearance,  and  more 
neat  in  her  manners,  opened  it.  I  should 
have  thought  her  too  like  a  lady  to  be  the 
sister  of  one  of  our  boys,  but  I  found  she 
was  so.  She  was  a  lady's  maid,  and  had 
got  leave  to  come  home  to  nurse  her  young 
brother.  I  said,  '  My  name  is  Fursell, 
I  am  missionary  to  the  boys  in  the  Post- 
ofhce.  I  heard  of  your  brother's  illness, 
and  thought  I  should  like  to  say  a  word 
of  comfort  and  encouragement  to  .him, 
and  I  have  come  over  for  that  purpose.' 
She  said,  '  I  am  sure  he  wilt  be  glad  to  see 
you,  for  there  is  a  great  change  in  him  during 
the  past  few  days.' 

"  By  this  time  we  were  in  the  room,  and 
there  the  dear  lad  was  looking  very  ill.    I  said, 

" '  Well,  McLea,  do  you  know  me  ? ' 

" '  Oh,  yes,  I  have  often  seen  you  talking 
to  the  boys.' 

" '  Oh,  then  you  know  my  business.  Well, 
let  me  tell  ygu,  some  of  these  boys,  young  as 
ihey  are,  have  been  brought  to  love  and  serve 
their  Saviour,' 

"  His  sister  here  interrupted  by  saying, 
'Yes,  sir!  And  I  am  go  thanliful  to  tell 
you  my  dear  brother,  a  week  to-day,  gave  his 
heart  to  God.  I  did  so  seven  years  ago,  and 
have  prayed  for  him  every  day  since.  My 
prayer  is  answered  and  he  is  happy.' 

"  '  Oh,  then  we  are  one  in  the  Lord  Jesus. 
Now  I  will  tell  you  how  I  came  here,'  and  I 
told  them  about  the  postcard. 

"'Ahl '  said  McLea,  'that  isthe  only  thing 
that  troubles  me  since  God  pardoned  my 
sins — my  conduct  towards  Mr.  Sturdie.  I 
would  have  written  to  him  to  ask  his  forgive- 
ness for  my  conduct,  but  was  afiaid  he 
would  think  it  a  liberty.' 

"'Well,  he  not  only  sent  me,  but  he  has 
promised  me  to  come  and  see  you  to-mor- 
row, if  you  wish  him.' 

"This  seemed  to  break  his  heart!  God 
had  forgiven  him,  and  now  Mr.  Sturdie  was 
coming  to  say  how  much  be  still  loved  him 
for  Jesus'  sake.  McLea  silently  wept.  I 
said — 

" '  Well,  now,  my  dear  boy,  if  you  are 
not  too  tired,  tell  me  how  you  came  to  have 
such  a  dislike  to  God  Almighty  and  hatred  to 
His  people.    Did  you  attend  inhdel  lectures  ? ' 


" '  No,  sir,  I  never  attended  one  in  my 
life.' 

" '  Did  you  read  infidel  books  ? ' 

" '  No,  sir,  never.' 

"  '  It  is  very  strange,'  I  remarked, 

"  '  Yes,'  he  replied  ;  '  as  soon  as  I  have 
strength  I  will  teil  you.  Horse-racing  was 
the  thing  that  engaged  the  whole  of  my 
thoughts,  and  I  always  carried  a  sporting 
paper  in  my  pocket.  This  was  what  kept 
me  from  God  and  good  people.  I  knew 
the  sporting  paper  and  the  Bible  would  not 
go  together.' 

" '  I  thought  with  regard  to  betting  that  it 
only  belonged  to  men  who  had  money. 
Where  could  you,  out  of  33s.  or  253.  a  week, 
get  money  to  bet  with?' 

"  Here  he  explained  to  me  how  a  young 
man  with  a  few  shillings  could  get  absorbed 
in  the  business  as  fully  as  a  man  with  thou- 
sands of  pounds. 

"' Sometimes,'  he  said,  '  I  used  to  make  a   . 
little,  but  mote  often  lost  a  little.' 

"  So  we  prayed  that  he  might  have  grace 
and  strength  to  run  this  new  and  heavenly 
race,  and  in  the  end  to  take  the  prize.  I 
told  McLea  it  would  not  be  a  long  race  for 
him,  but  the  prize  was  paid  for,  and  was  sure. 
I  continued  to  visit  my  young  friend  every 
week  for  the  five  or  six  weeks  he  lived  on, 
and  on  each  occasion  I  found  something 
new  and  cheering. 

"  One  day  I  said,  '  Have  you  any  wish  to 
get  better  ? ' 

"  'Yes,'  he  said, '  only  that  I  may  tell  the 
young  fellows  at  the  office  what  God  in  His 
mercy  has  done  for  me.' 

"  At  another  time  he  said — 

" '  That  dear  little  book  you  gave  me  the 
other  day  is  so  sweet,  I  can't  tell  you  how  I 
love  it '  (' A  String  of  Pearls,  by  an  Invalid 
Lady ' — texts  of  Scripture).  '  Some  of  these 
texts,  you  see,  I  have  marked  for  mother. 
If  you  will  allow  me  I  will  write  mother's 
name  in  it,  and  leave  it  to  her  when  I  die.' 

"  The  end  came  slowly  on  ;  the  hip  bones 
pierced  through  the  skin,  and  his  sufferings 
became  very  great.  Two  days  before  he 
died  I  said  to  him — 

" '  What  do  you  now  think  of  the  words  in 
an  old  hymn  that  used  to  be  sung  when  I  was 
aboy— 

'  Labour  i>  lOt  and  pain  ii  met . 
If  Thoa,  mj'  God.  «rt  ben  ?  "V' 

" '  Oh,'  he  replied,  '  that  is  what  I  just 
feel.' 

"  I  was  not  surprised  to  receive  a  letter 
from  his  good  sister  to  say  he  passed  away  in 
happiness  and  peace." 
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GLADNESS. 

**  liflii  a  um  for  the  rifhtcaai,  and  ttadBSa  bi  (bs  apdcht  in  heait.' 

'X'HE  voice  of  gladness  and  the  breath  of  song 
■'■     Wait  on  the  threshold  of  the  dawning  lair. 
All  inspirations  that  to  noon  belong 
Are  set  to  music  there. 

Day  after  day  the  earth  is  robed  again 
In  the  rich  garments  at  Creation  worn, 

And  morning  stars  still  sing  together,  when 
A  summer  day  is  bom. 

Unmoumed  the  night  falls  from  the  growing  day. 
As  the  brown  silken  sheaths  that  safely  hold 

The  beechen  buds  in  winter,  fall  away 
When  the  young  leaves  unfold. 

The  birds  that  sing  among  the  branches  blend 
No  undertones  of  sorrow  in  the  lays 

Which,  at  the  stm's  appearing,  still  ascend 
Tonrard  the  gales  of  praise. 

Rejoicing  in  their  youth  and  in  the  dawn, 
The  rustling  leaves  forget  their  midnight  sighs. 

And  flowers  awake,  by  happy  Impulse  drawn, 
To  watch  the  eastern  skies. 

The  flashing  waters,  by  one  influence  stirred, 
■   With  songs  of  triumph  leave  the  hush  d  night ; 
That  which  in  pain  and  darkness  they  had  heard 
Glad  speaking  in  the  light  I 

Earth  puts  her  sorrows  and  her  cares  away, 
A  nameless  charm  is  over  all  things  cast, 

Like  the  pink  flush  on  aspen  leaves  in  May, 
When  summer  dawns  at  last. 

So  grows  the  brighter  radiance  from  above, 
When  the  long  shadows  of  the  soul  depart; 

So  breaks  the  sunrise  of  eternal  love. 
Across  the  human  heart ; 

A  new-born  gladness  which  all  life  assumes, 
A  voice  of  music  o'er  the  daisied  sod, 

A  likeness  of  the  glory  that  illumes 
The  temple  of  our  God. 

MARY  ROWLES. 
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THE  EALING  COLLEGE  AND  ORAL  TEACHING  OF  THE 
DEAF  AND  DUMB. 


Bv  ELIZABETH  HART. 


"PEW  amongst  us  understand  what  abso- 
■^  lute  silence  means.  Few  can  appre- 
ciate the  misery  of  being  surrounded,  walled 
in,  by  utter  stillness.  No  matter  how  lonely 
from  all  human  companionship  our  lot  may 
be,  no  matter  in  how  sequestered  a  spot  we 
dwell,  earth's  many  voices  reach  us,  and, 
though  perhaps  for  the  most  part  unregarded, 
add  a  charm  and  sweetness  to  our  lives 
which  we  should  bitterly  miss  were  they 
withdrawn  from  us. 

We  are  informed  that  the  system  ofabsolute 
silence  and  of  separation  practised  at  one  time 
in  the  prisons  of  New  York  State,  became, 
not,  as  it  was  hoped,  a  reformatory  power, 
but  a  torturing:  punishment  on  the  criminals 
condemned  to  suffer  under  it.  Reformed 
minds  were  not  the  result,  but  either  idiotcy 
or  raving  madness.  The  thick  prison  walls 
cut  them  off,  not  only  from  all  communi- 
cation with  their  fellow-creatures,  but  from 
reason  itself  I  We  cry  out  in  horror  at  such 
a  punishment  being  inSicted  ibr  any  crime, 
and  the  proved  inhumanity  of  the  system  has 
been  its  doom. 

Yet,  to  some  extent,  the  case  of  those  per- 
sons who,  unhappily,  are  bom  deaf  and  dumb 
(as  we  say)  is  like  that  of  these  prisoners. 
Living,  feeling  souls,  surrounded  by  invisible 
walls,  abiding  always  in  absolute  silence, 
look  out  from  the  eyes  of  the  deaf,  and 
gazing  on  a  world  of  speech  and  music, 
never  catch  the  faintest  echo  of  that  which 
they  see.  Yet,  as  a  rule,  persons  who  have 
thought  little  on  the  painfully  exceptional 
position  of  such  lives,  show  them  no  sym- 
pathy, feel  indeed  a  prejudice  against  tliem; 
regarding  ihem  {too  often  with  truth),  as  in- 
quisitive, sly,  sullen,  and  revengeful ;  and  thus 
add  to  silence  the  evils  of  practical  isolation. 
We  well  remember  one  such  mute,  who,  if 
her  mother,  a  poor  woman,  refused  any 
request  she  made,  would  run  out,  child  as 
she  was,  and  returning  with  a  heavy  stone, 
would  stand  before  the  tall,  eight-day  clock 
— the  best  piece  of  furniture  in  the  house — 
and,  by  gestures,  make  her  mother  under- 
stand that  she  would  then  and  there  smash 
its  face,  unless  what  was  asked  for  was 
given  her.  And  she  would  certainly  have 
kept  her  threat.  That  girl  grew  up  as  her 
childhood  promised,  and  was  a  misery  and 
burden  to  herself  and  her  home. 

One  of  the  kindest  friends  the  deaf  and 


dumb  in  this  country  have  ever  know:;,  Mr. 
Ackers,  Hon.  Sec  of  the  Association  for 
Teaching  the  Dumb  to  Speak,  says,  "Not 
only  is  there  the  loss,  through  want  of  edu- 
cation, of  many  who  might  have  been  made 
useful  members  of  the  community,  but  the 
uneducated  deaf  mute  is  often  very  dangerous 
to  society,  more  resembling  an  animal  than 
a  human  being,  having — unlike  the  blind — 
all  his  faculties  for  mischief  in  full  force,  but 
his  sense  of  moral  obligation  unawakened 
and  his  passions  unrestrained.  You  can 
picture  to  yourselves,  then,  the  horrible  con- 
dition of  the  wholly  uneducated,  of  whom, 
alas !  there  are,  I  believe,  vast  numbers  in 
this  land."  May  we  not  add? — especially 
of  those  who  unfortunately  tack  that  sym- 
pathetic patient  friendship  which  their  un- 
happy lot  so  deeply  needs. 

In  the  United  Kingdom  (not  to  speak  of 
the  wide  world),  we  learn  from  the  Census 
that  in  1871  there  were  in  our  midst  19,237 
such  persons,  or  i  in  every  1,644.  In  the 
Census  of  i86r  the  proportion  was  greater, 
standing  at  1  in  1,432.  When  the  Census 
of  i88r  is  published  we  shall  see  if  the  pro- 
portion has  again  decreased,  though  this  is 
doubted.  Still  we  must  hope  it  may  have 
done  so,  for  this  difference  is  no  doubt  owing 
to  increased  medical  skill  and  to  improved 
nursing. 

Many  diseases  leave  deafness  behind  them 
— notably  scarlet  fever.  When  a  child  seems 
to  have  not  only  "  turned  the  comer," 
but  is  apparently  nearly  well,  then  is  the 
very  time  when  care,  instead  of  being 
lessened,  should  be  doubled :  a  cold  caught 
at  this  stage  may,  and  very  often  does, 
leave  a  bright  boy  or  girl  in  the  very  prime 
of  youthful  beauty,  the  delight  of  parents  and 
the  pride  of  teachers,  struck  deaf,  often  stone- 
deaf,  and  then  what  we  call  dumbness  follows 
in  the  footsteps  of  this  awful  visitation. 

Then  there  are  other  causes  for  this  mis- 
fortune—^^W/r,  for  instance,  and  frights.  In 
both  these  cases  it  is  hard  to  account  for 
deafness,  when  apparently  no  injury  has  been 
sustained  by  either  the  ear  or  the  head ;  but 
the  fact  of  the  deafness  remains,  even  though 
the  highest  authorities  can  give  no  reason 
why  such  should  be  the  case. 

Blows,  and  their  consequences,  are  more 
easily  understood.  A  blow  on  the  head 
often  produces  total  deafness.     Teachers, 
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parents,  and  bigger  boys  shonrd  remember 
this ;  "  only  a  box  on  the  ear  "  may  mean  s 
life-long  affliction.  If  a  teacher  has  not  suffi- 
cient command  over  liis  temper  to  prevent 
his  passionately  striking  a  child  on  the  head. 
he  has  no  right  to  be  a  teacher  at  all. 

Sudden,  and  therefore  unprepared -for, 
noises,  and  very  loud  sounds  even  when  pre- 
pared for,  are  very  injurious  to  the  meitibrana 
iympani,  and  frequently  in  a  moment  injure 
it  beyond  hope  of  recovery. 

Many  children  thus  become  accidentally 
deaf,  but  others  are  bom  so,  and  these  poor 
ones  never  once  in  all  their  lives  have  heard 
the  sweetness  of  a  mother's  voice,  or  the  happy 
tones  of  a  playmate's  talk.  Life  has  brought 
silence,  and,  worse  still,  separation  to  tbem. 

Some,  indeed,  are  considered  wanting  in 
intellect,  and  are  so  treated,  when,  in  truth, 
their  mental  faculties  are  only  asleep,  and 
are  but  waiting  to  be  roused  into  life.  One 
little  girl  whom  we  have  lately  seen,  now 
with  a  bright  happy  face  and  the  power  of 
speaking,  was  considered  such  a  one  only 
three  years  ago,  and  the  object  of  this  paper 
is  to  show  that  there  is  no  need  for  the  deaf 
to  be  also  dumb,  and  that  it  is  quite  possible 
to  teach  those  bom  deaf  and  dumb  not  only 
to  speak  themselves,  but  to  understand  speech 
addressed  to  them — quite  possible,  if  not  to 
rescue  them  from  "  the  sad  realm  of  silence  " 
where  their  lot  is  cast,  yet  at  least  to  open  all 
the  rest  of  the  world  to  them — to  give  to 
them  work,  companionship,  and  thought,  as 
enjoyed  by  others  who  possess  the  priceless 
sense  of  which  they  are  deprived. 

That  all  this  ain  be  done  we  were  convinced 
in  the  May  of  this  year,  when  we  visited 
Ealing,  and  were  courteously  made  acquainted 
with  the  Training  College  for  teachers  of  the 
deaf  and  dumb  on  the  "  Geiman  "  or  "  pure 
twal"  system  there. 

It  was  a  showery  day,  and  all  the  blos- 
soming orchards  and  green  fields  were  daz- 
zling in  their  beauty.  A  fresh,  bracing  breeze 
met  us  as  we  crossed  the  green  beyond  the 
station,  and,  tuming  to  the  right,  after  a  short 
walk  up  a  country  road,  found  ourselves  in  the 
neat  garden  of  the  college.  A  very  small  col- 
lie; indeed,  in  reality,  only  a  comfortable 
viUa.  Architects,  I  believe,  would  say  that  it 
is  Romanesque  in,  style, — a  combination  of 
the  Byzantine  and  Italian  periods.  It  is  at  all 
events  of  red  brick  and  white  freestone,  and 
what  is  more  to  the  point,  is  bright  and  airy 
and  stands  iri'pleasant  grounds.  Its  design  and 
surroundings  are  private-house  and  home-like. 

Some  friends  of  the  Society  for  the  Train- 
ing of  Teachers  for  the  Deaf  were  assembled 


here  a  year  ago,  when,  in  their  presence, 
the  Principal,  Mr.  Kinsey,  put  the  ques- 
tion to  an  eager  little  pupil,  "What  do  I 
teach  you?"  and  the  child's  reply,  "  You  teach 
me  to  speak,"  tells  in  one  short  sentence  why 
"  The  Society  for  Training  Teachers  of  the 
Deaf,  and  Diffusion  of  the  '  German  * 
System  in  the  United  Kingdom  "  was  formed, 
and  the  college  and  school  were  esublished ; 
where  speech  is  given  to  the  bom  deaf, 
speech  lost  through  deafness  is  restored,  and 
lip  reading,  the  best  substitute  for  hearing,  is 

Before  we  tell  what  we  saw  and  hmrd 
there,  let  us  say  a  passing  word  about  the 
arrangements  of  the  boarding-school,  for 
these  are  naturally  of  the  first  interest  to  any 
anxious,  loving  mother  who  may  wish  to 
place  a  little  one  at  this  school. 

Of  Miss  Hobson,  the  lady  who  is  at  the 
head  of  the  domestic  part  of  the  institution, 
we  will  only  say  what  an  acquaintance,  the 
father  of  one  of  the  youngest  of  the  little 
pupils,  speaking  for  himself  and  his  wife, 
said  to  us  before  we  came  to  the  place, 
"It  is  impossible  to  tell  the  comfort  it  is 
to  have  such  a  lady  in  charge  of  our 
little  darling.  When  we  were  packing  up 
her  things  to  go  away,  it  seemed  like 
getting  ready  for  a  funeral ;  but  all  that 
feeling  went  as  soon  as  we  came  to  know 
Miss  Hobson.  The  child  loves  her  and  goes 
back  from  her  holidays  as  cheerfully  as  if  she 
were  going  to  another  home.  In  that  respect 
and  as  it  seems  to  me,"  he  added,  "jn  every 
respec^  the  college  is  most  fortunate.  No 
institution  could  do  more  to  lighten  one's 
burden  as  the  parent  of  a  deaf  child." 

Miss  Hobson  has  her  bedroom  near  the 
children's  rooms;  also  in  each  one  a  student 
sleeps;  the  rest  oi  the  pupil  teachers  are  ac- 
commodated upon  the  higher  story.  The 
bedrooms  are  bright,  lofty  rooms,  with  cheer- 
ful papers  and  the  sweetest  little  beds.  The 
board  is  very  liberal  and  nice.  The  xa  of 
Ealing  is  so  good  that  Miss  Hobson  tells  us 
the  most  delicate  children  quickly  improve  ; 
and  since  1877,  when  the  house  was  opened, 
she  has  never  had  a  case  of  illness  amongst 
them;  and  from  the  appearance  of  the  pupils 
we  should  have  guessed  that  this  had  been 
the  case. 

Now  we  make  the  young  folks'  acquaint- 
ance. We  enter  the  schoolroom,  which  we  must 
say,  though  lofty  and  light  and  as  aiiy  as  it 
can  be  made,  does  not  seem  to  us  large  and 
airy  enough  for  the  number  of  its  inmates.* 

•  We  are  glad  to  learn  that  new  premiiei  havn  now  been 
entered.    By  ita  inccen  tbe  naderUking  bid  quilc  outciom 
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The  institution  is  to  train  teachers,  but 
"  practice  makes  perfect,"  and  therefore  this 
practi sing-school  is  comprised  in  the  "Col- 
lege." Here  we  found  eleven  little  pupils 
gathered,  eight  of  whom  arc  boarders,  upon 
whom  the  Principal  bestows  infinite  pains, 
and  thus  while  teaching  them  to  speak,  in- 
structs the  ten  students,  whom  we  find 
sitting  in  a  row  with  their  backs  to  the 
wall  m  the  school-xoom,  watching  and  taking 
notes. 

A  number  of  little  desks  were  placed  in 
a  circle,  and  at  these  the  children  sat  with 
copy-books  or  slates  before  them,  their  ages 
varying  from  six  to  ten  years,  intelligent,  con- 
tented little  boys  and  girls,  though  with  a 
something  different  from  other  children  about 
them — a  watchful,  inquiring  look.  They 
were  all  writing  very  well;  the  youngest  pupil 
there,  a  bright  little  girl  of  six  years  of  age, 
was  most  carefully  copying  combinations  of 
two  letters  which  made  sounds,  as  ka-kaki, 
and  so  on.  She  looked  up  at  us,  plainly 
understanding  what  she  was  about. 

Mr.  Kiosey  kindly  proposed  to  show  us 
the  "  German"  mode  of  teaching.  He  seated 
himself  near  a  blackboard,  and  then  looking 
at  four  of  the  children  in  succession,  said — 

"  Come  here." 

Five  little  folk  jumped  up. 

"No,"  he  said,  "not  you;"  and  one  of 
them  resumed  his  seat. 

Placing  the  little  scholars  in  a  row  before 
us,  he  said,  drawing  one  of  the  two  girls 
towards  himself — 

"This  child  is  the  only  one  of  the  four 
bom  with  hearing." 

Placing  his  cheek  against  the  side  of  her 
head,  he  shouted  two  or  three  words  loudly. 

"Did  you  hear  what  I  said?"  he  asked, 
as  she  looked  up  at  him.  She  shook  her 
head. 

"  Speak,"  he  said. 

"  No,"  she  answered. 

Then  he  tried  again,  this  time  only  making 
a  long'drawn,  single  vowel  sound. 

"  Did  you  hear  that?" 

"Yes,"  she  answered. 

"  Now,"  said  the  Principal,  "  that  is  the 
utmost  capacity  of  her  hearing — loud  simple 
vowel  sounds.  This  child  is  nine  years 
old,  and  has  been  with  us  a  year  and  nine 
months — I  speak  of  the  school  year,  bo  you 
must  allow  for  the  holidays ;  and  I  may  say 
you  could  not  have  come  on  a  worse  day 
than  this  for  our  children,  for  they  only 
returned  from  theii  Easter  holidays  yester- 
day, and  however  careful  parents  are  to 
keep  up  their  speech  at  home,  it  is,  as  yet,  a 


lesson  to  them,  and  like  all  other  litde  ones  at 
home,  lessons  get  rather  laid  aside  at  holiday- 

"  This  child,"  said  Mr.  Kinsey,  laying  his- 
hand  on  the  shoulder  of  the  other  girl,  "  was- 
not  only  bom  deaf,  but  was  considered 
imbecile  when  brought  here  three  years  ago ; 
she  is  now  nearly  ten." 

The  two  boys,  of  whom  one  was  nine^ 
and  the  other  seven,  were  both  bom  com-  ' 
pletely  deaf,  and  none  of  the  four  could  pro- 
duce an  articulate  sound  when  they  came  to 
school.  The  younger  of  the  boys  had  been 
at  school  only  one  year,  and  spoke  much 
worse,  and  looked  duller  than  the  other  who 
had  been  longer.  Mr.  Kinsey  assured  us^ 
however,  any  dulness  was  but  in  seeming, 
for,  though  he  had  only  been  one  year 
at  school,  he  had  caught  up  two  little 
girls,  each  of  whom  had  been  three  years 
there.  The  last  of  the  fout  was  a  delightful, 
grey  knickerbocker  boy,  with  curly  light  hair, 
and  a  nervous,  speaking  face.  He  quite  won 
our  heart. 

Now  began  the  talk.  Mr.  Kinsey,  address- 
ing one  of  the  children,  said— 

"  What  are  you  ?  " 

"  I  am  a  girl." 

"  Write  it." 

The  child,  who  once  had  been  thought 
weak  in  intellect,  took  a  piece  of  chalk  and 
wrote  in  a  capital  hand  the  words  she  had 
just  spoken:  for,  under  this  system,  reading 
the  lip-language,  learning  to  speak  and  to 
write,  go  on  all  at  the  same  time. 

"Where  is  the  duster?"  asked  the  teacher. 

Watching  his  lips  and  tongue,  the  younger 
boy,  Teddy,  repeated,  "  Where  is  the 
dustflr?"  (he  seemed  to  have  difficulty  in 
saying  these  letters),  and  then  replied,  "The 
dustor  is  on  the  table," 

Speaking  in  a  low  voice  to  the  little .  girl 
number  one,  who  could  hear  the  vowel 
sound,  Mr.  Kinsey  said — 

"  Fetch  the  Prayer-book."  She  brought  it 

"  Go  to  the  door."    She  went  at  once. 

Then,  recalling  her,  the  book  was  opened, 
and  she  read  the  Lord's  Prayer.  Some 
words,  such  as  "  trespasses  "  and  "  tempta- 
tion," she  could  not  manage,  and  had  to 
repeat  them  after  the  teacher ;  the  rest  she 
read  nicely. 

'■  Clean  the  slate,"  said  the  teacher ;  and 
then  to  the  curly -headed  boy — 

"  Go  to  my  room,  if  you  please ;  look  in 
the  top-hand  drawer,  and  bring  me  the 
measure."  He  was  back  in  a  minute  with  it 
in  his  hand.  Speaking  of  the  boy's  return 
after  the  holidays,  Mr.  Kinsey  said-^-  '("S '  "^ 
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"  Wlien  did  you  come  back  ? " 

"When?"  with  wide-open  eyes. 

"At  what  time?" 

"  I  forget." 

"  Was  it  in  the  morning  ? " 

"  No ;  I  came  yesterday  afternoon." 

"  Where  from  ?  " 

"Where  from?  I  came  from  Birming- 
ham "  (this  word  was  the  only  one  which 
was  indistinct). 

"  How  did  you  come  ?— did  you  fly  ?  " 

"  No,"  with  a  merry  smile  j  "  I  came  by  the 
train." 

"How  long  were  you?"  He  did  not 
know. 

"Five  minutes?" 

"  No,"  with  3  smile. 

"  A  week  ?  " 

"No,"  with  a  shake  of  the  curls. 

"  Fifty  hours  ?  " 

"  No." 

Then  it  appeared  there  had  been  a.  stop- 
page of  an  hour  In  London  which  threw  him 
out  of  his  calculation. 

"Now,"  said  the  Principal,  to  us,  "one  of 
those  young  ladies,  which  you  please,  will 
give  some  dictation." 

The  young  lady  read,  in  a  low  voice,  but 
distinctly  moving  her  lips,  and  one  of  the 
childi'en,  in  a  capital  hand,  wrote  down  as 
he  watched  her  mouth — "A  man  was  one 
day  on  a  steam-boat  pier  waiting,"  &c.  Then, 
in  the  middle  of  the  passage,  we  asked  that 
the  reader  might  be  clianged.  This  was 
done,  but  without  making  the  child  who 
writing  hesitate  at  all:  he  lip-read  as  well 
from  one  as  the  other. 

The  little  girls  now  were  allowed  to  return 
to  tlieir  places,  and  Mr.  Kinsey  called  for- 
ward his  youngest  pupil— a  litde  girt  of  six 
came  forward.  She  is  learning  the  beginning 
of  sounds — for  instance,  p  is  represented  by 
a  motion  of  the  lips,  which  making  a  slight 
puff,  she  watched,  and  in  the  most  solemn 
round  hand  wrote  the  letters  down.  Then 
a  scale  of  sounds  on  the  vowels,  which  she 
imitated  with  her  voice ;  sometimes  she  did 
not  give  the  exact  sharpness  of  sound,  and 
then  Mr.  Kinsey  repeated  it  till  she  caught 
it  correctly. 

Next  we  had  a  lesson,  given  to  Teddy  by 
Bertie  the  knickerbocker  boy,  who  was  seated 
in  the  Principal's  cliair,  and  provided  with 
a  pointer;  an  object-picture  was  hung  over 
the  blackboard  before  him.  Bertie  peeped 
about,  and,  passing  over  the  horses  and  hay- 
stacks, espied  in  the  distance  a  something 
flying  in  the  air. 

"What  is  that?' 


"  That  is  a "  and  Teddy  stuck,  non- 
plussed, and  so  were  we. 

"Acow?" 

"  No,  no  I " 

"  A  bird  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  That  is  a  t/ari.  What  is  that  stork 
doing  ?  " 

"  That  siork  is  flying." 

"  What  is  that  man  doing?" 

"  That  man  is  sitting  on  the  horse."  And 
so  he  was,  for  the  horse  was  pictured  stand- 
ing still. 

So  we  went  through  the  picture.  Every 
now  and  then  Teddy  was  asked  to  write  down 
his  answers,  and  he  always  did  so  correctly ; 
also,  when  we  spoke  to  him,  he  understood  us. 

Those  who  iiave  spent  an  hour  in  a  deaf 
and  dumb  school,  where  the  system  of  in- 
struction is  by  the  ordinary  system  of  signs, 
cannot  imagine  the  aspect  of  a  school  of 
oral  instruction.  Sad  as  is  the  sight  of  little 
deaf  children  under  any  drcumstances  what- 
ever, under  the  old  system  it  is  one  of 
dreary,  almost  unbroken  gloom;  but  here 
it  is  as  if  through  the  mist  the  sun  is  break- 
ing, lights,  doubtless  soft  and  sad,  yet  tights, 
are  struggling  among  the  clouds  with  the 
mild  splendour  of  a  free,  true,  intellectual, 
and  social  life.  This  system  we  have  seen 
only  in  its  beginnings,  but  those  beginnings 
arc  full  of  hope  that  a  better  day  has 
dawned  for  the  sad  children  of  our  silent 
world. 

We  are  told  that  as  time  goes  on  language 
becomes  as  natural  to  these  children  as 
though  they  were  born  with  their  hearing. 
Not  a  sign  between  the  children  and  to 
their  teadiers  passed.  Finger-spelling  is 
not  allowed  at  all.  In  fact,  instead  of  the 
Ijarrier  raised  by  their  natural  infirmity  be- 
tween themselves  and  the  speaking  and 
hearing  world  around  them  being  strengtti- 
ened,  by  a  separating  and  peculiar  educa- 
tion, these  deaf  children  are,  as  far  as  pos- 
sible, made  independent  of  their  affliction, 
and  placed  on  the  same  level  as  those  who 
possess  the  sense  they  do  'not.  This  could 
not  be  so  if  signs,  to  which  the  deaf  naturally 
resort,  were  encouraged — lor  signs  kill  lan- 
guage. The  written  notes  we  see  on  a 
music-score  are  not  music;  they  are  the 
language  of  music;  but  how  utterly  weak  an 
idea  do  they  convey  of  the  thing  itself: 
The  G^-language  excludes  the  deaf  and 
dumb  from  the  society  of  all  who  cannot 
understand  this  language.  But  spoken 
language  opens  the  whole  world  to  them. 
I  Signs  are  like  short-band  notes.    The  short- 
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hand  notes  suggest  to  the  reporter  veiy 
much  more  than  the  bore  transcription  of 
the  letters  would  convey.  Signs  to  a  hearing 
person  n ho  understands  them  suggest  much 
more  than  what  they  express  ;  but  to  the 
deaf  and  dumb  only  just  the  bwe  statement, 
and  no  more. 

Under  the  old  sign  system  the  teacher  is 
compelled  to  descend,  to  stoop  to  the  level 
of  the  child  pupil ;  under  the  "  German " 
his  object  is  to  raise  his  pupils  to  his  own 
level. 

Dr.  Buxton,  who,  as  Principal  of  the  Liver- 
pool Institution,  attained  as  great  results  as 
were  possible  with  the  imperfect  means  of  the 
sign  system,  said  to  us,  putting  his  meaning 
strongly,  "Yes,  but  one  can't  carve  a  leg  of 
mutton  with  a  penknife,  and  if  s  impossible 
to  accomplish  with  the  sign  language  what 
it's  not  capable  of." 

Another  advantage  of  the  pure  oral  over 
the  sign  system  is,  that  while  die  first  teaches  a 
deaf  pupil  lalhink  and  express  himself  in  the 
order  of  the  language  of  his  native  country, 
the  other  teaches  him  to  think  and  ex- 
press himself  in  the  order  of  signs— an  in- 
verted order — e.g.  "  Cart — draw — horse."  It 
also  ignores  particles  and  other  things  neces- 
sary to  ordinary  English.  Thus  some  children 
{themselves  able  to  hear)  of  a.  deaf  and  dumb 
parent  were  sent  to  the  ordinary  day-school 
of  the  place,  and  "  very  soon  a  complaint 
came  to  the  father  from  the  teacher— his 
children  were  so  remarkably  impudent  and 
naughty,  they  would  write  nonsense  on  their 
slates  instead  of  their  exercises.  They  had 
been  punished,  but  continued  to  bring  such 
sentences  as  this,  '  Man — horse — black — on 
riding — was,'  and  if  he  did  not  use  his  autho- 
rity to  stop  this,  the  children  must  be  ex- 
pelled." The  father  at  once  wrote  explaining 
that  they  had  been  in  the  habit  of  communi- 
cating chiefly  with  their  deaf  and  dumb 
mother,  who  employed  signs,  and  this  inverted 
language  was  the  consequence.  If  no  notice 
were  taken,  but  the  children  allowed  to  mix 
freely  with  their  schoolfellows,  he  had  no 
doubt  their  language  would  right  itself;  and 
so  the  evert  proved. 

Another  disadvantage  of  the  sign  system  is 
that  it  is  so  greatly  circumscribed  as  a  mode  of 
intercourse  even  between  the  deaf  and  dumb 
themselves.  The  signs  used  in  different  in- 
stitutions and  schools  vary  so  much  that  fre- 
quently the  pupils  in  one  cannot  fully  under- 
stand what  is  signed  to  them  by  those  taught 
in  another. 

"  No,"  says  Dr.  Buxton ;  "  signs  are  not  a 
language,  though  they  are  sometimes  said  to 


be  one.  They  are  but  a  substitute  for  lan- 
guage, and  a  bad  substitute.  They  are  also 
said  to  be  a  means  to  an  end,  but  are  too 
often  acquiesced  in  and  adopted  as  the  end 
itself.  They  do  not  open  the  door  to  the 
world  of  written  and  spoken  language;  they 
turn  the  key  inside,  and  the  poor  niute  soul 
is  conSned  within  its  own  small  intellectual 
world — for  life."  "I  sec  that  the  deaf  taught 
upon  any  other  system  than  the  '  German ' 
(or  pure  oral)  are  MA  deaf  and  dumb : 
taught  upon  this  system  they  are  iioi  deaf 
and  dumb  (but  deaf  only)." 

Of  course  it  naturally  follows  that  if  chil- 
dren are  to  be  taught  to  speak  and  to  read 
what  others  say  on  their  lips,  the  more  a 
child  mixes  with  speaking  people  the  better 
for  it,  and  the  more  it  is  encouraged  to 
use  its  voice  the  better  it  will  be  able  to 
use  it. 

That  deaf  and  dumb  children  learn  to 
think  in  spoken  language  is  shown  by  their 
talking  in  their  sleep,  and  that  the  use 
of  speech  is  a  real  pleasure  to  them  is 
shown  by  the  fact  that  as  soon  as  a  few 
words  are  mastered  they  run  about  saying 
them  to  every  one.  A  lady  teils  us  of  her 
own  little  girl :  "  Over  and  over  again  one 
has  to  say,  '  Now  you  must  really  not  talk 
any  more,  or  you  will  not  finish  what  you  are 
doing ; '  or, '  I  am  too  busy,  you  really  must 
not  go  on  talking  to  me ; '  and  the  usual 
answer  back  from  the  deaf  child  is, '  By-and- 
by,  when  you  are  ready,  may  I  talk  to  you?' 
As  autumn  evenings  drew  on,  our  own  little 
daughter  has  often  come  to  her  governess 
with  the  request,  '  Please  light  the  candles,  I 
want  you  to  talk  to  me' — and  this  in  her 
playtime."  The  light  was,  of  course,  needed 
to  see  the  governess's  reply. 

Once  let  a  deaf  and  dumb  child  master 
language,  and  all  other  branches  of  know- 
ledge are  within  its  reach.  The  teaching 
of  language  on  the  German  system  is  not 
(and  no  one  pretends  it  is)  an  easy  thing — 
for  it  the  one  thing  specially  required,  ts 
"patience,  patience,  patience."  Years  will 
pass  before  its  perfect  command  is  gained. 

In  England  we  are  only  now  beginning  to 
trywhat"the  pure  ora]"plan  can  do;  yet 
Miss  Hull,  who  has  an  excellent  private  school 
in  Kensington,  where  it  is  successfully  carried 
out,  says  that  the  time  required  for  distinct 
speech,  with  children  over  six  years,  is  not 
more  than  twelve  months  at  the  longest.  At 
a  school  abroad,  the  children,  who  had  not 
been  two  years  there,  were  very  quick  at 
mental  arithmetic — the  sums  were  given  orally, 
not  written ;  and  in  Mr.  Arnold's  school  at 
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Ridien,  pupils  of  the  higher  grades  were  able 
to  converse  with  ease  and  fluency,  using  as 
good  language  as  hearing  people  of  their  age. 
They  were  well  versed  in  geography,  history, 
mathematics,  natural  history,  and  natural 
philosophy.  Those  in  the  high  class  were 
reading  "  Wilhelm  Tell "  (Schiller),  and  render- 
ing each  sentence  into  prose,  to  prove  that 
they  understood  it 

Once  let  the  deaf  mute  master  his  native 
language,  and  he  can  acquire  others.  Cases 
are  known  where  three  foreign  languages 
have  been  learnt.  Besides,  on  leaving  school 
such  scholars  are  able  to  educate  themselves 
by  means  of  lecture -books,  in  the  same  way 
as  hearing  persons  do. 

One  of  the  most  frequently-urged  objec- 
tions to  teaching  deaf  mutes  to  speak  is  that 
their  voices  must  be  harsh  and  unnatural, 
and  there  is  certainly  some  truth  in  this 
objection.  True  it  is  that  their  voices  lack 
musical  vibrations  and  intonations,  and  that 
there  is  a  precision  and  monotony  of  sound 
which  show  they  have  been  taugftt  to  speak. 
It  would  be  unreasonable  to  expect  voices 
which  they  themselves  cannot  hear  to  be  ex- 
ponents of  all  the  fine  shades  of  inner  emo- 
tion. We  can  never  hope  to  make  the  best 
pupil  speak  so  well  or  so  swtetiy  as  a  hearing 
child,  but  we  can  give  them  useful  voices 
which  will  help  them  in  the  battle  of  life, 
and  render  them  for  manifold  practical  pur- 
poses a  hearing  people. 

An  international  congress  on  the  educa- 
tion of  tl\c  deaf  was  held  in  the  September 
of  last  yeai  at  Milan.  The  sittings  lasted 
four  days,  and  there  were  representatives 
present  from  France,  Gennaoy,  Italy,  Ame- 
rica, England,  and  other  countries. 

The  proceedings  began  in  the  hall  of  the 


Instituto  Tecnico.  The  children  being  edu- 
cated in  the  Free  School  there  underwent  a 
public  examination,  the  only  medium  of 
examination  and  of  reply  being  the  voice. 
Deaf  children  were  addressed  just  as  if  they 
were  not  deaf.  Sixty  intelligent  boys  an- 
swered questions  vocally  in  grammar,  deriva- 
tion, geography,  history,  and  religion. 

Dr.  Buxton,*  in  describing  it,  said  that 
thirteen  of  the  old  pupils  were  present,  and 
the  meeting  of  many  of  them  was  most 
affecting.  One  young  man  who  had  been 
taught  by  speecJi,  while  his  elder  brother 
and  sister,  coming  to  the  institution  at  an 
earlier  date,  had  been  taught  on  the  sign 
system,  was  asked  about  their  well-being  and 
his  own.  He  said  he  was  very  happy  aod 
doing  very  well.  Asked  about  his  sister, 
he  said  she  could  work  a  little,  but  she 
could  not  go  anywhere.  She  only  knew* 
few  words — nouns.  "  Every  one,"  he  said, 
"  can  understand  me,  but  no  one  cati  under- 
stand her;"  and  he  burst  into  tears. 

The  congress  closed  with  an  examination 
of  the  girls,  like  that  of  the  boys  held  p^^ 
viously.  The  president,  Abbtf  Tarra,  was 
the  examiner,  and  the  results  were  most 
satisfactory.  Yet  all  this  has  been  done 
during  the  last  dozen  years.  Germany  led 
the  way ;  Italy  followed ;  France  has 
adopted  the  same  method  j  it  has  been  in- 
troduced into  America ;  and  England  is 
struggling  fax  behind  in  the  race.t 

■  Secretary  df  the  Society  foe  TiaiainE  Teaetien  of  Ita 
Duf,  193,  Kegent  Street.  LondoD. 

T  The  Ben  premim  whicb  the  Colleeii  hu  bippSTlm 
obliged  to  eotec  will  it  ancecDit  ilmoit  £i,ao.Msi-m«  uid 
greatly  tothepcnnadeDt  dfimand  on  the  fandi  of  the  Conmijiue- 

■ympathjr  und  iupr>ott.  It  ti  ao  uoipcokable  boon  to  Ox 
countt'y'  Lot  anv  readsr  iriio  knon  parent*  of  a  deif  una 
donib  child  tell  them  of  it:  ud  let  iti  fundi  be  nude  wplt 
for  the  great  CbriitiAa  muk  ttiM  ties  befon  it.— Kd.  S.  M, 
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HAVE  you  ever  been  through  the  wards 
of  a  Hospital,  kind  reader  ?  Probably 
not,  but  possibly  the  wish  to  do  so  ma^  at 
some  time  or  other  have  crossed  your  mind. 
It  has  been  put  aside,  however,  either  at  the 
desire  of  an  anxious  relative,  or  for  fear  of 
contagion,  or  perhaps  from  your  own  natural 
dislike  to  scenes  of  pain  and  suETering.  More 
probably  even  than  this,  you  have  thought 
that  your  yearly  subscription  to  some  such 
institution  quite  obviated  the  necessity  for 
giving  the  subject  anotiier  thought  on  your 


part.  And  yet,  for  two  reasons,  a  Hospital 
is  well  worth  a  visit  from  us  (and  I  need 
hardly  say  that  it  can  be  paid  without  rist 
of  infection).  First,  because  it  shows  us  some 
of  the  suffering  and  woe  by  which  we  are 
surrounded,  but  which  is  so  carefally  tepi 
out  of  our  sight ;  and  secondly,  to  bring  home 
to  us  of  the  West-end  our  luxurious  and 
careless  lives,  and  to  remind  us  that  we  are 
not  sent  into  this  world  to  fritter  amy  ow 
time  and  our  money  on  ourselves  alone-  " 
would  bid   us  remember  that  for  ^  ^ 
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OB^^w^f  Bj-  there  is  some  broken  heart  to  bind, 
some  ouel  wound  to  heal,  01  some  kind  word 
of  sympathy  to  speak  to  one  who  is  waiting 
for  these  things.  And  oh  I  how  patiently 
they  wait :  the  poor,  the  sick  and  the  sorrow- 
stricken  !  It  is  all  the  more  our  dtity  to  find 
them  out  I  ask  you  to-day  to  pay  two  short 
visits  with  me  to  an  excellent  far-away  Hospi- 
tal. It  is  in  the  heart  of  the  East  of  London, 
but  you  will  not  risk  contagion,  no  time  will 
be  "  lost "  in  going  so  far  beyond  the  con- 
fines of  your  daily  haunts,  and  above  all  you 
need  not  put  your  hand  in  yotir  purse. 

The  sun  that  has  been  giving  forth  its 
average  London  brightness  for  yoti  in  the 
Parks,  is  veiled  in  smoke  and  mist  by  the 
time  we  have  reached  Whitechapel  and 
Sfaoiedicch.  What  a  confiised  idea  the 
denizens  of  those  dusky,  dingy  r^ons  must 
have  of  a  brighi  summer^  dly  I  How 
gloomy  are  the  soot-beg;rimcd  houses,  with 
their  smoke-encrusted  windows  I  Still  they 
are  relieved  by  shops,  be  they  ever  so  poor, 
by  the  pawnbroker's  golden  balls  and  the 
surgeon's  bright  red  lamps.  But  nothing 
relieves  the  fearful  monotony  of  the  facade 
belonging  to  the  enormous  building  we  have 
come  to  see  and  have  reached  at  last,  after 
many  a  lock  and  very  close  shave  among 
the  great  waggons  piled  mountains  high  with 
merchandise.  Woe  to  the  wretched  crea- 
tures that  are  brought  to  this  door  for  admit- 
tance !  If  not  totally  unconscious,  they  must 
be  terrified  at  the  prospect  of  what  is  coming 
irithiu  those  walls,  than  which  no  prison  can 
ever  look  more  gloomy,  no  bouse  of  correc- 
tion have  a  more  repelling  exterior.  Once 
inside  the  door,  the  atmosphere  changes. 
Though  ugliness  still  reigns  supreme,  love 
and  kindness  send  a  glow  of  warmth  to  the 
poor  sufferer's  heart.  The  mere  sight  of  the 
matron's  sweet,  bright  face  must  do  them 
good ;  and  once  accepted,  they  are  carefully 
put  into  clean  wholesome  beds  and  the  ward- 
nurse  takes  them  in  charge.  Well  and  kindly 
does  the  nnrsc  perform  her  duty  and  obey  the 
doctor's  orders.  And  what  strikes  us  parti- 
cularly at  this  point  is,  that  our  great  ugly 
hospital  is  such  a  human  one.  Everything 
we  see  shows  us  that  the  patient  is  the  first 
consideration,  then  the  rule.  Would  the 
same  could  be  s^d  of  many  a  brighter  place, 
wiierc  beauty  is  much  studied,  but  where 
the  play  of  human  sympathy  is  exchanged  for 
red-tapism  and  rule,  at  the  expense  of  the 
patient's  momentary  needs,* 

And  now,  my  companion  in  this  visit,  I 


hear  you  exclaim,  as  you  sit  by  the  fire  in 
your  comfortable  easy-chair,  or  perchance  at 
the  open  window,  looking  into  that  beauti- 
fully kept  garden  of  yours, "  Rubbish  1  Clean 
beds,  doctor's  orders  attended  to,  and  a 
nurse,  what  in  reason  do  the  people  wish  for 
besides?"  Many  things,  my  friend.  As 
you  pass  on  with  me  through  those  long 
dreary  wards — so  long  that  they  look  low 
and  narrow  by  comparison,  though  they 
have  the  necessary  cubic  feet  of  air  abso- 
lutely required  by  the  ten  or  sixteen  beds,  as 
the  case  may  be — you  will  allow  that  it  is 
almost  enough  to  turn  the  brain  of  many  a 
sufferer  on  either  side,  weakened  by  pain 
and  fever,  to  lie  and  gaze  at  those  hideous 
bare  walls  for  days  and  weeks  together,  with- 
out even  the  relief  of  a  picture  or  a  flower. 
They  have  an  occasional  change  around 
thera.  Ahl  yes.  But  it  is  the  change  ol 
one  sick  frame  for  another,  one  haggard, 
hollow-eyed  face  come,  perhaps,  to  die  in 
the  place  of  the  one  who  went  before  !  Are 
you  not  longing  now,  if  not  to  take  them,  at 
least  to  send  them,  a  little  alleviation  of  their 
sad  monotony?  The  hospital  authorities  are 
too  poor  to  do  anything  but  furnish  the  actual 
necessaries  for  the  patients.  But  how 
thankful  committees  and  chaplains  are  for 
pictures  or  illuminated  texts,  the  words  of 
which  will  perhaps  abide  in  the  patients' 
hearts  long  after  they  have  left  the  hospital. 
And  may  we  not  hope  that  those  East- 
London  patients,  who  live  in  the  depths  of 
squalor  and  misery,  will  remember  the  Chris- 
tian charily  that  thought  of  brightening  their 
hours  of  pain  and  suffering  ?  May  not  the  re- 
membrance of  it  have  a  softening  effect  upon 
them,  leading  them  perchance  to  try  what  a 
little  more  cleanliness  and  brightness  may  do 
for  their  own  wretched  rooms,  and  thus  help- 
ing to  keep  their  husbands  and  sons  out  of 
the  bright,  alluring  gin  palaces  ?  No  one  can 
tell  how  far  a  very  small  act  of  kindness  will 
reach,  nor  the  effect  of  neglecting  it,  when 
once  its  necessity  has  been  put  before  us. 
The  latter  will  assuredly  react  upon  our- 
selves in  the  future,  both  individually  and 
nationally. 

.  And  now,  kind  reader,  let  us  look  at  the 
same  hospital  one  short  week  later,  and  see 
the  wonderful  change  effected  by  me  loving 
heart.  It  was  owing  to  the  head  physician's 
account  of  the  want  of  everything  bright  in 
his  hospital,  that  one  of  his  patients  was  so 
moved  to  compassion  that  she  set  to  work  at 
once  to  give  all  the  help  she  could.  She 
sent  hundreds  of  very  charming  chromo- 
lithographs of  all  sizes  for  the  wards  :  and 
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more  than  this,  she  had  the  courage  to  go 
and  sort  and  airaoge  them  according  to  the 
patients'  needs,  and  to  see  to  the  hanging  of 
a  great  many  of  them  herself,  so  as  to  secure 
the  greatest  possible  pleasure  for  the  re- 
cipients. Could  you  ouly  have  seen  the 
happy  faces  of  the  nurses  and  all  the  ofRcials 
when  they  arrived,  the  interestai  looks  of  the 
sick  whilst  they  were  being  hung,  the  grati- 
tude of  all,  from  the  chaplain  and  the  matron 
down  to  the  smallest  child — could  that 
pleasure  only  have  been  yours,  you  would 
assuredly  give  up  whatever  expensive  dis- 
traction you  happened  to  be  indulging  in 
and  "  go  and  do  likewise." 

One  poor  sadly  afflicted  child  was  so 
delighted  that,  at  an  opportune  moment,  when 
be  thought  himself  unobserved,  he  was  out 
of  bed  in  an  instant,  and,  quick  as  thought, 
he  had  seized  upon  a  picture  standing  at 
its  foot  and  jumped  back  again.  Next  to  him 
lay  a  very  sick  man,  who  was  much  troubled 
and  distressed  by  the  child's  vacant  look. 
Now  that  he  has  other  and  pleasanter 
things  to  look  at,  such  as  flowers,  and  texts, 
and  pictures,  it  will  help  to  cheer  his  thoughts, 
and  his  poor  little  neighbour  is  less  dis- 
tressing. Opposite  the  latter  lay  a  sailor. 
Fourteen  weeks  had  he  been  on  that  bed,  and 
he  was  likely  to  lie  there  quite  fourteen  weeks 
more.  From  having  been  one  of  the  vilest 
characters,  and  having  seen  the  inside  of 
many  a  prison,  he  had  befin  quite  reclaimed 
by  an  East-end  clergyman,  who  had  never 
weaned  of  following  him  about  from  station- 
house  to  prison,  until  at  last  his  love  had 
prevailed.  But  now,  as  the  sick  man  said, 
"  God  had  at  last  laid  His  heavy  hand  upon 
him."  The  sailor  knew  his  Bible  well, 
though  he  could  not  read,  and  he  particularly 
begged  that  a  Scripture  subject  might  be 
hung  where  he  could  see  it,  whilst  a  boy  who 
sat  beside  him  preferred  a  fruit  -  picture. 
Poor  little  fellow,  he  loved  to  look  at  it — 
but  he  would  never  again  be  able  to  swallow 
anything  but  liquids,  owing  to  a  sorry  jest 
cruelly  carried  out  by  his  brother,  who  gave 
the  child  some  burning  acid  to  drink  more 
than  a  year  ago.     No  more  fruit  for  him  I 

And  so  each  one  was  cheered  in  turn,  as 
far  as  the  kind  giver's  pictures  would  go. 
Each  nurse  had  been  made  supremely  happy 
besides,  by  the  promise  of  a  few  flower-pots 
for  each  ward,  which  we  now  find  standing 
on  a  little  table  just  about  the  middle  of  the 
ward,  so  that  all  can  see  them.  How  diflfe- 
rent   everything  looks    to-day,   how    much 


brighter  and  cheerier !  The  change  is  espe- 
cially marked  in  the  "  thoroughiare-wards," 
so  called  because  they  are  the  only  means 
of  communication  between  one  part  of  the 
building  and  the  other  on  that  particular 
floor.  They  are  in  reality  only  passages; 
but  space  is  too  precious ;  eight  hundred  beds 
need  too  mncb  room  to  give  them  up  to  their 
original  destination,  so  they  are  used  as 
wards.  They  are  of  necessity  much  longer 
and  narrower  than  the  other  wards,  and  the 
gloom  and  monotony  are  increased  accord- 
ingly. But  how  pleasant  to  the  eye  even 
they  look  now !  Outside,  too,  we  see  a 
change.  Several  of  the  great  windows  dose 
to  the  entrance  are  filled  with  bright-tiled 
flower-boxes.  The  heavy  pall  of  gloom  is 
intersected  by  scarlet  geraniums  and  goldeo 
calceolarias.  It  is  the  first  efibrt  of  the  kind 
in  an  East-end  Hospital— the  first  time  the 
passers-by  see  that  others  are  thinking  of 
their  Hospitals.  Those  bright  flowers  nay 
be  the  beginning  of  many  a  golden  thread  of 
sympathy  between  the  East  and  the  West, 
and  long  after  they  have  drooped  and  faded 
away  the  windows  will  be  pointed  at,  and 
people  will  say,  "  That's  where  they  were ; 
a  kind  lady  from  the  West-end  sent  them  to 
brighten  up  our  HospitaL" 

But  much  stilt  remains  to  be  done.  One 
hand  and  heart  alone  cannot  do  the  work 
even  for  this  one  Hospital,  and  remember  it 
is  only  one  of  several  in  the  Eist.  Books 
and  toys  are  needed,  and,  above  all,  eisy- 
chairs  for  weak  convalescents,  and  screens 
for  those  who  ought  to  have  them. 

When  you  are  doing  all  that  money  and 
taste  can  suggest  to  beautify  your  own  home, 
will  you  not  give  a  thought  to  the  sick  acid 
weary,  condemned  to  lie  for  many  weeks, 
after  some  accident  it  may  be,  without  even 
a  little  print  or  a  flower  to  look  upon? 
When  you, lie  on  your  luxurious  couch,  care- 
fully protected  fi"om  every  current  of  air  by 
that  great  comfort,  a  folding  screen,  will  you 
not  remember  those  who,  for  want  of  the 
smallest  and  plainest  thing  of  the  kind  to 
protect  them  from  many  a  dreadful  sight  and 
sound,  have  often  great  mental  agony  added 
to  their  physical  pain?  And  if  with  these 
thoughts  a  desire  to  help  in  any  way,  how- 
ever small,  arises,  our  two  short  visits  toJay 
will  not  have  been  in  vain.  And  may  God 
bless  your  wish  to  brighten  and  beautify  the 
scenes  of  suffering  in  any  Hospital,  but  more 
especially  in  the  East  of  London ! 

LOIS  SELBON- 
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'MAN'S  EXTREMITY,  GOD'S  OPPORTUNITY.' 

^  "ilaU  at  the  ^stottuin. 
By    olive    M.    BIRRELL. 


ON  the  afterooon  of  the  38th  of  June, 
1558,  a  stranger  visiting  London  would 
have  observed  signs  of  unusual  excitement 
and  commotion  among  the  inhabitants,  which 
at  first  he  might  have  found  difficulty  in 
tracing  to  a  cause.  Crowds  of  people  were 
passing  through  the  narrow  streets,  jostling 
each  other  on  the  way,  and  scarcely  stopping 
to  exchange  words,  though  here  and  there 
some  less  occupied  or  more  inquisitive  than 
the  rest  would  draw  aside  and  engage  in 
eager  conversation. 

One  of  these,  a  young  man  of  five-and- 
twenty,  with  thick  light  hair,  blue  eyes,  and 
an  expression  which  was  at  once  shrewd  and 


good-humoured,  had  been  standing  for 
several  minutes  answering  the  questions  of  a 
priest,  when,  happening  to  catch  sight  of  a 
figure  which  he  recognised  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street,  he  hastily  cut  short  the 
interview  and  daited  away. 

"  Pardon  me,  Father  Peter,"  he  exclaimed, 
"  I  see  the  man  whom  I  have  been  seeking — 
my  old  friend,  Piers  Lambert." 

"  He  is  on  his  way  to  Southwark,  doubt- 
less," said  the  priest,  "  You  will  be  in  time 
to  speak  with  him,  Master  Vyner,  if  you  get 
up  to  him  on  the  bridge.  First  tell  me  one 
thing  about  which  I  am  curious.  Was  the 
tumult  great  when  the  people " 

But  before  the  question  had  passed  his 
lips,  the  priest  found  himself  alone,  while  his 
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former  companion  pushed  a  way  through  the 
crowd,  and  touched  the  arm  of  the  person 
whom  he  had  described  by  the  name  of 
Piers  Lambert.  For  one  moment  after  he 
had  done  so,  the  two  men  stared  in  each 
other's  faces,  as  if  struck  by  sudden  fear  or 
wonder  or  perplexity,  and  then  a  question 
burst  simultaneously  from  the  lips  of  both. 

"  What  brings  jifw  here  ?" 

"  I  came  to  find  you,"  said  Vyner,  "  not  to 
amuse  myself.  You'look  as  if  some  sudden 
sickness  had  smitten  you  since  we  spoke 
together  last ;  pale  and  haggard  and  dis- 
traught, your  worst  enemy  could  scarce  wish 
you  a  less  cheerful  countenance." 

"What  do  you  want  with  me?"  asked 
Lambert.  "  I  am  id  haste,  and  cannot  stay 
to  answer  queries." 

"  But  you  will  stay  to  answer  mine"  said 
Vyner  gravely.  "  They  nearly  concern  you, 
and  must  be  listened  to,  were  youi  business 
as  pressing  as  an  executioner's  or  a  heretic's 
on  his  way  to  the  stake." 

"  I  knew  you  were  the  bearer  of  bad  news 
as  soon  as  I  saw  your  face,"  said  Lambert, 
"  unless  it  might  be  that  the  horrors  of  the 
afternoon  had  somewhat  blanched  its  colour." 

"  The  burning,  do  you  mean  ?  Yes,  it  was 
well  managed." 

"  Managed  by  a  fiend,"  said  Lambert ; 
"  by  a  savage,  brutal,  ignorant  wretch,  who 
deserves  to  be  tortured  with  his  own  instru- 
ments. The  flames  were  too  tender  a  death 
for  him." 

"  Hush,  for  heaven's  sake ! "  cried  Vyner. 
"Remember  where  you  are.  This  would  not 
be  the  first  time  that  your  hot  temper  and 
loud  voice  have  brought  me  into  scrapes, 
but  it  were  more  difficult  to  escape  conse- 
quences now  than  when  we  were  schoolboys 
at  St.  Paul's." 

"  I  care  nothing  for  consequences,"  said 
Lambert 

"  But  I  do,"  said  his  fiiend  ;  "  my  life  is 
sweet  to  me,  so  be  persuaded  to  spe^  more 
guardedly  while  in  my  company,  especially 
since  our  good  bishop  is  a  connection  of  my 
own  by  marriage,  and  I  am  therefore  bound 
to  think  of  him  with  respect," 

"  I  wish  youui  easier  task  and  more  love- 
able  relations,"  said  Lambert  coolly. 

"  He  did  not  ^ow  in  fair  colours  to-day, 
I  confess,"  said  Vyner.  "Seven  people 
suffered,  did  they  not?  I  know  I  counted 
so  many  heads." 

"  For  the  love  of  God,  speak  no  more  of 
it  1"  said  Lambert.  "  When  I  think  of  all 
my  eyes  witnessed,  I  am  in  danger  of  running 
my  sword  through  the  first  priest  who  passes 


me.  How  long  will  the  people  bear  tMs 
oppression?" 

"  Ah  !  that  goes  beyond  me,"  said  Vyner. 
"  To^y  all  seemed  in  sympathy  with  those 
who  died,  and  when  one  from  the  multitude 
said  aloud,  'Almigh^God,  for  Christ's  sake 
strengthen  them  I'  a  great  shout  of  '  Amen  ' 
went  up  from  those  assembled ;  most  like  a 
burst  of  thunder  in  its  sound  and  intensity. 
I  thought  the  holy  bishop  must  have  quailed, 
but  his  coarse,  red  face  never  moved,  though 
I  kept  my  eyes  fixed  on  him,  hoping  to  see 
him  tremble  in  his  apron." 

"  May  God  grant  him  repentance  I "  said 
Lambert.  "  I  came  to  pray  for  the  suflierets 
and  not  to  curse  those  in  power,  but  these 
scenes  make  me  mad  and  desperate." 

"I  came  for  quite  another  end,"  said 
Vyner,  "  but  one  more  useful  than  either.  I 
want  to  save  the  life  of  a  man  who  has  many 
years  yet  to  live,  if  he  can  submit  to  be 
guided  by  counsel," 

"Who  is  he?"  asked  Lambert. 

"  Yourself  I" 

" Myself !"  repeated  Lambert  "Do  you 
see  signs  of  a  mortal  disease  that  you  look 
at  me  so  pierdngly?  I  felt  well  a  few 
moments  back." 

"  Do  not  jest,"  said  Vyner.  "  This  is  no 
time  for  amusement.    You  are  accused," 

"  What  is  my  crime  ?" 

"  You  are  intimate  with  persons  in  Geneva, 
and  you  have  brought  over  copies  of  for- 
bidden works.  Remember  the  proclamation 
of  1^55,  which  forbade  the  importing  of 
certain  books  under  heavy  penalties." 

"  Where  did  you  hear  this  ? "  asked  I^m- 
bert. 

"  Come  this  way,"  said  Vyner,  turning  into 
a  nartow  lane,  and  sinking  his  voice  to  a 
whisper.  "  Last  night  I  slept  at  my  uncle's 
bouse  in  Wood  Street,  where  Bishop  Bonner 
was  also  a  guest  After  supper  I  lay  on  a 
bench  in  the  hall  and  became  aware  that  his 
holiness  was  dose  beside  me,  speaking  with 
a  priest  I  beard  a  name  which  made  me 
shake  off  my  slumber,  and  listen  as  if  I  were 
all  ears.  It  was  your  name,  and  the  priest 
is  confessor  to  your  step-mother,  dame 
Alice." 

"  It  is  impossible  1 "  said  Lajnbert. 

"I  am  speaking  absolute  truth,"  s^ 
Vynerj  "athin,loRg,dark-compIexionedman. 
He  knew  all  your  comings  and  goings,  and 
told  the  Bishop  if  care  were  not  taken  the 
company  of  Christian  Brothers  would  be  re- 
vived E^in :  that  secret  band  of  heretics 
who  in  King  Henry's  time  filled  England 
with  books  tonight  from  abroad.    Even  in 
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bales  of  mercbandise  copta  of  the  Scriptures 
were  hid  and  fetched  from  Antwerp  here  t " 

"Had  they  only  brought  the  Scriptures 
they  had  done  well,"  said  Lambert,  "  but 
some  of  the  men  you  speak  of  were  strangely 
mingled  in  their  motives.  The  books  they 
hid  treated  of  other  subjects  besides  those  of 
religion,  and  were  such  as  the  King  had  a 
i^ht  to  condemn.  Men  like  these  are  the 
curse  of  all  labour  which  must  be  earned  on 
in  secret.  I  have  never  meddled  with  matters 
concerning  the  government,  The  only  book 
I  have  is  the  Word  of  God,  and  in  the  pro- 
clamatioQ  yon  speak  of,  no  allusion  was  made 
to  it." 

"  For  a  very  simple  reason,"  said  Vyner, 
"  because  they  were  afraid  :  not  because  they 
like  it  much  better  than  the  others.  That 
straw  is  not  strong  enough  to  help  you  out 
of  the  water.  The  letter  of  the  law  you  may 
have  obeyed,  but  the  spirit  which  framed  it 
will  have  something  to  say  on  its  own  score. 
Take  care !  You  are  walking  dangerously 
near  a  precipice,  even  though  your  feet  may 
stand  on  firm  ground." 

"  Did  the  Bishop  ask  many  questions  ?  " 

"  Yesj  he  asked  who  were  your  most  valued 
friends,  and  the  impudent  knave  replied ; 
'  That  drunken  varlet  who  sleeps  here  on  the 
bench  is  one.'  Then  said  His  Eminence, 
*  Is  he  too  a  favourer  of  the  new  learning  ? ' 
and  what  do  you  think  the  scoundrel  dared 
to  answer?  'I  knowhim  for  an  empty-headed 
fool,  but  I  have  never  suspected  him  of  any 
acquaintance  with  letters,  unless  by  some 
miracle  his  memory  keeps  those  of  the 
alphabet.'  A  thousand  thanks,  my  good 
friend,  I  thought.  A  fool  I  may  be,  but 
scarce  so  great  an  ass  as  thyself,  who  cannot 
tell  the  difference  between  a  drunken  man 
and  a  sober.  Some  sharp  thrusts  must  be 
exchanged  before  he  and  I  cry  quits  over 
this  business.  So  now  look  to  yourself, 
Lambert,  and  leave  London  before  the  dawn 
is  in  the  sky." 

"  I  cannot,"  said  Lambert ;  "  I  have  work 
which  will  keep  me  here  imtit  to-morrow 
night." 

"  Great  God  1 "  exclaimed  Vyner,  "he  is 
not  speaking  seriously !  Listen  to  me  once 
more.  I  do  most  solemnly  testify  that  I  am 
telhng  you  the  truth.  They  have  marked 
you  for  destruction,  as  a  woodman  marks  the 
tree  which  is  soon  to  (eel  his  axe  at  its  root. 
Would  you  stay  until  the  steel  is  in  your 
dde?  When  has  Bonner  been  known  to 
show  mercy?" 

"  I  have  promised,"  said  Lambert.  "  This 
will  be  the  last  {uece  of  work  I  shall  under- 


take, for  my  strength  is  going,  and  with  it 
courage  and  coolness.  The  time  was 
when  I  could  walk  in  the  streets  whistling, 
thougli  I  knew  that  my  cloak  covered  what 
it  were  death  to  have  revealed,  but  now  each 
face  seems  to  belong  to  an  enemy,  and  when 
my  arm  is  touched,  as  by  you  some  minutes 
since,  I  feel  the  hand  of  the  assassin  already 
at  my  heart  It  is  time  to  yield  my  past  to 
younger  men  ;  vexed  as  I  am  to  quit  it.'' 

"To  younger  menl"  said  Vyner.     "  You 

but  twenty-nine.     It  must  be  hard  work 

indeed  which  turns  the  head  grey  and  the 

heart  heavy  at  an  age  when  most  of  us  are 

rejoidng  in  our  strength," 

The  two  friends  were  now  approaching 
the  entrance  of  a  large  house  in  Southwark, 
marked  out  by  its  size  and  importance  as  the 
residence  of  a  family  of  distincrion.  They 
stopped  before  reaching  the  door,  and  Lam- 
bert, with  an  impatient  gesture,  threw  off  his 
heavy  riding  cloak  and  stretched  his  arras 
like  some  one  who  is  being  choked  for  want 
of  air. 

He  was  fully  two  inches  taller  than  his 
companion,  a  man  of  average  height,  but  his 
figure  was  less  robust  than  might  have  been 
expected  in  one  of  such  stately  proportions, 
and  his  face  showed  marks  of  illness  and 
anxiety,  as  if  some  long-continued  strain  upon 
the  nerves  were  sapping  his  vital  powers. 
His  hau:  was  dark,  and  his  eyes,  which  were 
black  and  piercing,  had  a  vivid  expression 
not  soon  forgotten,  suggesting  a  morbid  ex- 
citement of  the  brain,  which  allows  nothing 
to  escape  the  mind  unnoticed. 

Some  ideas  of  this  sort  strudc  Vyner  as  he 
stood  apposite  to  him  in  the  narrow  street, 
and  made  him  exclaim,  though  always  in  a 

"  Your  enemies  have  no  chance  of  finding 
you  asleep,  Lambert,  though  it  passes  my 
understanding  how  a  man  of  your  temper 
can  live  for  another  night  in  a  house  which 
is  full  of  spies.  Why  do  you  allow  Dame 
Alice  to  usurp  a  place  not  her  own  ?  She 
has  no  right  to  be  here.  It  would  be  well  if 
she  were  asked  to  retire  to  the  dower-house 
at  Twickenham,  instead  of  filling  your  own 
dwelling-place  with  her  retinue." 

Lambert's  face  crimsoned  at  this  remark. 

"  I  have  never  thought  it  wise,"  he  said. 

"  Is  the  boy  here  too?" 

"  Her  son, — yes." 

".4nd  any  others?" 

"  Mistress  Cecily  Leigh,  a  ward  of  her 
own,  and  in  some  sort  an  adopted  daughter." 

Vyner  gave  a  subdued  whisde  as  he  turned 
away. 
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"  There  never  was  mischief,"  he  said, 
"  but  a  woman  was  at  the  root  of  it  1  I  have 
spent  my  strength  in  vain,  but  at  all  events 
look  to  your  steps,  and  if  your  work  keeps 
you  here,  see  that  you  take  none  of  the 
female  sex  into  your  counsel.  They  have 
been  the  authors  of  all  evil  since  the  world 
was  made.  And  so  farewell  till  another 
meeting." 

CHAPTER   II. 

As  Lambert  crossed  the  threshold  of  his 
house,  he  was  met  by  a  boy  of  twelve  years 
old,  with  fair  tangled  hair,  dancing  eyes,  and 
a  figure  as  active  as  a  squirrel's. 

"  So  here  you  come.  Piers,"  he  cried ;  "  you 
wander  about  the  world  like  a  spirit  which 
has  no  resting-place,  neither  in  heaven,  that 
is  my  lady's  chamber,  nor  in  pm-gatory,  that 
is  the  chapel  where  Father  Adrian  says 
masses,  nor  in  the  worst  place  of  all,  where 
Master  Roger  sits  dispensing  Greek  to  any 
who  are  unlucky  enough  to  be  caught  hold 
of." 

"What  are  the  men  doing  in  the  hall?" 
asked  Lambert. 

"  Oh,  there  has  been  rare  contention  since 
you  were  here.  It  is  Cecily'*  birthday,  and 
we  are  going  to  have  a  great  supper  in  the 
hall,  but  she  insists  that  the  rushes  shall  be 
freshly  laid,  else,  she  declares,  she  will  sup  in 
her  own  chamber.  They  wanted  to  throw 
new  rushes  on  the  top  of  the  old,  but  to  that 
she  would  not  agree,  so  the  men  are  having  a 
hard  day's  work  to  please  her," 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  Lambert.  "  I  gave 
orders  that  it  should  be  done  some  time 
past" 

"  Your  orders  would  be  better  attended  to 
if  you  were  on  the  spot  to  enforce  them," 
said  the  boy.  "  Mistress  Cecily  rules  in  your 
absence,  and  my  mother  and  I  obey." 

"  Leave  me  now,  Harry,"  said  Lambert, 
"  I  am  too  busy  to  attend  to  your  chatter. 
Run  off  and  play  with  your  mother's  monkey ; 
you  will  find  him  more  amusing  than  I  am." 

"  Tell  me  first,"  said  Harry,  coming  closer, 
"  Aave  you  been  to  seethe  burning i  " 

"What  is  that  to  you?" 

"  I  should  like  to  know.  I  would  have 
gone  had  they  not  prevented  me.  Cecily 
said  it  was  well  that  heretics  should  bum, 
but  she  did  not  care  to  see,  and  my  mother 
feared  the  crowd.  Twenty  thousand  people 
were  to  be  there,  and  the  flames  must  have 
almost  reached  the  sky.  I  wish  I  had  gone 
with  you." 

LaJnbert  had  been  mounting  some  wind- 
ing steps  during  the  last  few  moments,  while 


Harry  tried  to  follow,  holding  him  by  his 
sleeve ;  but  just  at  this  point  in  the  conver- 
sation, a  door  placed  in  a  narrow  angle  of 
the  stairs  suddenly  opened,  and  swinging 
backwards,  brought  both  brodieis  to  a  stand- 
still, unable  to  go  farther. 

A  young  lady  came  out,  tall,  slender,  and 
pale,  with  hair  of  the  rich  golden  colour,  as 
much  admired  in  those  days  as  it  is  now, 
large  bright  eyes,  and  expressive  features. 
There  was  something  very  dignified  in  her 
carriage,  and  the  poise  of  her  small  well- 
shaped  head,  more  imposing  because  the 
dignity  was  natural  and  in  no  degree  assumed, 
seeming  to  belong  to  her  as  inevitably  as 
straightness  to  a  palm-tree,  or  colour  to  a 
rose.  She  stopped  for  an  instant  on  seeing 
two'.figurcs,  but  when  Piers  came  Co  meet  her, 
holding  out  his  hand,  she  declined  to  take  it, 
and  with  a  slight,  cold  inclination  of  her 
head,  passed  up  the  stairs  in  silence. 

"Now,  where  did  she  come  from?" 
whispered  Harry  in  an  awe-struck  voice. 
"She  moves  like  a  spirit,  so  noiseless  and  so 
swift.  I  had  nearly  fallen  down  with  sur- 
prise." 

He  spoke  to  inattentive  ears,  for  on  the 
first  indication  of  the  lady's  reluctance  to 
touch  his  hand.  Piers  had  stepped  back  a 
few  inches  and  now  stood  motionless,  his 
arms  loosely  folded  over  his  chest  and  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  long,  graceful  lines  of  her 
retreating  figure  with  ancxpression  of  speech- 
less pain. 

"  She  must  have  come  from  my  mother's 
room,"  said  Harry.  "I  thought  Father 
Adrian  was  there  talking  secrets,  but  Cecily 
is  free  of  the  whole  house.  No  one  dares 
contradict  her.  It  seems  as  if  she  only 
touched  them  with  that  white  hand  of  hers 
and  they  were  forced  to  do  her  bidding  in  a 
moment" 

"  Leave  me  now,  Harry,"  said  his  brother. 

"I  will,"  said  Harry;  "but  tell  me  first. 
Piers,  if  you  bold  with  Master  Roger,  that 
some  people  use  magic  arts ;  for  if  it  is  true,  I 
think  Cecily  must  be  one  of  those  who  own 
them.  Why,  even  Lord  Thomas  Scott,  who 
is  a  favourite  with  the  Queen  and  has  more 
servants  and  horses  than  any  one  I  know, 
turns  red  and  hangs  his  head  like  a  girl  if 
Cecily  looks  at  him  in  that  proud  way  she 
has,  and  dare  not  speak  nor  look  up." 

Lambert  now  fairly  pushed  the  child  away, 
and,  turning  down  a  narrow  passage,  shut 
himself  securely  into  his  bedroom.  It  was  a 
large  one,  hung  with  tapestry,  and  oh,  wonder 
of  wonders  I  covered  with  a  carpet,  instead  of 
dirty  trampled  rushes.    This  unusual  piece 
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of  fumitute  was  regarded  with  great  awe  and 
respect  by  the  servants,  and  had  come  from 
the  Continent,  where  ideas  relating  to  house- 
hold order  and  cleanliness  were  much  farther 
advanced  than  in  England. 

After  drawing  a  heavy  bolt  across  the 
door.  Piers  proceeded  to  the  work  which  had 
brought  him  here.  He  went  behind  the  bed 
and  drew  aside  the  tapestry  which  covered 
the  wall,  displaying  several  panels  of  polished 
wood  smooth  to  the  touch,  and  at  fiist  sight 
all  exactly  alike ;  but  he  knew  the  secret  of 
one  of  them,  and  with  a  gentle  pressure 
forced  it  to  give  way.  Slowly  and  heavily  it 
moved,  as  if  unwilling  to  reveal  the  mystery 
which  lay  behind,  and  slowly  and  warily  he 
passed  through  the  opening  it  made,  shutting 
It  behind  him,  and  leaving  the  wall  to  all 
appearance  exactly  the  same  as  before. 

He  stood  in  a  small  narrow  room  contain- 
ing no  furniture  except  a  bed  of  uninviting 
appearance,  a  table  and  a  chair.  There  was 
no  fireplace  and  no  window,  unless  a  narrow 
loophole,  high  up  in  the  wall,  could  deserve 
the  latter  name.  Such  secret  hiding-places  as 
these  ware  almost  universally  provided  in 
large  houses  during  the  times  of  wars  and 
commotions,  when  human  life  was  often 
exposed  to  strange  perils,  and  law  had  very 
little  restraining  power.  The  mystery  was 
generally  known  to  three  people,  the  head  of 
the  family,  his  eldest  son,  and  a  confidential 
servant ;  but  as  might  have  been  expected, 
the  women  of  the  household  usually  found  it 
out,  though  in  most  cases  the  wife  of  the 
master  was  as  safe  a  guardian  of  the  room 
as  he. 

Piers  did  not  feel  sure  that  the  entrance 
through  the  sliding  panel  was  unknown  to 
Dame  Alice  Lambert,  and  he  had  never 
trusted  absolutely  to  the  concealment  the 
room  afforded.  His  next  task,  after  striking 
a  light,  was  to  remove  a  loose  board  in  the 
floor,  and  after  much  searching  to  draw  from 
a  quantity  of  rubbish  a  tightly  covered  parcel. 
This  ended  his  work  in  the  secret  chamber ; 
he  blew  out  his  light,  pushed  open  the  panel, 
and  passed  through  without  noise  or  distm^b- 
ance  into  his  bedroom. 

It  was  remarkable  that  during  the  times  of 
greatest  persecution,  when  the  mere  posses- 
sion of  the  Scriptures  was  enough  to  bring 
ruin  and  misery  on  the  owner'  no  difficulty 
was  ever  met  with  in  finding  men  to  assi 
the  office  of  translators.  As  soon  as 
man  was  martyred,  two  or  three  more  leaped 
into  his  place  ready  to  take  up  the  work 
where  he  had  laid  it  down,  and,  if  needful,  to 
die  in  the  same  torments. 


At  the  very  time  that  Tyndale  was  im. 
prisoned  at  Vilforde,  near  Brussels,  waiting 
his  awful  sentence,  his  chief  crime  being  the 
translation  of  the  Bible  into  English,  his 
friend,  John  Rogers,  pledged  himself  to  the 
same  career. 

In  October,  1536,  Tyndale  was  publicly 
burnt,  crying,  "  O  Lord,  change  the  heart 
of  the  King  of  England;"  but  in  July,  1537, 
scarcely  nine  months  after  his  death,  a  new 
edition  of  the  Bible,  prepared  by  Rogers, 
was  ready  for  importation,  and,  undaunted  by 
the  fate  of  their  leader,  a  handful  of  brave 
men  undertook  to  carry  their  tenible  treasure 
into  the  country  from  which  they  had  come. 
Since  then  Rogers  had  died  at  tiie  stake,  the 
first  martyr  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Mary,  and 
again  had  the  place  left  vacant  been  filled 
by  one  as  eager  to  serve  in  the  cause  of 
truth  as  he. 

The  parcel  which  Lambert  brought  from 
the  floor  in  the  secret  chamber  contained  a 
copy  of  the  New  Testament,  prepared  by  an 
Englishman  named  Whittingham,  newly  re- 
vised and  divided  for  the  first  time  into 
verses.  It  had  lately  been  issued  from  a 
press  in  Geneva,  and  Lunbert  had  assumed 
the  dangerous  task  of  bringing  several  copies 
to  England  in  order  to  set  them  in  circulation. 
Of  those  he  had  brought,  one  only  remained, 
and  this  he  stood  pledged  to  deliver  to  a 
friend  of  Whittingham's  in  London  before 
reckoning  his  task  complete. 

It  was  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  the  first 
Reformers  transferred  to  the  Bible  part  of  the 
reverence  which,  as  Roman  Catholics,  they 
had  felt  for  the  Host,  and  were  in  danger  . 
of  regarding  the  sacred  word  with  an  awe 
savouring  of  superstition.  It  was  to  them 
what  the  Ark  had  been  to  the  Israelites :  a 
gift  from  God,  which  they  were  pledged  to 
keep  unharmed. 

Piers  unwrapped  his  copy  from  its  cover- 
ings and  began  slowly  by  the  waning  light  to 
read  the  words  of  the  fourteenth  chapter  of 
St.  John,  pausing  at  the  end  of  each  verse. 

We  who  are  familiar  with  every  page 
of  the  Mew  Testament,  and  in  danger  of 
reading  it  carelessly,  as  men  read  a  twice-told 
tale,  can  hardly  realise  the  intense  interest 
which  the  Gospels  contained  for  Piers.  To 
him  the  book  was  almost  new.  Yet  there 
may  be  some  who  can  remember  a  time  when 
familiar  words  suddenly  acquired  new  de[Ahs 
of  meaning;  when  they  seemed  to  hear  the 
voice  of  Christ  sounding  through  the  ages, 
and  realised  that  these  sayings  were  actually 
His  own.  To  those  who  can  recall  such 
golden  days,   the  comfort  which  came  to 
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Piers  from  reading  the  last  instructions  of 
our  Slessed  Lord  to  His  disciples  wiH  not 
seem  exaggerated  or  unie^l. 

When  he  closed  the  book,  his  face  had  lost 
the  worn,  haggard  look  of  anxiety  which 
marked  it  before.  He  was  conscious  of  that 
strange  blessedness,  only  to  be  felt  by  those 
who  are  willingly  bearing  sorrow  for  the  sake 
of  Christ,  and  which  for  the  time  had  taken 
complete  possession  of  hitn,  soothing  every 
care  to  rest. 

But  there  was  still  something  to  be  done 
before  he  could  join  the  company  ia  the  hall. 
A  secure  hiding-place  must  be  found  for  the 
book,  since  he  daie  no  longer  trust  it  in  the  old 
comer.  He  did  not  wish  to  leave  the  house 
until  darkness  had  come  to  hide  his  move- 
ments, but  for  the  sake  of  appearances  it 
seemed  best  to  make  one  of  the  number  who 
celebrated  Cecily's  birthday,  and  meanwhile 
to  hide  the  volume  in  his  room  or  among 
the  travelling-wraps  was  an  expedient  too 
hazardous  to  be  thought  of. 

At  last  an  idea  flashed  into  his  mind.  A 
daring  one,  but  more  promising  on  that 
account,  and  no  sooner  had  it  occurred  to 
him  than  he  prepared  to  carry  it  into  execu- 
tion. His  first  care  was  to  find  a  long  cloak, 
which  be  wr^ped  round  his  figure,  hiding  the 
book  amongst  its  folds ;  then  he  drew  the  bolt 
from  behind  the  door  and  went  quietly  down 
the  staircase. 

CaAPTER  III. 

The  Lamberts'  house  in  Southwark  had  a 
private  chapel  attached  to  it,  where  they  were 
accustomed  to  boast  that  the  sacrifice  of  the 
mass  had  been  celebrated  once  a  day  for  a 
hundred  years.  During  the  time  when  Pro- 
testants were  in  power,  this  could  only  be 
managed  with  great  cautioD;  but  they  bad 
always  been  noted  as  a  courageous  race,  not 
apt  to  fear  the  tyranny  of  men. 

In  the  reign  of  Henry  VIIL,  Sir  Philip, 
Piers'  father,  had  yielded  to  pressure  put 
upon  him  from  without,  and  taken  the  oath, 
acknowledging  Anne  Boleyn  as  the  lawful 
wife  of  the  King.  He  disobeyed  his  con- 
science in  doing  so,  lor  in  his  heart  be 
believed  that  the  Pope  was  right  and  the 
monarch  wrong ;  but  his  confessor  tried  to 
persuade  him  that  the  quesiion  was  merely 
one  of  casuistry,  and  in  a  miserable  hour  for 
himself,  he  listened  to  the  tempter  and  fell. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  years,  when,  under 
Edward  VI.,  new  Acts  were  passed,  per- 
mitting the  marriage  of  priests  and  declaring 
the  mass  illegal,  his  remorse  could  no  longer 
be  controlled.    He  understood  the  full  sig- 
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nilicance  of  the  deed  to  which  he  had  as- 
sented, and  accused  himself  of  mortal  guilt 
because  he  had  not  perceived  earlier  that  the 
Church,  when  severed  from  her  lawful  head, 
the  Pope,  must  of  necessity  fall  into  heresies, 
and  wither  like  a  plant  cut  off  from  its  stem. 

Many  times,  in  the  bitterness  of  repent- 
ance, he  wished  that  he  had  died  on  the 
scaffold  with  Sir  Thomas  More  and  Bishop 
Fisher,  who  refused  to  sanction  what  their 
consciences  condemned ;  and  so,  remorseful 
and  humbled,  with  an  uneasy  spirit,  he  sank 
into  his  grave.  There  were  several  instances 
of  grief  such  as  his.  The  last  Abbot  of 
Wobum  is  reported  to  have  fallen  sick  from 
distress  of  mind,  after  perjuring  himself  by 
taking  the  oath  of  obedience  to  the  King, 
and  cried,  as  the  chronicle  tells  us,  "in 
great  agony,  '  I  wish  to  God  I  had  died 
with  those  good  men  that  died  for  holding 
with  the  Pope.  My  conscience,  my  con- 
science doth  grudge  me  every  day  of  my 
life.'"  He  recovered  from  this  illness,  and 
proved  the  sincerity  of  his  repentance  by 
making  a  public  disavowal  of  his  former  act 
of  cowardice  and  deceit. 

Now  that  all  controversy  on  such  a  subject 
is  over,  and  the  martyrs  for  their  faith,  both 
Papists  and  iProtestants,  have  passed  behind 
the  veil  to  reconcile  their  differences  in  the 
presence  of  God,  we,  who  are  left  behind, 
should  not  withhold  hrom  either  rank  our 
enthusiastic  tribute  of  respect. 

Many  conflicting  thoughts  struggled  in  the 
mind  of  Piers  as  he  entered  the  chapel, 
where  a  light  burned  dimly,  showing  that  the 
Host  was  present  upon  the  altar.  He  well 
remembered  how,  as  a  little  child,  he  had 
been  taught  to  iall  on  his  knees  before  the 
casket  which  contained  the  Incarnate  God, 
and  the  shudder  of  awe  which  had  crept 
over  him  as  the  tinkle  of  the  bell  announced 
the  transformation  to  be  complete :  the  priest 
having  performed  the  magic  rite  and  changed 
what  was  bread  into  the  actual  body  of  the 
Lord. 

It  is  no  light  thing  to  depart  from  the 
faith  of  our  fathers,  involving,  as  it  does,  a 
violent  wrench  and  severance  in  which  the 
very  foundations  of  our  belief  seem  breaking 
up.  If  there  is  any  one  who  changes  his 
creed  easily  and  without  pain,  we  may  safely 
conclude  thaf  his  must  be  a  nature  to  which 
truth  will  not  be  revealed,  for  it  is  only  to 
humble  and  loyal  hearts  that  God  declares 
bis  mysteries. 

This  was  far  from  being  the  condition  of 
Piers.  He  had  ofren  sutfered  agonies,  which 
to  some  men  would  seem  morbid  and  absurd. 
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while  standing  (no  longer  kneeling)  beTore 
the  shrine  where  his  ancestors  worshipped 
their  Redeemer ;  and  even  in  the  excitement 
of  present  danger  his  heart  throbbed  vio- 
lently when  he  crossed  the  threshold  and 
drew  near  the  sacred  spot. 

His  first  act  would  have  astonished  any 
one  who  did  not  know  how  long  early  habits 
and  remnants  of  former  belief  clung  to  those 
^o  professed  the  Reformed  Faith  in  perfect 
sincerity.  He  touched  himself  in  four  .places, 
thus  making  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  re- 
peated the  invocation,  "  In  the  name  of  the 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,"  then  Icnelt 
down  before  a  cmdQx  to  pray.  When  he 
rose,  his  first  care  was  to  assure  himself  that 
the  chapel  was  empty,  as  indeed  he  felt  sure 
it  would  be  at  this  time.  Then  he  went 
towards  a.  side  altar  which  was  seldom,  if 
ever,  used,  and  mounted  the  steps  in  front 
Candlesticks  wero  here,  though  no  candles 
had  been  left  inside  them,  and  between  stood 
the  receptacle  called  the  Tabernacle,  where 
the  Host  should  have  been  kept. 

Piers  opened  it  and  brought  out  his  book. 
It  was  a  smalt  volume,  a  duodedmo  with 
bright  silver  clasps,  and  could  easOy  lie  in- 
side the  casket.  So  he  put  it  carefully  down 
and  shut  the  lid,  feeling  sure  that  of  alt 
hiding-places  this  would  be  considered  the 
least  suitable,  and  that  there  his  dear  book 
was  safe. 

When  he  turned  round,  he  drew  off  the 
heavy  cloak  which  encumbered  bim  and 
went  back  to  the  door  by  which  he  bad 
entered ;  but,  to  his  surprise,  the  &rst  object 
on  which  his  eyes  fell  was  the  slight  figure  of 
Cecily  Leigli,  Itneeling  before  the  Virgin's 
shrine  in  a  dark  comer  of  the  chapel.  It 
seemed  strange  that  he  had  not  seen  her  at 
first,  and  with  some  hesitation  he  drew  near, 
hoping  to  judge  from  hei  manner  whether 
his  actions  had  been  observed. 

Her  face  was  hidden  in  her  hands,  but  at 
the  sound  of  his  footsteps  she  looked  up, 
her  eyes  swimming  with  tears.  He  respected 
her  motives  in  coming  there  too  sincerely  to 
intrude,  and  would  have  passed  without  a 
word ;  but  to  his  deep  surprise  she  rose,  and 
with  a  gesture  which  was  full  of  dignity,  held 
out  her  Iiand  to  him. 

"  I  am  glad  you  will  let  me  offer  my  good 
wishes  on  your  birthday,"  he  said  earnestly. 
"  Two  hours  since  it  seemed  to  me  that  you 
refused  them." 

"  I  was  wrong,"  said  Cedly,  looking  at 
bim  with  a  slight  blush ;  and  sudi  was  the 
reserve  of  her  character  aud  the  pride  of  her 
usual  bearing,  that  these  three  words  from 


her  lips  were  more  remarkable  than  a  torrent 
of  apologies  from  another  person. 

"  We  are  friends  then  ?  "  said  Piers. 

"  I  wish  I  could  say  so;  but  at  all  events 
we  need  not  be  enemies." 

"  It  is  more  favour  than  you  usually  grant 
me,  to  say  that  you  u/isA  to  be  friends,"  said 
Piers,  who  was  standing  in  front  of  her,  his 
eyes  lowered  to  her  face  with  a  took  ol 
mingled  shyness  and  interest  very  uncommon 
in  a  man  of  his  temper. 

"  I  have  always  wished  it,"  s^d  Cecily. 
"  I  came  here  this  evening  because  I  wanted 
to  be  of  use  to  you." 

"  You  were  praying  for  me?  "  said  Piers,  in 
a  low  voice. 

"  I  was  praying  ttiat  you  might  return  to 
the  true  &ith,"  said  Cecily,  looking  at  him 
steadily. 

"How  do  you  know  I  have  al>andoned 

it?" 

"  They  all  fear  that  you  have ;  Dame  Alice 
and  the  Father,  and — and  others." 

"  Then  I  stand  in  danger  of  tieing  burned?" 

"  You  stand  in  danger  of  losing  your  soul." 

"  Never,  while  the  mercy  of  God  endures." 

"  Do  not  speak  so  confidendy,"  said  Cecily, 
her  voice  trembling ;  "  it  is  very  awfiil  to 
me  to  hear  you.  Brave  words  and  a  strong 
heart  will  not  save  us  in  the  hour  of  last 
extremity," 

"  I  never  trusted  in  them,"  said  Piers.  "  I 
put  the  ground  of  my  confidence  in  the  [»:o- 
mises  of  our  Blessed  Lord." 

"  You  have  denied  Him,"  said  Cecily.  "  I 
saw  you  pass  Him  without  prostrating  your- 
self." 

"  You  mean  that  I  did  not  kneel  before 
the  high  altar,"  said  Piers.  "  It  is  true ;  I 
admit  it.  I  believe  that  His  Presence  is 
with  us  now,  even  while  we  speak  to  one 
another,  so  I  am  unable  to  say  less  ttian  the 
truth,  and  in  His  Presence  I  affirm  that  I 
hold  the  wafer  in  the  tat>emacle  to  be  no 
more  than  ordinary  bread." 

Cecily  cried  out  in  horror,  and  covered 
her  face  with  her  bands. 

"  I  have  hurt  you, "  said  Piers ;  "  but  you 
challenged  me.  There  are  moments  when 
half  the  truth  would  be  no  better  than  a 
lie." 

"  It  is  enough,"  said  Cecily.  "  1  will  pray 
for  you  more  than  before ;  but  from  this  time 
let  us  never  exchange  a  word  upon  the 
subject.  It  is  wrong  to  listen  to  blasphemy, 
and  as  for  you,  you  add  fresh  guilt  to  your 
conscience  every  time  you  open  your  lips." 

"  Then  you  renounce  me  from  henceforth?" 
said  Piers.     "  Should  I  make  another  of  the 
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victims  whom  the  Queen  and  the  bishops 
are  hounding  to  death,  I  need  hope  for  no 
sympathy  from  you.  Perhaps  you  may  even 
rejoice  that  ray  words  are  silenced  for  ever." 

"  I  cannot  rejoice,"  said  Cecily.  "  They 
say  that  it  is  the  part  of  all  faithful  souls  to 
triumph  over  the  destruction  of  the. lost,  but 
I  cannot.  These  are  heights  beyond  me. 
Neither  here  nor  in  the  next  vorl3  can  I 
ever  hope  to  attain  them.  There  have  been 
times  when  I  steeled  myself  to  think  ''  felt 
no  Btirrings  of  pity,  only  a  divine  wrath  ;  but 
in  moments  like  these,  my  natural  affections 
rise  stronger  than  ever,  the  more  ardent  for 
having  been  leEtntined.  Listen  to  me  before 
w«  part ;  let  me  say  but  one  senteiice." 

"As  many  as  you  please,"  stud  Lambert 
gently. 

Cedly  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  gam 
strength,  and  he  noticed  that  her  slender 
figure  was  trembling  from  head  to  foot 

"  I  am  going  to  betray  a  secret,"  she  said ; 
"to  tell  you  something  I  once  thought  I 
could  die  sooner  than  reveal  to  a  living 
soul.  Perhaps  in  betraying  it  I  siiall  lose 
your  respect;  but  even  this  risk  I  will 
undergo." 

"You  cannot  lose  my  respect,"  said  Piers, 
"  It  is  impossible  that  this  should  be  altered 
by  any  words  which  could  come  from  your 
lips." 

"  Will  it  startle  you  to  hear  me  say  that  I 
love  you  ?"  said  Cecily ;  "  that  I  am  willing 
to  be  your  wife?" 

Piers  fell  back  a  few  steps  in  dumb  amaze- 
ment, white  he  fancied  he  had  dreamed  the 
words andhadnotactuallyheard them.  Cecily 
had  always  treated  him  with  such  proud  reserve, 
that  never,  until  this  moment,  bad  she  shown 
the  smallest  interest  in  any  of  his  concerns, 
and  such  a  confession  from  her  own  lips 
seemed  incredible. 

"It  is  true,"  she  repeated;  "and  I  knew 
that  you  loved  me." 

"  It  would  be  ungenerous  to  upbraid  you 
with  having  concealed  your  secret  so  well," 
said  Piers  in  a  low  voice.  "  The  time  has 
been  when  I  would  almost  have  given  my 
soul  in  exchange  for  some  kind  words  from 
you.  I  thirsted  for  them  as  men  cast  adrift 
on  the  ocean  thirst  for  pure  water,  while 
poisonous  waves  within  their  reach  mock 
their  miseiy  by  tempting  them  to  drink  and 
die.  I  have  thirsted  and  longed  and  waited, 
but  they  never  came." 

"  I  could  not,"  said  Cecily.  "  You  were 
accused  of  holding  strange  opinions.  Each 
morning  I  prayed  for  strength  to  keep  away 
from  you.    If  you  knew  all,  you  would  for- 


give me.  I  have  suffered  as  deeply  as  you. 
But  this  evening,  when  I  came  to  pray  for 
you  in  horrible  fear  and  uncertainty,  a  last 
hope  rushed  into  my  mind,  I  would  confess 
my  love  for  you,  and  entreat  you  for  my  sake 
to  be  obedient  to  the  Church,  Perhaps  it 
was  a  delusion,  but  do  you  know,  the  figure 
of  our  Blessed  Lady  appeared  to  move,  and 
beckoned  to  me  as  if  she  were  well  pleased. 
Then  I  prayed  that  if  my  plan  were  approved 
by  her,  she  would  guide  your  steps  to  this 
chapeL  In  a  few  moments — believe  me,  it 
is  true — in  a  few  moments  you  came  slowly 
up  the  aisle  from  the  httle  private  door.  I 
watched  in  suspense;  but  after  you  passed 
the  high  altar  a  pillar  hid  you  from  sigbt, 
and  I  waited  in  hope  and  fear  until  I  saw 
you  again  coming  near  me.  Then  I  knew 
that  my  plan  had  the  approval  of  God.  But 
you  are  doubtfiil ;  you  do  not  believe?" 

"  I  believe  that  your  purpose  was  kind  and 
generous  and  noble,"  said  Piers;  "and  it 
was  well,  therefore,  to  carry  it  out.  Perhaps 
the  result  may  not  be  such  as  you  wish ;  but 
what  of  that?  It  may  be  something  more 
blessed  than  you  hoped  for.  Our  prayers 
are  often  answered  in  a  richer  way  than  we 
imagined," 

"But  will  you  not  be  persuaded?"  said 
Cecily.  "Surely  it  shall  not  be  for  no  pur- 
pose that  I  have  offered  you  the  service  of 
my  own  life?  You  will  not  reject  me  ?  This 
tuay  be  the  last  time  I  can  hope  to  save  you, 
for  I  know  that  dangers  thicken  round  your 
path.  They  suspect  you  of  grave  offences ; 
any  hour  the  arrest  may  come.  Be  warned 
by  peril,  if  not  drawn  by  love ! " 

Her  eyes  were  fastened  on  Lambert  with 
a  look  of  such  yearning  entreaty  that  he  felt 
touched  to  the  heart.  Hecouldscarcelyreatise 
that  it  was  she,  so  entirely  had  she  thrown 
asideherpride,and  forgotten  the  reserve  which 
was  part  of  her  nature,  in  her  burning  desire 
to  save  his  soul.  Until  this  moment  he  had 
alwa^  approached  her  with  reserve  and 
caution,  thinking  himself  favoured  if  he  got  a 
look  or  a  word  or  a  distant  inclination  of  her 
head  as  an  acknowledgment.  His  heart 
used  to  beat  faster  when  she  came  near  him, 
questioning  what  would  be  his  fate,  and  more 
frequently  than  otherwise  she  would  sweep 
past  him,  perfectly  serene  in  her  beauty  and 
self-possession,  without  giving  him  a  glance, 
and  drawing  the  folds  of  her  dress  aside  as  it 
she  felt  his  slightest  touch  a  degradation. 
But  now,  to  his  amazement,  she  threw  back 
the  mantle  which  protected  her  from  the  cold, 
and  stretched  out  her  hands  to  him  with  an 
appealing  gesture^  because  the  longing  she 
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felt  was  greater  than  could  be  uttered  in 
words. 

"  May  God  reward  you,"  he  sjud,  "a  thou- 
sand times  over,  and  give  you  the  blessing 
you  ask  Him  to  bestow  on  me  I  I  did  not 
know  until  this  moment  how  noble  was  the 
treasure  I  wished  to  make  ray  own.  I  am 
glad  to  have  found  it  out,  even  at  the  cost  of 

X-49 


suffering  more  terrible  than  any  which  went 
before.  Your  love  has  in  it  the  nature  of  a 
sacramental  blessing ;  it  ought  to  purify  the 
heart  where  it  is  bestowed." 

"  But  you  refuse  me,"  said  Cecily ;  "  you 
are  resolved  not  to  recant  your  errors  ?" 

"  More  firmly  than  ever,"  said  Piers, 
coming  nearer  to  her.     "  If  I  could  not  per- 
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jure  myself  before,  do  you  think  I  could  do 
so  now  after  your  words  have  given  me  fresh 
strength  and  courage?  That  were  a  strange 
ending  for  such  an  unlooked-for  hour.  No, 
Mistress  Cecily,  I  thank  God  from  my  heart 
for  the  blessing  He  has  granted  me,  and  I 
shall  go  to  meet  my  trial  with  more  patience 
than  I  had  believed  possible.  Your  example 
has  given  me  faith." 

"Then  I  have  failed,"  said  Cecily,  whose 
fece  had  become  very  white.  "  I  have  ven- 
tured my  last  resource,  and  must  abandon 
you  to  your  evil  angel.  It  is  hard,  very 
hard,  when  I  thought  I  might  have  saved 
you  t" 

Her  words  ended  in  a  sob  as  she  drew 
farther  awaj  from  Piers,  Of  the  injury  she 
had  done  to  herself  her  mind  did  not  seem 
aware.  Afterwards,  distressing  thoughts 
might  arise  about  her  own  position  thus  com- 
promised by  an  act  which  her  friends  would 
consider  blameworthy  and  rash ;  but  as  yet 
her  suffering  was  all  for  him,  and  the  percep- 
tion of  this  cut  him  to  the  heart,  and  made 
his  face  as  pale  as  her  own. 

"  If  I  could  only  defend  myself,"  he  ex- 
claimed, "  only  make  evident  that  your  love 
is  dearer  to  me  than  anything  else  in  the 
world,  that  I  am  bound  to  refuse  it  because 
the  conditions  you  offer  would  be  treacherous 
to  accept !  I  am  pledged  by  my  ovm  vows, 
my  own  faith,  by  everything  which  is  most 
sacred  to  me.  For  one  instant  before  you 
go,  tell  me  that  you  have  forgiven  me,  that 
you  wish  me  to  be  true  to  God  and  my 
conscience,  even  at  the  cost  of  my  whole 
earthly  happiness.  Say  one  word,  one  only; 
it  would  save  me  from  agony  too  great  to 
be  borne." 

"  I  cannot,"  said  Cecily ;  "  I  must  not,  I 
may  give  you  my  prayers,  but  my  love, 
never.     No;  do  not  touch  me,"  as  he  put 


his  hand  on  her  white  dress ;  "  it  is  all  over; 
you  rejected  me." 

"  God  help  me ! "  said  Piers,  with  an  accent 
of  intolerable  pain.  "  I  have  promised,  I 
have  said  I  would  do  right;  but  my  senses 
are  reeling.  This  is  worse  than  a  hundred 
deaths." 

"Hark!"  said  Cecily,  raising  her  hand. 
A  noise  was  heard  in  the  gallery  outside; 
voices  calling  for  Master  Lambert,  and  the 
steps  of  many  feet. 

"A  guest  who  has  come  to  the  banquet," 
said  Piers,  turning  his  head  to  listen, 

"  Yes ;  but  one  who  comes  without  invi- 
tation," said  Cecily.  "  I  hear  the  name  of 
the  Bishop  of  London." 

Piers  looked  round  for  a  way  of  escape, 
and  then  remembered  that  there  was  none. 

"  Well,  I  am  ready  for  him,"  he  said,  draw- 
ing a  deep  breath.  "  Such  a  trial  has  been 
before  me  for  years,  and  life  contains  nothing 
at  this  moment  worth  keeping." 

"  You  are  brave,"  said  Cecily,  looking  at 
him  earnestly ;  "  braver  than  I  am  on  your 
account.  Remember,  he  shows  no  mercy — 
neither  does  the  Queen,  Oh,  once  more  be 
entreated  by  me ;  yield  to  his  demands," 

"  Is  it  likely  that  I  shall  give  to  his  threats 
what  I  wo'uld  not  to  your  beseeching?"  said 
Piers,  looking  at  her  with  eyes  which  con- 
veyed some  reproach.  The  worst  part  of 
my  ordeal  is  over,  "  I  was  a  coward  some 
moments  since.     I  am  resolute  now." 

"  Then  stay  here,  and  let  them  find  you  ia 
a  sacred  place,"  said  Cecily. 

"  No ;  rather  anywhere  than  here,"  said 
Piers,  remembering  his  secret,  and  mo\-ing  to 
the  small  door  by  which  he  had  come  in ; 
but  he  was  too  late.  The  Bishop's  ser\'anls 
came  forward  carrying  lights,  and  all  at  once 
a  crowd  of  people,  some  friends,  some 
enemies,  filled  the  little  chapel 
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IF  my  readers  were  to  feel  in  beginning  to 
read  this  paper  as  I  felt  in  approaching 
Celle,  I  fear  they  would  at  once  throw  down 
the  magazine  in  disgust  It  was  a  hot,  sultry, 
dry  day  when  I  set  out  from  Hanover  to 
visit  the  home  of  our  English  Queen  Sophia. 
The  train  could  not  be  called  a  quick  one, 
bat  its  speed  was  enough  to  stir  up  the  fine 
white  dust  which  forms  the  soil  of  the  dis- 


trict beyond  Lehrte,and  to  drive  it  in  clouds 
into  the  railway  carriage.  We  had  to  choose 
between  suffocation  and  broiling.  Eyes, 
nostrils,  ears,  mouth  were  well  dusted ;  and 
as  to  one's  clothes — well,  those  of  us  whose 
dress  was  dark  looked  as  if  we  had  come  out 
of  a  corn-mill. 

Nor  was  there  at  route  anything  to  draw 
away  attention  from  the  disagreeable  sensa- 
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tions  of  which  I  have  spoken.  Some  dis- 
tance beyond  the  Lehrte  Junction  begins  the 
stretch  of  country,  part  of  which  is  known  as 
the  Liineburger  Haide,  or  Liineborg  Moor. 
Low  sand-hills,  or  rather  hillocks,  heather, 
in  the  distance  dumps  of  oak-trees,  and,  near 
at  hand,  stunted  firs  and  birches,  with  occa- 
sional pools  of  water,  are  all  that  meet  the 
eye.  One  thing,  indeed,  did  strike  me, 
namely,  a  hedge  extending  for  miles  along 
tfie  railway,  made  of  birches.  "  Poor  birches," 
I  could  Dot  help  exclaiming,  "  to  think  that 
you  with  your  graceful  forms  and  unrestrained 
habits  should  be  condemned  to  the  work  of 
a  common  stake!"  I  do  not  know  how 
others  feel,  but,  whether  it  be  reasonable  or 
not,  somehow  or  other  I  cannot  help  fancy- 
ing that  even  a  plant  which  is  forced  into  a 
position  opposed  to  its  nature  and  character 
is  pained,  and  I  sympathise  with  it  accord- 
ingly. Perhaps,  however,  some  who  recall  to 
mind  the  birch-rods  which  were  the  dread  of 
their  young  days  may  say,  "  Serve  them 
right  1  Why  do  they  grow  in  such  a  way  as 
to  be  so  fit  for  an  instrument  of  human  tor- 
ture?" 

This  Liineburger  Haide  is  best  known  to 
those  who  take  an  interest  in  German  church 
matters  through  one  of  its  villages,  Herr- 
mannsburg,  and  the  pastor  thereof.  Harms, 
one  of  the  most  remarkable  Lutheran  church- 
men of  the  present  century.  Living  "far 
from  the  madding  crowd" — the  village  is 
distant  several  hours  across  the  moor  from 
Celle — he  became  one  of  the  mightiest  reh- 
gious  and  even  ecclesiastical  influences  in 
Germany.  What  he  effected  was  a  proof  of 
the  power  of  living  faith  and  2eal  even  under 
adverse  circumstances.  His  father,  who  was 
his  predecessor,  shared  the  rationalistic  views 
which  pervaded  Germany  at  the  close  of  the 
last  century,  and,  though  in  other  respects  a 
thoroughly  upright  and  godfearing  man,  had 
no  notion  of  carrying  on  what  is  now  called 
Christian  work,  especially  abroad.  In  fifteen 
years  Ludwig  Harms,  the  son,  was  the  means 
of  forming  a  missionary  society  and  a  hall  for 
the  training  of  missionaries,  of  building  and 
sustainmg  a  missionary  ship,  and  of  carrying 
on  flourishing  mission  stations  in  Southern 
Africa,  besides  promoting  in  various  other 
ways  the  kingdom  of  Jesus  Christ.  Any  one 
who  knows  how  difficult  it  is  to  stir  up  the 
farmers  of  North  Germany  to  religious  acti- 
vity, how  closefisted  they  are,  and  how  jealous 
of  things  that  look  like  innovations,  will 
stand  amazed  at  the  work  accomplished  by 
one  simple  country  pastor,  a  man,  too,  whose 
eamestness  and  zeal  and  love  were  often,  if 
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not  habitually,  clothed  in  a  measured,  formal, 
cold,  almost  repellent  manner. 

Herrmannsburg  is  as  worthy  of  a  pilgrimage 
as  Halle,  the  scene  of  Franke's  labours,  or 
Bristol,  lie  scene  of  George  Miiller's,  whom 
Harms  resembled  in  one  point,  that  he  never 
begged.  Ludwig  Harms  has  been  many  years 
dead,  but  his  place  is  worthily  filled  by  his 
son. 

At  last  I  reached  my  destination,  not,  a.f. 
may  be  imagined,  in  a  very  bright  mood  for 
appreciating  Celle.  However,  as  soon  as  I 
drove  out  of  the  station  I  began  to  forget  my 
troubles.  Between  the  lEulway  and  the  town 
there  is  a  long  and  broad  space  laid  out 
nicely  as  a  promenade,  bordered  by  houses, 
which  I  found  on  inquiry  is  known  as  the 
Trifl,  a  word  denoting  pasturing  ground  for 
cattle,  and  now  little  used  outside  of  Switzer- 
land. In  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of 
the  station  my  eye  was  at  once  caught  by  a 
block  of  buildings  on  the  left-hand,  which  I 
at  first  thought  might  be  the  stables  belong- 
ing to  the  Schloss,  but  which  turned  out  to 
be  the  prison  and  lunatic  asylum  in  one. 
"  A  singular  conjunction,"  said  I  to  myself, 
and  wondered  whether  mere  convenience  or 
some  principle  had  dictated  the  arrange- 
ment. If  the  latter  it  would  be  a  curious  bit 
of  the  history  of  human  thought  on  moral 
questions  embodied  in  a  building.  But  I 
must  not  indulge  in  speculation ;  my  business 
is  to  describe  Celle. 

Close  to  the  town  proper  the  Trift  joins 
the  grounds  of  the  Schloss,  and  one  gets  a 
glimpse  of  the  latter  before  entering  the  main 
street.  There  is  also  a  monument  at  the  end 
of  the  Trift,  which  is  worthy  of  attention. 
The  farther  I  went  on  the  more  cheerful  I 
became,  till,  at  last,  I  said  to  myself,  "  Well, 
certainly,  not  as  bad  as  we  seem."  I  had 
arrived  at  a  town  which  for  quaintness  and 
variety  of  architectural  effects  need  not  fear 
comparison  with  some  of  far  greater  name 
and  pretensions. 

In  taking  a  ramble  through  Celle,  his- 
torical propriety  and  size  alike  suggest 
that  we  start  with  the  Schloss,  or  palace. 
It  is  very  well  placed  on  an  elevation 
in  the  midst  of  nicely  laid  out  grounds, 
with  ornamental  waters  fed  firom  the  river 
Ailer,  that  flows  through  the  town,  and  is 
surrounded  by  a  moat  and  outer  walls.  It 
can  scarcely  be  said  to  strike  one  by  any- 
thing but  Its  size  ;  and  even  for  size  it  is 
nothing  extraordinary.  The  side  facing  the 
town  is  both  the  oldest  (1485),  and,  in  an 
architectural  respect,  the  most  noteworthy. 
On  the  whole  the   outside  has    rather    a 
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desolate  look ;  nor  is  the  inside  much 
better,  I  found  the  entrance  and  the 
courtyard  occupied  by  fowls  belonging  to 
the  Castellan,  and  looking  somewhat  filthy. 
The  long  coTTidois  and  great  rooms  do 
not  invite  one  to  linger  save  for  the  sake 
of  the  stucco  work  in  some  of  the  latter, 
which  was  the  work  of  an  Italian  artist,  and 
is  reputed  to  be  unusually  good.  One  of 
the  heads — that  of  a  Roman  emperor — is  ex- 
cellent, and  reminded  me  so  strongly  of 
Napoleon  that,  but  for  dates,  I  should  have 
thought  it  was  meant  for  him.  The  only  fur- 
niture in  the  rooms  is  some  sent  here  by  the 
present  Emperor  of  Germany — just  enough, 
with  a  few  pictures  and  a  little  old  porcelain, 
to  prevent  the  place  from  looking  utterly 
desolate.  The  "  Pearl  of  the  Palace "  is  the 
chapel ;  but  for  my  feeling  the  word  pearl 
must  be  taken  relatively.  There  is  indeed  a 
good  deal  in  it  worthy  of  admiration,  but  it 
is  scarcely  admirable  either  as  a  room  or  as 
a  cha[>el.  Owing  to  the  disproportionate 
height  of  the  ceiling  it  looks  like  an  elabo- 
rately decorated  well.  Nearly  every  avail- 
able spot  is  covered  with  oil  paintings,  all,  or 
nearly  all,  of  them  by  Martin  van  Voss,  a 
Dutch  painter  of  the  sixteenth  century.  The 
two  wings  of  the  altar-piece,  however,  con- 
taining portraits  of  Ernest  the  Confessor  and 
his  wife,  are  ascribed  to  Cranach,  and  merit 
careful  attention.  A  modem  work,  by  Oes- 
terlein,  represents  the  late  King  and  Queen 
of  Hanover  kneeling.  Most  of  the  paintings 
have  merit,  some  may  be  called  good,  por- 
tions are  even  excellent,  but  as  a  whole  they 
do  not  impress.  The  conception  of  the  devils 
in  the  two  pictures  of  the  Final  Judgment  is, 
to  say  the  least,  pectdiar ;  they  have  swine's 
heads.  The  pulpit  is  a  remarkable  piece  of 
carving,  being  made,  it  is  said,  out  of  one 
krge  block  of  sandstone.  On  the  balustrade 
of  the  stairs  is  a  curious  representation  of 
the  creation  of  Eve.  Adam  is  lying  on  the 
grdund,  whilst  Eve  rises  out  of  his  side,  half 
in  and  half  out,  with  folded  hands  and  looks 
directed  to  God,  who  hovers  just  above, 
dressed  in  white  garments.  It  requires  a 
special  education  to  appreciate  and  enjoy  the 
artistic  qualities  of  some  of  these  old  carvings 
and  paintings,  in  spite  of  their  coarseness 
and  grotesqueness.  If  I  must  tell  the  truth, 
I  was  most  set  a  musing  by  the  least  artistic 
things  in  the  chapel,  namely,  by  two  short  sen- 
tences scratched  on  the  glass  screen  in  front 
of  the  Ducal  pew  in  the  gallery  j  the  one, 
"  Herr  lehre  mich  fromm  seyn"  ("  Lord,  teach 
me  thyfear"),  the  other,  "Die  Gottesfurchtist 
zu  allem  niitie  "  ("  Godliness  is  profitable  unto 


all  things  ").  By  whom  the  latter  words  were 
written  is  uncertain  ;  but  the  former  were  the 
work  of  the  unfortunate  Caroline  Matilda. 
sister  of  our  George  1(1.,  and  Queen  of  Den- 
mark, who  spent  the  closing  years  of  her 
brief  unfortunate  life  at  Celle,  and  was  ac- 
customed to  attend  service  in  the  chapel,  I 
dare  say  the  black-gowned  Lutheran  preacher, 
with  his  extensive  ruff  round  his  neck,  was  as 
often  as  not  very  tedious,  and  she  was  ready 
to  beguile  the  weary  moments  in  the  best  way 
she  could. 

Hers  was  a  sad  story.  Married  when 
only  seventeen  to  the  vicious  and  unprincipled 
Christian  VI.  of  Denmark,  she  was  destined, 
if  not  sold,  to  misfortune.  Beautiful  of  per- 
son and  bright  in  intelligence,  she  at  first 
charmed  her  husband  and  won  the  admira- 
tion of  the  Court.  But  the  former  soon  tired 
of  her,  and  the  intrigues  of  two  Queens 
Dowager,  one  the  grandmother,  the  other  the 
stepmother  of  the  Kin^,  by  both  of  whom 
the  marriage  had  been  disliked  and  apposed, 
shortly  converted  seeming  friends  into 
enemies.  Being  of  a  lively  temperament,  the 
young  queen  gave  incautious  vent  to  her 
feelings,  and  thus  intensified  her  difficulties. 
In  addition,  she  was  imprudent  enough  to 
ally  herself  with  Struensee,  the  then  omni* 
potent  favourite  of  the  King,  for  the  purpose 
of  concentrating  the  power  into  their  hands. 
The  result  was  a  counter-plot  of  the  Court 
party  headed  by  the  Queens  Dowager,  the 
overthrow  and  execution  of  Struensee,  and 
her  own  imprisonment.  There  is  little  doubt 
that  but  for  the  energetic  interference  of  the 
English  ambassador,  Caroline  Matilda  would 
have  met  the  same  fate.  After  a  time  she 
was  set  at  liberty  and  allowed  to  settle  at 
Celle,  where  she  died  in  1775,  scarcely 
twenty-four  years  of  age.  In  1784  a  monu- 
ment was  erected  to  her  memory  whicli  still 
ornaments  the  so-called  French  Garden.  The 
rooms  occupied  by  her  are  as  she  left  them, 
with  the  exception  of  having  been  stripped 
of  their  furniture. 

In  another  comer  of  the  Schloss  is  shown 
the  apartment  in  which  Sophia  Dorothea, 
wife  of  George  1.  and  Queen  of  England, 
without  ever  having  been  in  England,  was 
bom.  There  is  a  strange  resemblance  be- 
tween her  career  and  that  of  the  Princess 
just  referred  to.  Beautiful,  amiable,  and  in- 
telligent, after  one  happy  betrothal  had  been 
suddenly  terminated  by  death,  and  a  second 
by  disgraceful  intrigues,she  was  married  to  the 
then  Hereditary  Electoral  Prince  of  Hanover, 
a  man  whose  manners  were  as  brutal  as  his 
morals  were  low.    Through  the  scheming  of 
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her  hasband's  and  the  Elector's  mistresses, 
she  fell  under  the  suspicion  of  holding  im- 
proper relations  to  a  Count  Konigsmark,  and 
after  a  sham  trial  by  a  court  of  venal  officials 
was  sentenced  to  be  divorced.  The  rest  of 
her  days  she  spent  as  a  prisoner  at  the  Castle 
of  Ahlden,  not  far  from  Hanover  and  Celle. 
Count  Kiinigsmark  was  murdered,  according 
to  one  report,  in  the  very  room  and  pre- 
sence of  Sophia  Dorothea. 

I  asked  the  Castellan  very  particularly 
whether  there  were  no  ghost  stories  in  con- 
nection with  the  Schloss ;  but,  to  my  great 
disappointment,  he  said  he  knew  of  none, 
and  thought  it  was  wrong  to-  invent  them. 
Perhaps  this  was  becaose  he  was  a  recent 
comer,  and  a  prosaic  Brandenburger  into  the 
bargain.  If  I  had  had  the  good  fortune  to 
be  guided  about  by  some  old  adherent  of 
the  house  of  Hanover,  who  knows  what 
exciting  accounts  of  white  ladies,  or  the  like, 
I  might  not  have  been  able  to  give  i  A 
place  so  old  as  that,  one  feels,  ought  to  have 
tales  enough  to  make  one's  skin  creep  and 
one's  hair  stand  on  end.  The  only  thing 
about  the  place  with  the  slightest  savour  of 
mystery  is  an  underground  passage  said  to 
lead  from  below  the  stage  of  the  palace 
theatre  to  Wienhausen,  some  miles  distant 
from  Celle ;  but  my  prosaic  guide  assured 
me  that  if  the  passage  existed  at  all  it  cer- 
tainly did  not  extend  farther  than  to  the 
market-place  —  which  reduced  it  to  very 
commonplace  dimensions. 

From  the  Schloss  wc  will  go  to  the  prin- 
cipal church.  The  outside  has  decidedly  a 
mean  appearance,  which  is  rather  intensified 
than  improved  by  the  new  windows  of  yellow 
brick,  which  had  to  be  put  in  some  time  ago. 
It  dates  probably  in  its  present  form  from 
the  fourteenth  century,  and  is  Italian  in 
style.  The  vaulted  ceiling  of  the  nave  rests 
OQ  six  Corinthian  pillars,  and  on  each  of 
them  is  an  apostle  hewn  in  stone.  The 
front  of  the  gallery  is  decorated  with  paint- 
ings representing  scenes  from  the  Old  and 
New  Testament.  Amongst  them  we  find 
Samson  carrying  the  huge  gates  of  Gaza  on 
his  shoulders,  and  David  wielding  the  sword 
of  Goliath,  which  is  much  bigger  than  him- 
self. Across  the  choir,  where  it  joins  the 
nave,  is  a  straight  beam  with  a  cniahx  on  it, 
and  statues  of  John  and  Mary  on  each  side 
—not  a  very  artistic  arrangement.  Round 
the  choir  arc  numerous  monuments  of  the 
Dukes  of  firunswick-Liineburg  in  the  usual 
style — a  style  which,  to  my  feeling,  is  neither 
beautiful  nor  impressive.  Some  of  them  are 
no  doubt  very  costly;  some  of  them  have 


also  good  features,  but  they  are  as  far  from 
being  striking  in  themselves  as  they  are  from 
adding  to  the  beauty  of  the  church.  Beneath 
the  choir  is  the  burial  crypt  of  the  ducal  family, 
into  which  I  advise  none  to  descend,  for 
they  will  find  nothing  but  some  twenty  large 
and  small  zinc  and  copper  cofiins  set  down 
in  a  higgledy-piggledy  way.  I  thought  to 
myself,  if  I  had  been  a  duke,  and  had  deemed 
it  proper  to  have  a  crypt,  I  would  have  had 
it  arranged  so  as  to  present  an  appearance 
of  order  and  dignity.  StiU,  some  of  the 
inscriptions  are  interesting.  For  example, 
those  on  the  colfin  of  William,  the  last  duke 
of  the  Harburg  line  : — 

"  He  fein  ootdULtli  whc  conaucri  life ; " 

and — 

KoaiiiDu]  omne  peiit,  quod  full,  «t  et  arit;*' 

which  enigmatic  words  we  shall  leave  as  a 
nut  for  curious  readers  to  crack,  or  get 
cracked  by  their  learned  friends.  My  desire 
to  see  the  crypt  gave  my  female  guide  an 
opportunity  of  speaking,  which  she  had 
scarcely  found  before,  for  she  informed  me, 
with  noteworthy  decision  of  tone,  that  to 
see  it  cost  two  marks,  and  that  she  woiild  be 
obliged  if  1  at  once  handed  them  to  her,  which, 
being  unwilling  to  distress  her  mind,  I  at 
once  did.  Hereupon  I  escaped  into  the 
open  air  a^n,  with,  I  confess,  a  feeling  of 
relief,  to  see  the  green  trees  around  the 
church,  the  sunshine,  and  the  market-women 
and  housekeepers  of  the  town  chaffering 
and  haggling  over  the  turnips,  kohlrabi,  and 
chenies,  and  other  market  stuff.  What  is 
there  more  dead  than  that  which  ought  to 
produce  the  impression  of  the  intensest  life 
— a  dead  church  ?  And  I  should  fear  that 
the  religious  life  of  Celle  is  not  much  tm- 
like  its  principal  church — that  it  has  a  de- 
cayed, musty,  and  ancient,  though  not 
venerable,  look. 

As  there  is  nothing  specially  worthy  of 
notice  in  the  remaining  six  churches  and 
other  public  buildings,  we  will  take  a  glance 
at  the  streets.  Most  of  the  houses  are  of 
the  same  style — the  style  which  prevails  in 
Brunswick,  Niimberg,  and  other  cities  of  the 
same  character — a  sort  of  Gothic,  timbered, 
and  with  high  gables  turned  to  the  street, 
each  story  overhanging  the  lower  one.  But 
the  variety  of  design,  both  as  to  general  out- 
line and  detail,  within  the  limits  of  the  style, 
is  extraordinary.  I  question  whether,  in  the 
old  town,  any  one  house  is  an  exact  repeti- 
tion of  any  other.  The  ingenuity  shown  in 
overcoming  difliculties,  in  taking  advantage 
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of  nooks  and  comers,  in  introducing  oriel 
windows,  and  so  forth,  is  admirable.  I 
could  not  but  think  of  the  long  rows  of 
houses  all  designed  exactly  after  one  model, 
that  model,  too,  execrable  in  taste,  and  built 
badly  into  the  bargain^  which  are  the  most 
striking  characterteristic  of  nearly  all  our 
English  towns. 

A  peculiar  feature  of  the  street  architec- 
ture of  Celle  is  the  prevalence  of  inscrip- 
tions on  the  cross  beams  of  thegables.  One 
finds  them  occasionally  elsewhere  ;  but  here 
they  are  the  rule.  Many  simply  record  the 
name  of  the  original  owner  and  his  wife,  with 
the  date  at  which  the  house  was  built 
Most  of  them  consist  of  a  passage  firom 
Scripture,  or  of  part  of  a  verse  of  a  hymn, 
occasionally  in  Latin,  generally  in  Ceiman  ; 
as  for  example,  "Si  Deus  pro  nobis,  cjuis 
contra  nos  ?  "  "  If  God  be  for  us  who  can  be 
against  us  ?  "  or  "  Unless  the  Lord  build  the 
house  they  labour  in  vain  that  build  it ; "  or 
"  The  Lord  bless  thine  outgoing  and  thine 
incoming ; "  or  "  Commit  thy  ways  unto  the 
Lord;."  or  the  rhyme — 


We  need  not  assume  that  every  one  who  had 
a  pious  sentiment  thus  inscribed  on  his  house 
was  a  thoroughly  pious  man.  Fashions 
prevail  in  these  as  in  other  matters.  It  is 
the  custom,  for  example,  with  some  manufac- 
turers of  account  books  in  Germany  to  print  on 
the  first  blank  page  in  large  letters  with  end- 
less flourishes  "  Mit  Gott,"  "With  God;"  but 
any  one  noticing  such  a  book  in  a  counting- 
house  might  reason  very  falsely  if  he  con- 
cluded that  its  owner  was  a  man  who  began 
and  ended  everything  with  God, 

Here  and  there,  however,  I  found  inscrip- 
tions so  characteristic  that  they  were  probably 
the  outcome  of  actual  experience  or  feeling. 


Amongst  these  was  the  following:  "Non 
tentatus,  Non  Chtistianus,"  "Not  tempted, 
not  a  Christian,"  profoundly  true,  as  doubtless 
meant :  for  who  knows  the  value  of  Ciuist 
who  has  not  felt  the  soreness  of  temptation  ? 
What  a  haughty  spirit  reveals  itself  in  this — 
"  Malo  invidiam  quam  Misericordiam,"  "  I'd 
rather  be  envied  than  pitied  I "  Another  one 
which  ran,  "Those  who  saw  my  former 
house  know  well  that  I  have  built  this  lirom 
necessity  and  not  tor  pleasure,"  suggested 
to  me  diat  even  in  the  sixteenth  century  it 
may  have  been  true  that  "Wise  men  buy 
and  fools  build,"  as  people  say  now-a-days. 
The  last  I  shall  quote  is  in  some  respects  die 
strongest,  and  seems  to  indicate  either  that 
the  builder  was  of  a  very  unhealthy  mind,  or 
was  surrounded  by  bad  neighbours : — "  O 
God,  how  happens  it  that  lliey  hate  me  to 
whom  I  have  done  nothing,  and  that  they 
who  grudge  me  everything  and  give  me 
nothing,  are  yet  obliged  to  endure  that  I  live?" 
And  such  is  Celle.  An  interesting  place, 
but  rather  like  a  stranded  galleon  I  It  has 
had  no  really  bright  days  since  the  death  of 
the  Queen  of  Denmark,  whose  little  court 
revived  for  a  while  the  remembrance  of  dd 
gloiy  and  dignity.  Now  it  is  as  it  were  dead 
alive ;  especially  since  the  recent  removal  of 
the  Court  of  Appeal  to  Leipdg.  The  remark 
was  made  to  me  repeatedly,  in  a  melancholj 
kind  of  way,  "  There  is  nothing  doing  here." 
It  is  just  the  place  to  which  supernumeraries, 
pensioners,  and  people  of  smaU  fortune  may 
retire  to  spend  the  remainder  of  their  days  in 
quiet  dreaming  of  old  pleasures  and  acdvides. 
One  might  fancy  the  ciy  of  Tennyson's  Lotos 
£aters  rising  from  its  midst : — 

"  All  thioEi  luTC  nttrud  ripen  toinicd  tlw  gisTS 
In  tUcDce :  ripen,  £k11,  and  cms : 
Giia  ni  long  leit  or  duth.  dark  death  or  dreuntol  eua. 
Uawmxt.  .  .  . 

To  lend  oui  heartf  ud  iptriU  wholU 
To  Um  indoence  of  aild-mmdal  mducbolrt 

Tlie  liopH  and  Joji,  the  toU)  aad  idMinm  of  tbe  puL" 


A  WAYSIDE  SERMON  IN  PALESTINR 

Bt  professor  ROBERTSON. 

THE  FOUNTAtK   OF   LIFE. 

"WithThmii  thofonnliiB  of  life-"— P».  i»itI.  9.  ? 

valleys   and    hills 


IN  contrast  with  the  land  of  Egypt,  from 
which  they  had  come  out,  the  land  which 
the  Israelites  were  going  in  to  possess  was 
described  as  "  a  land  of  brooks  of  water,  of 
fountains    and   depths. that  spring  out  of 


{Deut.  viii.   7).      And 

nothing  could  be  more  striking  than  the  dif- 
ference in  the  water-supply  of  the  two  coun- 
tries, arising  from  very  different  physical 
features,  and  producing  an  equally  marked 


A  WAYSIDE  SERMON  IN  PALESTINE. 


703 


difference  in  cultivation,  Palestine,  like 
Egypt,  has  its  one  great  river,  but  owing  to 
the  great  depth  of  the  valley  in  which  the 
Jordan  flows  its  infiuence  extends  only  for  & 
very  limited  space,  and  the  land  in  general 
depends  for  its  life  on  the  fountains  and 
depths  that  spring  in  valley  and  hill.  In 
the  winter  season,  it  is  true,  the  land  "  drink- 
eth  water  of  the  rain  of  heaven,"  and  streams 
"are  sent  forth  into  the  valleys  and  run 
among  the  hills."  Pools  and  cisterns,  also, 
are  used  to  preserve  water  against  the  time 
of  drought,  for  the  wet  season  lasts  only  from 
November  till  May ;  yet  when  the  rains  are 
over  and  gone,  when  the  last  snows  have 
melted  on  the  heights  of  Hermon,  when  the 
last  aWf  has  ceased  to  send  down  its  stream 
to  the  plains,  when  all  the  pools  are  dried  up 
and  the  cisterns  hold  do  more  water,  the  land 
ceases  not  to  receive  its  blessing,  for  it  is 
refreshed  by  the  fountains  of  life. 

Some  travellers,  indeed,  on  visiting  the 
Holy  Land  in  the  dry  season,  have  had  their 
expectations  in  this  respect  sadly  disap- 
pointed, for  in  many  parts  of  the  country  in 
summer  the  heaven  above  seems  to  be  brass, 
and  the  earth  beneath  the  feet  iron.  It  is 
a  mistake,  however,  to  expect  in  such  a 
country  the  same  abundance  of  water  as  is 
to  be  found  in  higher  latitudes.  It  is  quite 
probable,  also,  that  when  the  country  was 
more  thickly  wooded  and  better  cultivated 
the  water  supply  was  more  abundant  than  it  is 
in  these  days.  Yet,  even  at  the  present  time, 
there  is  a  sufficient  number  of  permanent 
springs  to  justify  the  strong  contrast  drawn 
between  Palestine  and  the  land  of  Egypt,  and 
to  show  the  point  of  the  lament  in  the  book 
of  Jeremiah,  "  They  have  forsaken  me  the 
fountain  of  living  waters,  and  hewed  them 
out  cisterns,  broken  cisterns,  that  can  hold 
no  water  "  (jer.  ii.  13).  In  a  circuit  of  eight 
or  ten  miles  around  Jerusalem,  and  not 
reckoning  the  fountains  of  the  city  itself, 
Robinson  enumerates  thirty  perennial  springs; 
the  town  of  NablQs,  in  its  luxuriant  valley 
betn-een  Ebal  and  Gerizim,  has  no  less  than 
eighty  overflowing  fountains;  and  the  fre- 
quent recurrence  of  the  word  £n  (the  equi- 
valent for  "  fountain  ")  in  the  names  of  towns 
and  villages  testifies  to  the  great  number  of 
places  that  have,  ^  had,  permanent  sources 
of  this  kind. 

It  is  particularly  remarkable  that  all  the 
rivers,  not  only  of  Palestine,  but  of  the  ad- 
jacent country  of  Syria,  are  not  made  up  of 
a  great  number  of  small  streams,  which  in 
summer  would  be  dried  up  before  they  could 
come  together,  but  are  tlie  result  of  one  or 


more  powerful  springs,  from  which  they  issue 
full  grown  at  their  birth.  The  Jordan,  for 
example,  has  its  origin  in  three  sucJi  sources, 
each  of  which  sends  forth  a  complete  river  at 
one  volume.  At  Tell-el-Kady  there  is,  as  the 
word  tell  signifies,  a  mound  or  httle  hill,  not 
much  elevated  above  the  surrounding  plain, 
on  its  summit  hollowed  out  like  a  cup,  and 
on  its  borders  Mnged  with  a  dense  growth  of 
trees  and  shrubbery,  from  which  a  volume  of 
living  water  wells  up  in  a  powerful  stream, 
and  bursts  away  with  impetuous  haste,  as  il 
knowing  that  the  plain  depended  upon  it  frar 
life.  A  second  source  is  not  far  distant  at 
the  modem  Banias,  the  ancient  Csesarea 
Philippi,  where  Hermon's  southern  extremity 
meets  the  eastern  hills  of  the  plain  of  the 
Hdkh.  A  cavern  in  the  face  ot  the  cliff, 
from  which  in  former  times  the  water  must 
have  issued,  is  now  all  but  effaced ;  yet  from 
beneath  the  fallen  stones  and  rubbish  that 
choke  up  its  entrance  the  watets  find  an 
outlet,  oozing  through  every  pore  for  many 
yards  around,  spreading  themselves  over  the 
gardens  and  terraces  of  the  town,  and  there 
collecting  their  strength,  and  hastening  on  to 
join  the  sister  streams  below.  The  third  and 
highest  source  is  ten  or  twelve  miles  higher 
up,  near  the  town  of  Hasbeza,  from  which  it 
takes  the  name  by  which  it  is  known,  the 
HasbSny. 

The  river  Kishon  also,  though  for  a  con- 
siderable part  of  the  year  it  receives  water 
brought  down  from  various  heights  bounding 
the  plain  of  Ksdraelon,  which  it  drains  to 
the  north-west,  ha^  its  permanent  source  in  a 
strong  spring  at  the  base  of  Carmel,  in  the 
bay  of  Acre.  And  in  the  plain  of  Sharon 
the  river  Aujeh,  next  in  size  to  the  Jordan 
itself,  has  its  source  in  a  perennial  fountain 
at  Ras-ei-'Ain. 

Hence  we  can  understand  the  special  sig- 
nificance of  the  language  of  the  sacred  writers 
when  they  compared  life  to  living  water  and 
thought  of  God  as  the  Fountain  of  Life. 
There  are  three  ideas,  at  least,  that  we  ob- 
viously associate  with  such  an  expression. 
The  fountain  of  life  is  mysterious  in  its  origin, 
free  and  full  in  its  flow,  life-giving  in  its 
influence. 

:.  Mysterious  in  Us  Origin. — This  is  perhaps 
the  thought  that  first  occurs  to  one  as  he 
stands  by  the  rushing  fountain  pouring  forth 
its  stream  of  life ;  and  the  mystery  has  led 
the  uninstructed  nations  to  curious  conjec- 
tures as  to  the  origin  of  these  fountains,  as 
the.  belief,  for  example,  that  the  waters  of 
Tell-el-Kady  come  firora  Lake  Phiala,  in  the 
mountains  to  the  east,  a  lake  which  would 
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be  exhausted  in  a  few  hours  by  such  a  drain. 
A  few  years  ago  the  engineers  engaged  in 
cODStnictiog  the  water-works  of  the  city  of 
Beyrout  set  themselves  to  the  task  of  ex- 
ploring the  caverns  from  which  issues  the 
permanent  supply  of  the  Dog  River.  After 
great  labour  and  repeated  expeditions  they 
succeeded  in  penetrating  to  a  distance  of 
three-quarters  of  a  mile  into  the  heart  of  the 
mountain ;  but  as  they  passed  onward  from 
lake  to  torrent,  now  under  lofly  dome,  and 
again  through  narrow  and  tortuous  channels, 
the  water  was  undiminished  in  its  volume, 
and  finally  a  roaring  cataract  barred  their 
progress  and  forbade  them  to  search  farther 
into  the  secret  of  the  living  stream. 

So  is  it  that  life,  after  all  our  inquiries  into 
its  nature  and  origin,  remains  hidden  from 
us.  We  are  conscious  of  its  existence,  we 
can  see  its  effects,  but  in  itself  it  is  a  mystery, 
even  as  the  great  Giver  of  it,  the  Fountain  of 
Life,  dwells  in  thick  darkness.  We  can  only 
say,  "  In  His  hand  is  the  teeath  of  all  Jiving." 
In  Him  we  "  live,  and  move,  and  have  our 
being." 

So  is  spiritual  life  as  mysterious  in  its 
essence  though  as  palpable  in  its  effects. 
Whatever  variations  occur  in  the  individual 
experience  or  in  the  history  of  the  Church, 
reviving  is  looked  for  and  obtained  from  the 
one  Unseen  Source ;  but  the  life  itself  is  like 
that  other  potent  but  unseen  influence :  "  The 
wind  bloweth  where  it  listeth,  and  thou  hear- 
est  the  sound  thereof,  but  canst  not  tell 
whence  it  cometh,  and  whither  it  goeth :  so  is 
everyone  that  is  born  of  the  Spirit"  (John 
iii.  8). 

IL  But,  though  mysterious  in  its  source, 
the  fountain  is  free  and  AiU  in  its  flow.  The 
people  of  the  East  call  water  the  "gift  of 
God;  "and  so  throughout  Scripture  the  invi- 
tation is  repeated  in  various  forms:  "Hoi 
every  one  that  thirsteth,  come  ye  to  the 
waters."  "  If  any  man  thirst,  let  him  come 
unto  Me  and  drink."  For  "  the  gift  of  God 
is  eternal  life  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord." 
l^is  stream  of  spintoal  life,  though  in  its 
origin  far  above  the  level  of  human  nature, 
burst  forth  in  our  nature,  and  at  a  level 
within  reach  of  the  poorest  and  the  vilest. 
At  the  lowest  point  of  the  humiliation  of  the 
Son  of  God  it  was  manifested.  Though 
Springing  from  the  bosom  of  the  eternal  hills 
it  runs  in  the  valleys,  and  he  that  would  have 
life  must  first  know  the  power  of  death.  The 
Rock  of  Ages  cleft  for  us  is  the  point  at  which 
we  receive  the  gif^  of  God,  and  we  receive 
it  without  money  and  without  price. 

III.  It  is  life-giving  in  its  influence.    One 


of  the  most  striking  of  all  the  fountains  of 
Syria  is  the  fountain  of  Fijeh,  in  Ante- 
Lebanon,  which  furnishes  at  one  spring  from 
the  solid  rock  three-fourths  of  the  waters  of 
the  river  Barada,  the  ancient  Albana  of  Da- 
mascus. The  traveller  pitched  his  tent  under 
the  walnut-trees  that  overhang  the  fountain  ,: 
lulled  to  sleep  byit  at  night,  he  hears  it  at  ever^' 
waking  hour,  and  when  the  rising  sun  pierces 
through  the  thick  foliage  its  rays  iaH  upon  the 
sparkling  river,  rushing  on  with  undiminished 
strength.  By  night  and  by  day,  wheq  swol- 
len by  the  rains  of  winter,  and  after  all  the 
snow  on  the  highest  heights  has  disappeared, 
for  six  long  months  of  drought,  the  fountain 
pouis  forth  its  stream  of  hfe.  And  the  nod- 
ding oleanders  dip  their  flowered  heads  in 
its  stream,  and  the  poplars  and  walnut-trees 
draw  their  deep  life  from  its  waters,  and  or- 
chards and  gardens  flourish  along  its  banks, 
and  it  scatters  life  and  beauty  wherever  it 
goes.  But  let  us  leave  for  a  little  the  narrow 
valley  in  which  it  holds  its  course,  and  as  we 
bend  off  to  the  left  and  its  sound  fades  away 
on  the  ear,  let  us  observe  how  v^etation 
gets  scantier  and  poorer,  till,  within  sight  and 
almost  within  hearing  of  the  river,  we  stand 
in  a  dry,  parched  wilderness.  Proceeding 
still  across  the  arid  waste  we  reach  the 
summit  of  a.  hill  that  is  burnt  up  by  the  sum- 
mer sun,  and  we  have  before  us  a  view  that 
is  unparalleled  in  the  East,  perhaps  unequalled 
in  the  world.  A  plain  of  vast  extent  is 
bounded  on  all  sides  by  barren  deserts,  but 
in  its  centre,  embedded  in  a  belt  of  living 
green,  is  a  city  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
souls,  for  the  river  is  there,  and  whithersoever 
the  river  comes  there  is  life. 

So  has  the  river  of  God,  which  is  full  of 
water,  made  glad  the  city  of  our  God  from 
age  to  age.  The  fathers  in  old  times  drank 
of  the  rock  that  followed  them,  drawing,  so 
to  speak,,  from  the  river  in  its  rebound  above 
the  spring.  And  down  through  the  Chrisrian 
centuries  we  can  trace  the  course  of  the 
stream  of  life  by  those  trees  of  the  Lord's 
planting,  the  line  of  saints,  and  martyrs,  and 
confessors,  and  by  the  turning  of  the  wilder- 
ness into  the  garden  of  God.  Whether,  as 
before  the  Reformation,  the  stream  of 
spiritual  life  glided  unseen  in  remote  valleys, 
or,  as  in  times  of  revival,  the  river  of  God 
overflowed  all  its  banks,  there  has  ever  been 
a  Church  to  witness  God's  liffr^iving  power, 
of  which  it  may  be  said,  as  was  said  of  that 
"good  land,"  "The  eyes  of  the  Lord  thy  God 
are  upon  it  from  the  beginning  of  the  year, 
even  unto  the  end  of  the  year"  ^Deut.  xi.  la), 
for  it  is  nourished  by  the  fountain  of  life. 
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THE  WORKER,  THE  RATIONALIST,  AND  THE  PR'IEST. 

By  ALEXANDER  MACLAREN,   D.D. 


"  Thne  tmlvo  Jan*  V 

AND  half  of  "these-  twelve"  are  never 
he^  of  again  as  doing  any  work  for 
Christ.  Peter  and  James  and  John  we 
know ;  the  other  James  and  Judas  have 
possibly  left  us  short  letters ;  Matthew  gives 
us  a  Gospel ;  and  of  all  the  rest  no  trace  is 
left.  Some  of  them  are  never  so  much  as 
named  again,  except  in  the  list  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles;  and  none  of 
them  except  the  three  who  "  seemed  to  be 
pillars  "  appear  to  have  been  of  much  impor- 
tance in  the  early  diffusion  of  the  gospel. 

There  are  many  instructive  and  interesting 
points  in  reference  to  the  Apostolate.  Tbe 
number  of  twelve,  in  obvious  allusion  to  the 
tribes  of  Israel,  proclaims  the  eternal  certsunty 
of  the  Divine  promises  to  His  people,  and 
the  dignity  of  the  New  Testament  Church  as 
their  true  heir.  The  ties  of  relationship 
which  knit  so  many  of  the  Apostles  together, 
the  order  of  the  names  varying,  but  within 
certain  limits,  in  the  different  catalogues,  the 
uncultivated  provincial  rudeness  of  most  of 
them,  would  all  afford  material  for  important 
reflections.  But,  perhaps,  not  the  least  im- 
portant fact  about  tbe  Apostolate  is  that  one 
to  which  we  have  referred,  which,  like  the 
names  of  countries  on  the  map,  escapes 
notice  because  it  is  "  writ  so  large  " — namely, 
the  small  place  which  the  Apostles  as  a  body 
fill  in  the  subsequent  narrative,  and  the 
entire  oblivion  into  which  so  many  of  them 
pass  from  the  moment  of  their  appointment 

It  is  to  that  fact  that  we  wish  to  turn 
attention  now.  It  may  suggest  some  con- 
siderations worth  pondering,  and,  among 
other  thingSj  may  help  to  show  the  exaggera- 
tion of  the  functions  of  the  office  by  the 
opposite  extremes  of  priests  and  rationalists. 
The  one  school  makes  it  the  depository  of 
exclusive  supernatural  powers ;  the  other 
regards  it  as  a  master-stroke  of  organization, 
to  which  the  early  rapid  growth  of  Chris- 
tianity was  largely  due.  T^e  facts  seem  to 
show  that  it  was  neither. 

I.  The  first  thought  which  this  peculiar 
and  unexpected  silence  suggests  is  of  the  IVue 
Worker  in  ike  ChurtJ^s  progress. 

The  way  in  which  the  New  Testament 
drops  these  men  is  of  a  piece  with  the  whole 
tone  of  the  Bible.  Throughout,  men  are 
introduced  into  its  narratives  and  allowed  to 
slip  out  with  well-marked  indifference.  No- 
where do   we  get  more  vivid,  penetrating  ^ 


nt  fortli."— Mart.  I.  s. 

portraiture  of  men,  but  nowhere  do  we  see 
such  carelessness  about  following  the  fortunes 
or  completing  the  biographies  even  of  those 
who  have  filled  the  largest  space  in  its  pages. 

Recall,  for  example,  tlie  way  in  which  the 
New  Testament  deals  with  "the  very 
chiefest"  Apostles,  the  illustrious  triad  of 
Peter,  James,  and  John.  The  first  escapes 
from  prison ;  we  see  him  hammering  at 
Mary's  door  in  the  grey  of  the  morning,  and 
after  brief,  eager  talk  with  his  friends  he 
vanishes  to  hide  in  "  another  place,"  and  is 
no  more  heard  of,  except  for  a  moment  at 
the  great  council,  held  in  Jerusalem,  about 
the  admission  of  Gentiles  to  the  Church. 
The  second  of  the  three  is  killed  off  in  a 
parenthesis.  The  third  is  only  seen  twice  in 
the  Book  of  the  Acts,  as  a  silent  companion 
of  Peter  at  a  miracle  and  before  the  Sanhe- 
drim. Remember  how  Paul  is  left  in  his 
own  hired  house,  within  sight  of  trial  and 
sentence,  and  neither  the  original  writer  of 
the  book  nor  any  later  hand  thought  it  worth 
while  to  add  three  lines  to  tell  the  world 
what  became  of  him,  A  strange  way  to 
write  history,  and  a  most  imperfect  narrative, 
surely.  Yes,  unless  there  be  some  pecu- 
liarity in  the  purpose  of  the  book,  which 
explains  this  cold-blooded,  inartistic,  and 
tantalising  habit  of  letting  men  leap  upon  the 
st^e  as  if  they  had  dropped  from  the  clouds, 
and  vanish  from  it  as  abruptly  as  if  they  had 
fallen  through  a  trap^loor. 

Such  a  peculiarity  there  is.  One  of  the 
three  to  whom  we  have  referred  has  explained 
it  in  the  words  with  which  he  doses  his 
Gospel,  words  which  might  stand  for  the 
motto  of  the  whole  book,  "  These  are  written 
that  ye  might  believe  that  Jesus  is  the  Son 
of  God."  The  true  purpose  is  not  to  speak 
of  men  except  in  so  fcirasthey  "bore  witness 
to  that  light"  and  were  illuminated  for  a 
moment  by  contact  with  Him.  From  the 
beginning  the  true  "  Hero  "  of  the  Bible  is 
God ;  its  theme  is  His  self-revelation  culmi- 
nating for  evermore  in  the  Man  Jesus.  All 
other  men  interest  the  writers  only  as  they 
are  subsidiary  or  antagonistic  to  that  revela- 
tion. As  long  as  that  breath  blows  through 
them  they  are  music ;  else  they  are  but  com- 
mon reeds.  Men  are  nothing  except  as 
instruments  and  organs  of  God,  He  is  all, 
and  His  whole  fulness  is  in  Jesus  Christ. 
Christ  is  the  sole  worker  in  the  progress  of 
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His  Church.  That  is  the  teaching  of  all  the 
New  Testament.  The-  thought  is  expressed 
in  the  deepest,  simplest  form  in  His  own 
approachable  woids,  unfathomable  as  they 
are  in  their  depth  of  meaning,  and  inexhaus- 
tible in  their  power  to  strengthen  and  to 
cheer :  "  I  am  the  vine,  ye  are  the  branches, 
vrithout  me  ye  can  do  nothing."  It  shapes 
the  whole  treatment  of  the  history  in  the  so- 
called  "Acts  of  the  Apostles,"  which  by  its 
very  first  sentence  proclaims  itself  to  be  the 
Acts  of  the  ascended  Jesus,  "the  former 
treatise  "  being  declared  to  have  had  for  its 
subject  "all  that  Jesus  dtgan  to  do 
teach  "  while  on  earth,  and  this  treatise  being 
manifestly  the  continuance  of  the  same 
theme,  and  the  record  of  the  heavenly  activity 
of  the  Lord.  So  the  thought  runs  through  all 
the  book  :  "  The  help  that  is  done  on  earth, 
He  does  it  all  himselt" 

So  let  US  think  of  Him  and  of  His  relation 
to  us  as  well  as  to  that  early  Church.  His 
continuous  energy  is  pouring  down  on  us  if 
we  will  accept  it.  Irt  us,  /t>r  us,  6y  us  He 
works.  "  My  Father  worketh  hitherto,"  said 
He  when  here,  "  and  I  work ; "  and  now, 
exalted  on  high,  He  has  passed  into  that 
same  Divine  Repose,  which  is  at  the  same 
time  the  most  energetic  Divine  Activity.  He 
is  all  in  all  to  His  people.  His  is  all  their 
strength,  wisdom,  and  righteousness.  They 
are  but  the  clouds  irradiated  by  the  sun  and 
bathed  in  its  brightness ;  He  is  the  light 
which  flames  in  their  grey  mist  and  turns  it 
to  a  glory.  They  are  but  the  belts  and 
cranks  and  wheels ;  He  is  the  power.  They 
are  but  the  channel,  muddy  and  dry  ;  He  is 
the  flashing  life  that  fills  it  and  makes  it  a 
joy.  They  are  the  body;  He  is  the  soul 
dwelling  in  every  part  to  save  it  from  corrup- 
tion and  give  movement  and  warmth, 

■■  Tbon  art  the  orgas,  vboH  hll  bnatk  It  tbindet ; 
1  am  th«  keji,  SflDuth  Iby  £dgen  pxcHed." 

If  this  be  true,  how  it  should  deliver  us 
from  all  over-estimate  of  men,  to  which  our 
human  affections  and  our  feeble  faith  tempt 
us  so  sorely !  There  is  one  man,  and  one 
man  only,  whose  biography  is  a  "  Gospel," 
who  owes  nothing  to  circumstances,  and  who 
originates  the  power  which  he  wields — one 
who  is  a  new  banning,  and  has  changed 
the  whole  current  of  human  history,  one  to 
whom  we  are  right  to  bring  the  offerings  of 
the  gold,  and  incense,  and  myrrh  of  our 
hearts,  and  wills,  and  minds,  which  it  is 
blasphemy  and  degradation  to  lay  at  the 
feet  of  any  others.  We  may  utterly  love, 
trust,  and  obey  Jesus  Christ.  We  dare  not 
do  so  to  any  others.     The  inscription  written 


over,  the  whole  book,  that  it  may  be  trans- 
cribed on  our  whole  nature,  is,  "  No  man 
any  mote  save  Jesus  only." 

If  this  thought  be  true,  what  confidence  it 
ought  to  give  us  as  we  think  of  the  tasks 
and  fortunes  of  the  Church  I  If  we  think 
only  of  the  difficulties  and  of  the  enormous 
task  before  us,  so  disproportioned  to  our 
weak  powers,  we  shall  be  disposed  to  agree 
with  our  enemies,  who  talk  as  if  Christianity 
was  on  the  point  of  perishing,  as  they  have 
been  doing  ever  since  it  began.  But  the 
outlook  is  wonderfully  different  when  we 
take  Christ  into  the  account.  We  are  very 
apt  to  leave  him  out  of  the  reckoning.  But 
one  man  with  Christ  to  back  him  is  always 
in  the  majority.  He  flings  his  sword  claw- 
ing into  the  scale,  and  it  weighs  down  all 
that  is  in  the  other.  The  walls  are  very  lofty 
and  strong,  and  the  besiegers  few  and  weak, 
badl^  armed,  and  quite  unfit  for  the  assault ; 
but  if  we  lift  our  eyes  high  enough,  we,  too, 
shall  see  a  man  with  a  drawn  sword  over 
against  us,  and  out  hearts  may  leap  up  in 
assured  confidence  of  victory  as  we  recognise 
in  Him  the  Captain  of  the  Lord's  Host,  who 
has  already  overcome,  and  wiU  make  us 
valiant  in  fight  and  more  than  conquerors. 

When  conscious  of  our  own  weakness, ' 
and  tempted  to  think  of  our  taak  as  heavy, 
or  when  complacent  in  our  own  power,  and 
tempted  to  regard  our  task  as  easy,  let  us 
think  of  His  ever-present  work  in  and  for 
His  people  till  it  braces  us  for  all  duty,  and 
rebukes  our  easy-going  idleness.  Surely 
from  that  thought  of  the  active  ascended 
Christ  may  come  to  many  of  His  slothful 
followers  the  pleading  question,  as  from  His 
own  hps,  ''Dost  thou  not  care  that  thou  hast 
left  me  to  serve  alone  ? "  Surely  to  us  all  it 
should  bring  inspiration  and  strength,  courage 
and  confidence,  deliverance  from  man,  and 
elevation  above  the  reverence  of  blind  im- 
personal forces.  Surely  we  may  all  lay  to 
heart  the  grwid  lesson  that  union  with  Him 
is  OUT  only  strength,  and  oblivion  of  ourselves 
our  highest  wisdom.  Surely  he  has  best 
learned  his  true  place  and  the  worth  of 
Jesus  Christ  who  abides  with  unmoved 
humility  at  His  feet,  and,  like  the  lonely  lowly 
forerunner,  puts  away  all  temptations  to  self- 
assertion  while  joyfilly  accepting  it  as  the  law 
of  his  Ufe  to 

"  7uIb  in  tbe  Uebt  of  tbe  pUneb  he  loei. 
To  fade  in  hu  lots  ud  to  dii." 

Blessed  be  he  who  is  glad  to  say,  "  He 
must  increase,  I  must  decrease  !  " 

II.  This  same  silence  of  Scripture  as  to  so 
many  of  the  Apostles  may    be  taken  .as 
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suggesting  what  the  real  work  of  these 
delegated  workers  was. 

It  certainly  seems  very  strange  that  if  they 
were  the  possessors  of  such  extraordinary 
powers  as  the  Sacramentarian  theory  implies, 
we  should  hear  so  little  of  them  in  the  narra- 
tive. The  silence  of  Scripture  about  them 
goes  a  long  way  to  discredit  such  ideas, 
while  it  is  entirely- accordant  with  a  more 
modest  view  of  the  Apostolic  office. 

What  was  an  Apostle's  function  during 
the  life  of  Christ?  One  of  the  evangelists 
divides  it  into  three  portions — "  to  be  with 
Jesus,  to  preach  the  kingdom,  to  cast  out 
devils  and  to  heal."  There  is  nothing  in 
these  offices  peculiar  to  them.  The  seventy 
had  miraculous  powers  too,  and  some  at 
least  were  our  Lord's  companions  and 
preachers  of  His  kingdom  who  were  simple 
disciples.  What  was  an  Apostle's  function 
after  the  resurrection  ?  Peter's  words,  on 
proposing  the  election  of  a  new  apostle, 
lay  down  the  duty  as  simply  "  to  bear  wit- 
ness  of  that  resurrection."  Not  supernatural 
channels  of  mysterious  grace,  not  lords  over 
God's  heritage,  not  even  leaders  of  the 
Church,  but  bearers  of  a  testimony  to  the  great 
historical  fact,  on  the  acceptance  of  which  all 
belief  in  an  historical  Christ  depended  then 
and  depends  now,  £ach  of  the  greater 
of  the  Apostles  is  penetrated  with  the  same 
thought.  Paul  disclaims  anything  beside  in  his 
*'  Not  I,  but  the  grace  of  God  in  me."  Peter 
thrusts  the  question  at  the  staring  crowd, 
"  Why  look  ye  on  us  as  though  by  our  power 
or  holiness  we  had  made  this  man  to  walk  ?  " 
John,  in  his  calm  way,  tells  his  children  at 
Ephesus,  "Ye  need  not  that  any  man  teach 
you." 

Such  an  idea  of  the  Apostolic  office  is  far 
more  reasonable  and  accordant  with  Scripture 
than  a  figment  about  unexampled  powers  and 
authority  in  the  Church.  It  accounts  for  the 
qualifications  as  stated  in  the  same  address, 
which  merely  secure  the  validity  of  their  testi- 
mony. The  one  thing  that  must  be  found 
in  an  Apostle  was  that  he  should  have  been 
in  familiar  intercourse  with  Christ  during  His 
earthly  life,  both  before  and  after  His  resur- 
rection, in  order  that  he  might  be  able  to 
say,  I  knew  Him  well;  I  know  that  He  died; 
I  know  that  He  rose  again ;  I  saw  Him  go 
up  to  heaven.  For  such  a  work  there  was 
no  need  for  men  of  commanding  power. 
Plain,  simple,  honest  men  who  had  the 
requisite  eye-witness  were  sufficient.  The 
guidance  and  the  missionary  work  of  the 
Church  need  not  necessarily  be  in  their  hands, 
and,  in  fact,  does  not  seem  to  have  been.    In 


harmony  with  this  view  of  the  office  and  its 
requisites,  we  find  that  Paul  rests  the  validity 
ol  his  Apostolate  on  the  fact  that  "  He  was 
seen  of  me  also,"  and  regards  that  vision 
as  his  true  appointment  which  left  him  not 
"  one  whit  behind  the  very  chiefest  apostles." 
Miraculous  gifts  indeed  they  had,  and  mi- 
raculous gifts  they  imparled ;  but  in  both 
instances  others  shared  their  powers  with 
them.  It  was  no  apostle  who  laid  his  hands 
on  the  blinded  Saul  in  that  house  in  Damas- 
cus and  said,  "  Receive  the  Holy  Ghost," 
An  apostle  stood  by  passive  and  wondering 
when  the  Holy  Ghost  fell  on  Cornelius  and  ' 
his  comrades.  In  reality  Apostolic  succession 
is  absurd,  because  there  is  nothing  to  succeed 
to,  except  what  cannot  be  transmitted,  pter- 
sonal  knowledge  of  the  reality  of  the  resur- 
rection of  Jesus  Christ.  To  establish  that 
fact  as  indubitable  history  is  to  lay  the 
foundation  of  the  Christian  Church,  and  the 
twelve  plain  men  who  did  that  need  no 
superstitious  mist  around  them  to  magnify 
their  greatness. 

In  so  far  as  any  succession  to  them  or 
any  devolution  of  their  office  is  possible, 
all  Christian  men  inherit  it,  for  to  bear 
witness  of  the  living  power  of  the  risen 
Lord  is  still  the  office  and  honour  of  every 
believing  soul.  It  is  still  true  that  the 
sharpest  weapon  which  any  man  can  wield 
for  Christ  is  the  simple  addudng  of  his  own 
personal  experience.  "  That  which  we  have 
seen  and  handled  wc  declare"  is  still  the  best 
form  into  which  otir  preaching  can  be  cast. 
And  such  a  voice  every  man  and  woman 
who  has  found  the  sweetness  and  tbe  power 
of  Christ  filling  their  own  souls,  is  bound — 
rather  let  us  say  is  privileged— to  lift  up : 
"This  honour  have  all  the  saints."  Christ 
is  the  true  worker,  and  all  our  work  is  but 
to  proclaim  Him,  and  what  He  has  done  and 
is  doing  for  ourselves  and  for  all  men. 

III.  We  may  gather  too  the  lesson  othow 
often  faithful  work  is  unrecorded  arid  forgotten. 

No  doubt  those  Apostles  who  have  no 
place  in  the  history  toiled  honestly  and  did 
their  Lord's  commands,  and  oblivion  has 
swallowed  it  all.  Bartholomew  and  "Leb- 
baeus,  whose  surname  was  Thaddeus,"  and 
the  rest  of  them  have  no  place  in  the  record, 
and  their  obscure  work  has  faded,  faithful 
and  good  as  certainly  it  was. 

So  it  will  be  sooner  or  later  with  us  all. 
For  most  of  us,  our  service  has  to  be  un- 
noticed and  unknown,  and  the  memory  of 
our  poor  work  will  live  perhaps  for  a  year 
or  two  in  the  hearts  of  some  few  who  loved 
us,  but  will  fade  wholly  when  they  follow 
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us  into  the  silent  knd.  Well,  be  it  so;  we 
shall  sleep  none  the  less  sweetly,  though  none 
be  talking  about  us  over  our  heads.  The 
world  ha.s  a  short  memory,  and,  as  the  years 
go  on,  the  list  that  it  has  to  recnembei  grows 
so  crowded  that  it  is  harder  and  harder  to 
find  room  to  write  a  new  name  on  it,  or  to 
read  the  old.  The  letters  on  the  tomb- 
stones are  soon  erased  by  the  feet  that  tramp 
across  the  churchyard.  AH  that  matters 
Tcry  little.  The  notoriety  of  our  work  is  of 
no  consequence.  The  earnestness  and  ac- 
curacy with  which  we  stnlce  our  blow  is  all 
important ;  but  it  matters  nothing  how  far 
it  echoes.  It  is  not  the  heaven  of  heavens 
to  be  talked  about,  nor  does  a  man's  life 
consist  in  the  abundance  of  newspaper  or 
other  paragraphs  about  him.  "  The  love  of 
fame"  is,  no  doubt,  sometimes  found  in 
"minds"  otherwise  "noble,"  but  in  itself  is 
very  much  the  reverse  of  noblel  We  shall 
do  our  work  best,  and  be  saved  from  much 
festering  anxiety  which  corrupts  our  purest 
service  and  fevers  our  serenest  thoughts,  if 
we  once  lairly  make  up  our  minds  to  working 
unnoticed  and  unknown,  and  determine  that 
whether  our  post  be  a  conspicuous  or 
obscure  one  we  shall  fill  it  to  the  utmost 
of  our  power ;  careless  of  praise  or  censure, 
because  our  judgment  is  with  our  God;  care- 
less whether  we  are  unknown  or  well  known, 
because  we  are  known  altogether  to  Him. 

The  m^jnitude  of  our  work  in  men's  eyes 
is  as  little  important  as  the  noise  of  it.  Christ 
gave  all  the  Apostles  their  tasks— to  some  of 
them  to  found  the  Gentile  churches,  to  some 
of  them  to  leave  to  all  generations  precious 
teaching,  to  some  of  them  none  of  these 
things.  What  then?  Were  the  Peters  and 
the  Johns  more  highly  favoured  than  the 
others?  Was  their  work  greater  in  His  sight? 
Not  so.  To  Him  all  service  done  from  the 
same  motive  is  the  same,  and  His  measure  of 
excellence  is  the  quantity  of  love  and  spiritual 
force  in  our  deeds,  not  the  width  of  the  area 
over  which  they  spread.  An  estuary  that 
goes  wandering  over  miles  of  shallows  may 
have  less  water  in  it,  and  may  creep  more 
languidly,  than  the  torrent  that  thunders 
through  some  narrow  gorge.  The  deeds 
that  stand  highest  on  the  records  in  heaven 
are  not  those  which  we  vulgarly  call  great. 
Many  "  a  cup  of  cold  water  only  "  will  be 
found  to  have  been  rated  h^her  there  than 
jewelled  golden  chalices  brimming  with  rare 
wines.  God's  treasures,  where  He  keeps 
His  children's  gifts,  will  be  like  many  a 
mother's  secret  store  of  relics  oi  her  children, 
full  of  things  of  no  value,  what  the  world 


calls  "  trash,"  but  precious  in  His  eyes  for 

the  love's  sake  that  was  in  them. 

AH  service  which  is  done  for  the  same 
motive  in  the  same  force  is  of  the  same 
worth  in  His  eyes.  It  does  not  matter 
whether  you  have  the  gospel  in  a  penny 
Testament  printed  on  thin  paper  with  black 
ink  and  done  up  in  cloth,  or  in  an  illuminated 
missal  glowing  in  gold  and  colour,  painted 
with  loving  care  on  fair  parchment,  and 
bound  in  jewelled  ivory.  And  so  it  matters 
little  about  the  material  or  the  scale  in  which 
we  express  our  devotion  and  our  aspirations ; 
all  depends  on  what  we  copy,  not  on  the 
size  of  the  canvas  on  which,  or  on  the 
material^in  which,  we  copy  it.  "Small  service 
is  true  service  while  it  lasts,"  and  the  un- 
noticed insignificant  servants  may  do  work 
every  whit  as  good  and  noble  as  the  most 
widely  known,  to  whom  have  been  intrusted 
by  Christ  tasks  that  mould  the  ages. 

IV.  Finally,  we  may  add  that  forgotten 
■work  is  remembered,  and  unrecorded  names  are 


The  names  of  these  almost  anonymous 
Aposdes  have  no  place  in  the  records  of  the 
advancement  of  the  Church  or  of  the  de- 
velopment of  Christian  doctrine.  They  drop 
out  of  the  narrative  after  the  list  in  the  first 
chapter  of  the  Acta.  But  we  do  hear  of 
them  once  more.  In  that  last  vision  of  the 
^reat  city  which  the  seer  beheld  descend- 
mg  from  God,  we  read  that  in  its  "  founda- 
tions were  the  names  of  the  twelve  apostles 
of  the  Lamb."  All  were  graven  there — the  . 
inconspicuous  names  carved  on  no  record  of 
earth,  as  well  as  the  familiar  ones  cut  deep 
in  the  rock  to  be  seen  of  all  men  for  ever. 

At  the  least  that  grand  image  may  tell  us 
that  when  the  perfect  state,  of  the  Church  is 
realised,  the  work  which  these  twelve  men 
did  when  their  testimony  laid  its  foundation, 
will  be  for  ever  associated  with  their  names. 
Unrecorded  on  earth,  they  are  written  in 
heaven. 

The  forgotten  work  and  workers  are 
remembered  by  Christ.  His  faithful  heart  and 
all-seeing  eye  keep  them  ever  in  view.  The 
world,  and  the  Church  whom  these  humble 
men  helped,  may  forget,  yet  will  not  He 
foiget.  From  whatever  muster-roll  of  bene- 
factors and  helpers  their  names  may  be 
absent,  they  will  be  in  His  list.  The  Apostle 
Paul,  in  his  epistle  to  the  Philippians,  has  a 
saying  in  which  his  delicate  courtesy  is 
beautifully  conspicuous,  where  he  half  apolo- 
gizes for  not  sending  his  greetings  "  to 
others  my  fellow-workers "  by  name,  and 
reminds  them  that  however  their  names  may 
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be  unwritten  in  his  letter,  'thcf  have  been 
inscribed  by  a.  mightier  hand  on  2  better 
page,  and  "  are  in  the  Lamb's  book  of  life." 
It  matter!)  very  little  from  what  record  oms 
may  te  absent,  to  long  as  they  are  found 
there.  Let  us  rejoice  that,  though  we  may 
live  obscure  and  die  fot^^otten,  we  may  have 
our  names  written  on  the  breastplate  of  our 
High  Priest  as  He  stands  in  the  Holy  Place, 
the  breastplate  which  lies  dose  to  His 
heart  of  love,  and  is  fixed  to  His  ann  of 
power. 

The  forgotten  and  uniecorded  work  lives 
too  in  the  great  whole.  The  fruit  of  our 
labour  may  perhaps  not  be  separable  from 
that  of  others,  any  more  than  the  sowers  can 
go  into  the  reaped  harvest-field  and  identify 
the  gathered  ears  which  have  sprung  fiwn 
the  seed  that  they  sowed,  but  it  is  there  all 
the  same ;  and  whosoever  may  be  unable  to 
pick  out  each  man's  share  in  the  blessed 
total  outcome,  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest 
knows,  and  his  accurate  proportionment  of 
individual  reward  to  individual  service  will 
not  mar  the  companionship  in  the  general 
gladness,  when  "  he  that  soweth  and  he 
that  reapeth  shall  rejoice  together," 

The  forgotten  work  will  live,  too,  in  the 
blessed  results  to  the  doers.  \Vhatever  of 
recognition  and  honour  we  may  miss  here, 
we  cannot  be  robbed  of  the  blessing  to  our- 


A  FLOWER 

TELL  me,  why  should  I  love  thee  so  ? 
Not  often  did  I  see 

Thy  face,  or  speak  with  thee, 
Nor  was  it  often  I  might  share 
Thy  thoughts ;  yet  thou  didst  spare 

A  smile  for  me. 
And  on  a  wintry  day  life  seemed  to  grow 

For  me  more  warm  and  bright 

Because  of  that  delight. 
So  has  a  sudden  sunbeam's  soft 
Caressing  radiance  oft 

Startled  my  sight. 
But  cruel  Time  does  ever  mow 

With  that  strange  scythe  of  his 

Now  that  flower,  and  now  this  } 
And  where  thy  face  I  used  to  meet. 
So  guileless  and  so  sweet, 

A  face  I  miss. 
Wherefore  so  early  didst  thou  go 

Out  of  my  reach,  and  fade 

Like  violets  in  the  shade, 
Or  daffodil,  or  frsil  wild  rose 
That  dies  and  never  knows 

The  joy  it  made ; 


selves,  in  the  perpetual  influence  on  oar  own 
character,  of  every  piece  of  faithful  even  if 
imperfect  service.  Habits  are  fonned, 
emotions  deepened,  prindptes  coofinned, 
capacities  enlaced  by  every  deed  done  for 
Christ,  which  make  an  over-measme  <A 
reward  here,  and  in  their  perfect  form  here- 
after are  heaven.  Nothing  done  for  Him 
is  ever  wasted.  "Thon  shall  find  it  after 
many  days."  We  are  all  writing  otir  lives, 
histwies  here,  as  if  with  one  of  these 
"manifold  writers."  A  black  blank  page 
beneath  the  flim^  sheet  on  which  we  write, 
but  presendy  the  black  page  will  be  taken 
away,  and  the  writing  will  stand  out  plain 
on  the  page  bdrind  that  we  did  not  see.  Life 
is  the  filmy  unsubstantial  page  on  irtiich  our 
pen  reste ;  the  black  page  is  death ;  and  the 
page  beneath  is  that  indelible  transcript  of 
our  earthly  actions,  which  we  shall  find 
waiting  for  as  to  read,  with  shame  and  con- 
fusion of  face,  or  with  humble  joy,  in  another 

Then  let  us  do  our  work  for  Christ,  not 
much  careful  whether  it  be  greater  or  smaller, 
obscure  or  conspicuous,  assured  that  who- 
ever forgets  us  and  it  He  will  remember, 
and  however  our  names  may  be  onrecorded 
on  earth  they  will  be  written  in  heaven,  and 
confessed  by  Him  before  His  Father  and  the 
holy  angels. 


OF  THE  FIELD. 

Or  wild  anemones  that  blow 

With  beads  bent  in  the  wind  } — 
So  childlike  was  thy  mind. 

Thy  years,  which  like  a  dream  have  passed, 

A  memory  that  will  last 
Have  left  behind. 

Ah,  dearest  child,  at  heart  I  know 
What  thou  art  fain  to  say ! 
Thoti  hast  not  gone  away 

With  any  rose  or  violet :  thou 

Art  only  entering  now 
God's  summer  day. 

And  while  we,  weeping,  go 

Through  rooms  where  once  there  shone 
Thy  beauty,  bright-haired  one, 

Beholding  only  empty  space, 

The  absence  of  one  face, 
One  presence  gone ; 

With  angels  passing  to  and  fro 

Through  heaven's  gate,  open  wide. 
Thou — walking  oft  beside 

Thy  loved  ones,  freed  from  Time  and  Space, 

Seeii^  God  face  to  face- 
Art  satisfied  1  a.  hatusson. 
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By  T.  E.  ARKOLD-FOSTER  and  R,  H.  SMITH. 


FIRST   EV£HmG. 

Opening  Hnia  :  "Oracioui  SpiHt,  Holf  Gfaost."  Loton  : 
iCoTpXi'i-    CoDclndiDg  Hjnkn  :  "Jotiu,  tendor  Shepherd, 

LET  us  talk  (hb  Sunday  evening  about 
gijis.  We  all  knoTTwhat  it  is  to  receive 
a  gift  or  a  present.  The  gifts  that  we  will 
speak  of  to-night  shall  be  those  that  we  have 
received  from  God.  It  would  be  impossible 
for  us  to  speak  of  all  of  them,  just  because 
they  are  so  many — more  in  number  than  the 
sand  of  the  sea. 

First  of  all  and  above  all  there  is  what  St 
Paul  calls  "God's  unspeakable  gift" — the 
gift  of  His  owQ  Son,  which  He  gave  out  of 
His  love  for  us.  And  with  this  great  gift  He 
gives  us  others  besides.  He  gives  us  food  and 
clothes,  and  friends  and  home,  and  all  our 
days  of  happiness  come  from  Him.  Our 
Father  in  heaven  watches  over  us  day  by 
day :  He  knows  that  we  need  all  these 
things,  and  gives  them  to  us  without  our 
even  asking  for  them.  But  there  is  still 
anothar  great  gift — the  Holy  Spirit,  who 
came  down  into  the  world  after  our  Lord 
had  gone  up  into  heaven. 

On  the  dky  of  Pentecost,  or  as  we  now  call 
it  Whitsunday,  the  Holy  Spirit  came  into 
the  world,  bringing  "gifts  for  men."  We  are 
told  in  the  Bible  what  some  of  those  strange 
gifts  were  that  were  given  to  the  Apostles  on 
Che  day  of  Pentecost :  gifts  of  tongues,  gifts 
of  healing,  the  power  of  working  miracles, 
and  the  like. 

Well,  these  gifts  have  been  taken  away 
now,  but  the  Giver  is  still  the  same,  and 
there  are  still  gifts  for  each  one  of  us.  St. 
Paul  tells  us  that  we  ought  to  be  very 
anxious  indeed  to  have  some  of  these  gifts. 
He  says,  "  Covet  earnestly  the  best  gifts,"  and 
then  he  tells  us  that  what  he  counts  the  very 
best  of  all  is  Charity,  or  Love. 

In  the  chapter  that  has  just  been  read  St. 
Paul  gives  a  full  description  of  this  great  gift. 
He  gives  us  fifteen  marks  by  which  we  may 
know  whether  we  have  it  or  not.  He  tells  us 
that  love  "  suffers  long ; "  that  it  is  kind ;  that 
it  does  not  envy,  does  not  boast ;  is  not  easily 
provoked,  seeketh  not  its  own.  Now  suppose 
that  after  reading  over  this  chapter  we  are 
obliged  to  own  that  we  have  not  this  best  of 
gifts,  what  must  we  do  then  ?  Who  is  it  who 
alone  can  give  it  to  us?  Turn  to  the  eleventh 
chapter  of  St  Luke's  Gospel  and  see  what  our 


Lord  says  about  the  people  to  whom  the 
Father  gives  His  gifts.  "  To  them  that  asi." 
"Everyone  that  askethreceiveth."  As  to  the 
way  in  which  we  are  to  ask  for  these 
heavenly  gifts,  there  is  no  need  to  tell  you 
that  it  is  by  prayer;  praying  to  God  to  make 
us  lovbg  and  lowly  and  kind.  And  if  God 
in  answer  to  our  prayers  gives  us  some  of 
these  gifts,  what  have  we  to  do  next?  What 
do  we  do  when  any  one  gives  us  a  present  ? 
Do  we  not  first  of  all  thank  them  for  it?  Wc 
lose  some  of  God's  best  gifts  just  by  for- 
getting that  they  are  gifts,  and  forgetting  to 
thank  Him  for  them. 

And  then  when  we  have  the  gifts  we  must 
show  that  we  value  them  by  using  them. 

No  one  knows,  until  they  have  found  it 
out  for  themselves,  how  much  happiness  they 
can  give  to  other_people  by  rightly  using  the 
gifts  God  has  given  them.  This  very  gift  of 
love  is  one  which  will  make  ua  able  by  God's 
blessing  to  do  many  a  little  act  of  kindness, 
to  spread  happiness  all  around  us.  If  the 
wish  to  make  others  happy  is  in  our  hearts,  it 
will  sometimes  happen  that  the  way  of  doing 
it  comes  to  us  almost  without  our  knowing  it. 

A  hard-working,  busy  clergyman  was  told 
one  day  by  a  friend  of  the  delight  and  grati- 
tude he  had  caused  to  a  poor  girl  in  his  con- 
gregation just  by  giving  her  a  kind  look  as 
he  passed  out  of  church.  When  he  was  told 
of  it  he  remembered  how  he  had  done  it, 
feeling  very  sad  himself,  and  then  he  had 
passed  on  and  forgotten  all  about  it,  never 
thinking  how  much  happiness  and  sunshine 
that  one  kind  look  had  brought  into  a  sad 
heart.  "  What  a  lesson  ! "  says  he.  "  How 
cheaply  happiness  can  be  given  I  What 
opportunities  we  miss  of  doing  an  angel's 
work ! " 

But  if  instead  of  using  our  gifts  we  neglect 
them,  and  let  them  lie  by  unthought  of,  we 
shall  be  no  better  off  than  if  we  had  never 
had  them,  and  at  last  we  shall  &se  them 


So  then  if  God  in  answer  to  our  prayers 
sends  us  some  of  His  gifts — of  unsellishneES, 
or  kindness,  or  patience — we  must  first  thank 
Him,  and  then  try  hard  to  use  them  in  His 
service  by  helping  others.  And  if  we  do  this 
He  wiit  in  time  send  us  more  gifts,  and  we 
shall  find  it  true  what  the  Lord  Jesus  has 
said,  "  Unto  every  one  that  hath  shall  be 
given,  and  he  shall  have  abundance." 

F.  B.  ARNOLI>-FORSTBIU 
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SECOND   EVENING. 

Opening  Hymn :  "  Now  Ibat  mj'  joutnoy'i  juit  begun." 
LenoD  :  iSam.i.   CDndnding  Hymn :  "Jou,  tender  Shep- 

Last  Sunday  we  spoke  of  God's  gifts  to  us, 
and  now  comes  the  question,  How  can  we 
best  show  our  thankfulness  to  God  for  all 
His  countless  mercies  ?  We  may  ask,  in  the 
words  of  the  Psalm,  "  What  shall  I  render 
unto  the  Lord  for  all  His  benefits  toward 
me?"  The  Israelites  of  old  were  taught  to 
show  their  thankfulness  by  offering  up  sacri- 
fices, and  we  too  have  something  which  we 
must  offer  up  to  God.  Our  sacrifice  is  not 
the  same  as  that  which  the  Jews  were  taught 
to  offer.  It  is  Gomething  better,  something 
God  values  more ;  it  is  our  own  selves,  our 
souls  and  bodies. 

Eyes,  ears,  tongue,  hands,  all  that  we  have, 
are  to  be  given  to  God ;  all  are  to  belong  to 
Him. 

Do  you  remember  what  you  heard  read 
this  evening  about  the  child  Samuel,  how  he 
was  to  be  "  lent  unto  the  tord  as  long  as  he 
lived "  ?  Hannah,  his  mother,  had  long 
wished  and  prayed  that  she  might  have  a 
son,  and  when  at  last  one  was  given  to  her 
she  called  htm  Samuel,  which  means  "  asked 
of  God."  And  she  said,  "  For  this  child  I 
prayed;  and  the  Lord  hath  given  me  my 
petition  which  I  asked  of  Him ;  therefore  also 
I  have  lent  him  to  the  Lord,  as  long  as  he 
livcth  he  shall  be  lent  to  the  Lord." 

We  were  each  one  of  us  lent  to  the  Lord 
when  we  were  baptized.  We  were  then 
brought  to  God  and  given  to  Him,  to  be  His 
children  all  our  life  long.  That  was  when  we 
were  little,  too  litde  to  know  anything  about 
it  ourselves.  In  the  same  way  Hannah  gave 
Samuel  to  God  when  he  was  only  a  baby, 
and  then  promised  for  him  that  he  should  be 
God's  as  long  as  he  lived;  but  if  you  read  the 
rest  of  Samuel's  history,  you  will  see  that  as 
soon  as  he  was  old  enough  to  understand  he 
gave  himself  to  God,  and  served  Him  and 
obeyed  Him.  We  are  told  of  Him  that 
"the  child  Samnel  ministered  unto  the 
Lord,"  and  that  as  he  grew  up  be  was  loved 
both  by  God  and  by  man. 

Now  since  we,  like  Samuel,  have  been 
"  lent  unto  the  Lord,"  we  belong  to  Him, 
and  all  that  we  have  is  His,  Our  eyes,  our 
tongue,  our  feet,  all  belong  to  Him,  and 
must  be  used  for  His  service,  and  to  help 
others ;  for  when  we  take  pains  to  help  others 
then  we  are  really  serving  God,  and  doing 
what  pleases  Him. 

Our  bands  and  feet  can  find  many  things 
to  do  for  those  who  are  old  or  busy,  and  in 


need  of  help.  Our  hands  can  save  other 
people  many  a  piece  of  work ;  our  feet  can 
be  ready  messengers,  and  spare  them  many  a 
journey.  As  to  our  eyes,  it  would  take  too 
long  to  tell  of  all  the  ways  in  which  they  can 
be  of  use  to  others,  whether  by  lookmg  for 
something  that  is  lost,  or  by  reading  to  some 
one  whose  eyesight  is  bad,  or  by  making 
clothes  for  some  poor  child.  And  so  by 
being  always  on  the  watch  to  give  help  of 
this  kind  where  it  is  needed  we  may  become 
as  "  eyes  to  the  blind,  and  feet  to  the  lame." 

And  our  ears  and  lips,  they  too  have  been 
"lent  unto  the  Lord."  Let  our  ears  be 
"swift  to  hear"  what  is  good,  to  listen  to 
what  we  are  told.  But  what  we  need  most 
of  all  to  remember  is  that  our  lips  have  been 
given  to  God.  How  many  wonls  slip  from 
us  which  we  should  never  speak  if  we 
remembered  that  our  lips  belong  to  God- 
But  since  we  do  very  often  foiget  this  we 
must,  like  David,  ask  God  to  help  us,  and  to 
"  keep  the  door  of  our  lips "  that  we  may 
speak  no  word  which  we  should  not  like  Him 
to  hear. 

It  is  especially  good  to  remind  ourselves 
when  we  go  into  church  that  our  lips  and 
ears  are  to  be  used  for  God.  With  our  ears 
we  must  listen  to  the  reading  of  the-Bible; 
with  our  lips  we  must  join  in  singing  the 
psalms  and  hymns.  If  we  could  neither  hear 
nor  speak,  how  much  should  we  be  able  to 
understand  and  enjoy  of  the  Church  service,? 
Scarcely  anything  at  all. 

In  London  there  is  a  church  built  on 
purpose  for  the  poor  deaf  and  dumb  people 
who  can  gain  no  good  from  the  common 
service.  The  people  are  all  placed  so  as  to 
be  able  to  see  the  clergyman.  The  prayers 
and  lessons  are  read  aloud,  and  a  sermon 
preached  just  in  the  usual  way,  for  the  sake 
of  any  people  in  the  church  who  may  not  be 
dea£  The  deaf  and  dumb  people  all  the 
while  keep  their  eyes  fixed  on  their  own 
clergyman,  and  he,  as  fast  as  the  words  are 
spoken,  repeats  them  on  his  fingers  in  what 
is  called  the  "  deaf  and  dumb  language." 
You  would  suppose  that  to  talk  in  this  way 
on  your  fingers  must  be  a  very  slow  business, 
but  "  practice  makes  perfect,"  and  both  the 
clergyman  and  the  deaf  and  dumb  people  are 
so  well  accustomed  to  it  that  they  can  talk 
to  one  another  on  their  fingers  just  as  quickly 
as  you  can  with  your  tips,  and  understand 
each  other  just  as  welL 

The  clergyman  of  this  church  is  not  deaf 
and  dumb  himself,  but  he  has  trained  him* 
self  to  speak  the  dumb  language  for  the  sake 
of  the  poor  people  who  have  lost  the  blessing 
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of  bearing.  There  are  manjr  deaf  people 
who  would  never  have  the  Bible  explained  to 
them — perhaps  even  know  nothing  of  it  at 
all — if  this  clergyman  had  not  leant  to 
spealc  to  them  in  die  finger  language.  Hands 
aked  for  such  a.  holy  purpose  are  most 
certainly  "lent  unto  the  Lord,"  given  to 
God's  service. 

if  day  by  day  we  will  give  ourselves  to 
God  we  nay  be  quite  sure  that  He  will  not 
refuse  the  gilt  we  bring  Htm,  but  will  teach 
us  and  help  us,  so  that  our  gift  may  con- 
ilantly  become  better  and  of  more  use  than 
it  was  at  first. 

If  we  have  indeed  given  ourselves  to  God 
and  really  want  to  serve  Him,  He  will  show 
IS  the  way  and  make  ns  able  to  do  it.  It  is 
Mt  a  great  gilt  that  we  brin^,  but  it  is  the 
best  we  have  to  offer,  and  it  ta  the  one  God 
valacs  mosL 

Only  remember  that  we  have  been  lent  to 
Cod  for  the  whole  of  our  lives,  and  so  we 
Qmst  not  wait  until  we  are  grown  up  before 
*e  begin  to  try  and  please  Him,  but  let  us, 
like  little  Samuel,  begia  at  once,  while  we 
are  ttill  children,  and  go  on  to  oar  lives' 
end. 

"  K ow  Out  SIT  jeimejr'*  jul  betwn, 
Uf  coone  »  little  tied, 
111  Bta^  balot«  I  fnrthtr  ma 
Aad  |iia  mjnall  to  God." 

F.  X.  ARNOLD-FORSTEB. 


THIRD   EVENIKC. 

Oimhif  HTina: 
LauDn  :  John  vi.  i — 

Iq  ail  the  four  Gospels  we  have  an  account 
of  Jesus  feeding  five  thousand  men,  besides 
women  and  children,  but  it  is  only  in  one  of 
the  Gospels  that  we  read  of  the  lad  with  the 
An  barley  biscuits  and  the  two  small  fishes. 
This  fact  is  told  us  by  John,  the  beloved 
disdple.  Perhaps  some  of  you  learnt  to  read 
as  I  did,  by  spelling  out  the  words  of  some  of 
John's  chapters.  The  words  of  John  are  full 
of  love,  and  these  are  just  the  lund  of  words 
which  children  understand.  There  is  no 
difficulty  at  any  rate  about  this  text.  You 
have  all  seen  a  boy  going  to  work,  and 
carrying  his  food  with  him  tied  up  in  a 
handkerchief.  You  have  yourselves,  when 
you  have  been  going  a^ipsying,  had  your 
portion  of  food  given  you  to  carry.  Well, 
Ihis  boy  was  going  with  a  multitude  of  people 
to  the  Passover,  who  had  been  led  out  of 
their  ordinary  road  by  wishing  to  see  Jesus. 
The  boy  had  received  his  food,  and  somehow 
01  other  had  not  eaten  it.  The  men,  women, 
and  other  childrea  seem  to  have  eaten  theirs ; 

x-so 


for  the  disciples  were  anxious  to  send  the 
people  away  to  buy  food,  as  they  were  in  a 
desert  place,  and  the  day  was  far  spent. 
Jesus  did  not  wish  the  people  to  go  away, 
any  more  than  He  did  the  mothers  who 
brought  their  little  children  to  Him.  So 
Jesus  turned  to  Philip,  who  was  of  Bethsaida, 
the  place  where  they  now  were.  Philip 
would  know  the  district,  and  where  bread 
could  be  bought.  Jesus  talked  as  if  He  was 
going  to  buy  bread  for  all  Philip  speaks 
of  the  great  expense.  And  then  Andrew, 
Simon  Peter's  brother,  gives  a  hint,  which 
reminds  us  of  those  whom  we  happily  know, 
who  talk  as  if  always  there  is  somethmg  that 
can  be  done.  And  yet,  after  all,  the  sugges- 
tion appears  to  be  foolish.  "  There  is  a  lad 
here  who  hath  five  barley  biscuits,  and  two 
small  fishes ;  but  what  are  they  among  so 
many?"  Little  things  are  not  so  foolish 
after  all,  for  the  little  that  the  lad  has  is  taken. 
They  would  hardly  take  the  boy's  bundle 
from  him,  but  they  would  rather  bring  the 
boy  ta  Jesus.  We  do  not  know  how  the  boy 
gave  up  the  food  that  had  been  given  to  him. 
Some  children  cling  to  what  they  have  ^ot^ 
as  if  they  were  men.  Others  give  up  thmgs 
with  all  the  simplicity  of  a  little  child.  If 
Jesus  asked  the  lad  himself  for  the  biscuits 
and  the  fishes,  we  should  think  that  he  gave 
them  at  once,  for  no  man  ever  spoke  like 
this  man.  And  yet  we  cannot  say  it  was  so, 
for  Jesus  now  asks  children  and  grown  people 
to  give  Him  their  hearts,  or  to  do  something 
for  Hiro,  and  some  have  to  be  asked  a  great 
many  times,  and  others  are  silent,  and  turn 
away. 

The  multitude  is  made  to  sit  down  by 
hundreds  and  fifties  on  the  grass,  so  that 
there  were  spaces  between  them,  like  the 
aisles  in  a  church.  The  boy  has  given  up 
his  food.  How  he  would  stand,  and  look, 
and  listen  I  Jesus  takes  the  biscuits  and 
fishes  and  gives  thanks  to  God.  They  were 
the  boy's  biscuits  and  fishes,  and  now  he 
hears  Jesus  thanking  God  for  them.  Perhaps 
as  he  heard  Jesus  speak,  he  would  begin  to 
be  glad — glad  that  he  had  something  to 
give,  and  glad  that  he  had  given  it.  And 
then  the  boy  would  notice  the  hands  of 
Jesus.  Those  wonderful  hands.  There  are 
hands  we  have  seen  at  work,  and  we  have 
wondered  at  the  work  they  have  done  :  the 
hand  of  the  painter,  which  seems  to  make  a 
picture  out  of  a  white  sheet  of  paper;  the 
hand  of  the  potter,  that  turns  a  vase  out  of  a 
lump  of  clay.  But  look  at  those  hands,  as 
handfuls  of  food  come  from  them,  enough  to 
fieed  five  thousand  men,  besides  womea  and 
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children.  Ah  !  look  at  them,  for  some  day, 
perhaps  to-day,  you  will  want  those  bands  to 
help  you.  With  such  hands  as  those,  all 
things  must  be  possible. 

The  lad,  in  his  turn,  would  have  his  por- 
tion fall  to  him ;  and  he  would  take  it,  find- 
ing Jesus  had  only  borrowed  his  biscuits  and 
fishes  for  a  little  while.  He  would  look  at 
the  food,  and  look  again  at  Jesus.  He  would 
'  look  at  Jesus,  and  then  look  again  at  the 
food.  It  would  taste  as  food  never  tasled 
before.  There  would  not  he  one  in  all  the 
multitude,  great  or  small,  who  felt  as  he  did. 
We  should  think  that  he  never  forgot  the 
look,  and  the  voice,  and  the  touch  of  our 
Saviour. 

We  read  in  the  Gospels  that  Jesus  was 
always  making  much  of  children,  and  we 
know  that  what  Jesus  did  was  always  in- 
tended to  show  us  what  God  has  been,  and 
is  doing.  You  have  only  to  read  Old  Testa- 
ment history  to  find  that  it  is  no  new  thing 
for  God  to  make  much  of  children.  God 
made  the  babe  lying  in  the  bulrushes  the 
deliverer  of  the  children  of  Israel  out  of 
Egypt.  David,  the  lad  with  a  sling  and  a 
stone,  became  a  king.  The  little  maid, 
carried  captive  into  Syria,  was  the  means  of 
the  cure  of  Naaman  the  leper.  And  then 
last,  and  chief  of  all,  God  made  the  babe, 
lying  in  a  manger,  the  Saviour  of  the  world. 
And  so  we  read,  "  God  hath  chosen  the 
foolish  things  of  the  world  to  confound  the 
wise ;  and  God  hath  chosen  the  weak  things 
of  the  world  to  confound  the  things  which 
are  mighty ;  yea,  and  things  which  are  not, 
to  bring  to  nought  things  that  are," 

We  need  none  of  us  trouble  because  we 
are  little,  or  despair  of  doing  much  good 
because  we  have  only  a  Httle.  Whoever 
we  are,  and  whatever  we  have,  let  us 
come  ourselves  to  Jesus,  and  put  our  small 
gifts  and  our  few  promises  into  His 
hands.  He  is  just  the  same  now  as  He 
was  at  Bethsaida.  He  will  be  to  us  what  He 
was  to  the  little  lad  with  his  little  portion. 
It  was  this  that  He  meant  when  He  uttered 
■'  those  wonderful  words,  "  Suffer  the  little 
.  children  to  come  unto  Me,  for  of  such  is  the 
kingdom  of  heaven." 

FOURTH  BVENING. 

Opening  Hrnn:  "EinDitr,  llks  a  iliepliud  lead  d3." 
Ltajun:  Eiikc-viii,  jo-sS.  Concluding  Hyom :  "Jonj,  len- 
der Shepherd,  bear  be?' 

I  am  going  to  talk  to  you  of  the  little  girl 
whom  Jesus  rjused  from  the  dead.  And 
there  is,  first  of  all,  one  thing  which  I  wish  to 
notice,  as  it  may  have  puzzled  you  as  you 


read  the  story  in  the  Gospel  of  St.  Mark. 
There  are  some  foreign  words  there  which 
have  been  left  untranslated.  Their  meaning, 
"  Little  maid,  I  say  unto  you,  arise,"  is, 
however,  given.  This  shows  to  you  that 
there  was  nothing  remarkable  about  the 
words.  They  were  not  strange  words  to  the 
people  who  heard  them.  They  were  words 
which  they  were  in  the  habit  of  using.  The 
term,  "little  maid,"  was  a  pet  name,  and 
would  answer  to  our  word  "  darling,"  for  we 
also  use  endearing  titles  when  we  too  speak 
to  a  little  girl  whom  we  love.  The  words 
were  in  the  language  which  our  Lord  used 
every  day  of  His  life,  and  perhaps  they  were 
left  as  He  uttered  them,  to  show  that  though 
He  was  doing  a  strange,  unusual  thing,  in 
raising  a  child  from  the  dead.  He  did  not 
use  strange  and  unusual  words.  There  was 
no  necessity  for  Him  to  do  that. 

We  do  find,  however^  that  thongh  Jesus 
used  common  words.  He  did  uncommon 
things ;  just  as  He  was  in  the  form  of  man, 
but  was  evidently  the  Son  of  God.  And  we 
see  also  that  He  cared  for  the  people  whom 
He  helped.  He  was  touched  with  a  feeling 
for  their  infirmities.  So,  in  His  own  loving 
way,  Jesus  comes  into  the  house  of  the  ruler 
of  the  synagogue,  goes  into  the  room  where 
the  little  dead  girl  is  laid  out,  andtakinghold 
of  the  hand  of  the  child,  says  to  her,  "  Dar- 
ling, I  say  unto  thee,  arise." 

But  how  did  Jesus  come  to  the  house? 
Did  any  one  ask  Him  to  come  ?  Did  any 
one  tell  Him  about  the  child?  Answers  to 
these  questions  are  given  in  the  Gospels. 
There  we  find  that  the  father,  whose  name 
was  Jairus,  and  who  was  a  ruler  of  the 
cynagogue  of  Capernaum,  where  Jesus  often 
preached,  when  he  saw  his  child — his  only 
child — very  ill,  at  the  point  of  death,  left  bis 
home,  seeking  for  Jesus.  He  found  Jesus  in 
the  neighbourhood,  at  the  edge  of  the  Lake 
of  Galilee,  in  the  midst  of  a  multitude  of 
people.  The  people  would  know  him,  and 
I  dare  say  would  make  way  for  him,  for 
they  would  see  that  he  was  sorely  troubled. 
Jesus  would  have  known  him,  and  we  may 
be  sure  was  ready  to  pity  him.  Jairus,  as 
soon  as  he  comes  to  Jesus,  falls  down  at  His 
feet,  beting  Jesus  to  come  at  once  to  his 
house,  "  For,"  he  says,  "  my  little  daughter, 
my  only  child,  just  twelve  years  of  age,  hes- 
a-dying ;  oh,  come  and  lay  Thine  hands  oa 
her,  that  she  may  be  healed,  and  live." 

And  Jesus  went  at  once.  But  the  crowds 
were  in  the  way,  and  they  followed  him  and 
thronged  him.  Every  moment  was  precious. 
And  then,  as  it  often  happens,  there  was  a 
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bindrance.  Jainis  must  b&ve  been  veiy 
anidous  and  nervous.  His  case  was  a  very 
special  one,  it  vas  a  case  or  life  or  death. 
He  was  also  a  man  in  authority,  and  we 
know  how  people  who  are  above  others  are 
apt  to  claim  a  first  service.  But  Jairus  will 
have  to  wait.  For  a.  poor  woman,  who  had 
been  ill  all  the  time  his  daughter  had  lived — 
for  twelve  years — and  who  had  spent  all  that 
she  had  on  the  doctors,  and  was  nothing  the 
better,  but  all  the  worse,  crept  behind  Jesus 
in  the  crowd,  and  with  her  thin  hand  touched 
the  cloak  of  Jesus ;  for  she  thought,  "  If  I 
may  but  touch  his  clothes  I  shall  be  cured." 
And  touching  Jesus  she  was  cured,  Jesus 
stops  and  turns,  and  asks,  "Who  touched 
my  clothes?"  No  one  answered.  Then 
the  disciples  suggested  that  it  must  have 
been  the  multitude  thronging  him  and  touch- 
ing him  that  he  felt.  But  Jesus,  notnotidng 
what  they  said,  looked  round  about  for  her 
who  had  done  this  thing.  Then  the  woman, 
fearing  and  trembling,  knowing  what  was 
done  in  her,  came  and  fell  down  and  told 
him  all  the  truth.  Jesus  was  pleased  with 
the  poor  woman  thinking  of  coming  to  him 
and  Couching  him,  and  He  wanted  to  tell  her 
so.  Jesus  was  hastening  with  Jairus  to  the 
little  dying  girl,  but  both  Himself  and  His 
time  were  at  the  service  of  the  poor  as  well 
as  the  rich.  And  the  times  of  all  were  in 
God's  hands,  and  with  God  there  is  no  delay 
and  no  hurry.  The  issue  of  this  story  shows 
UE  that  nothing  is  lost  by  being  patient. 

While  Jesus  was  stopping  and  talking  to 
the  woman,  and  telling  her  not  to  be  fiigbt- 
ened,  calling  her "  daughter,"  and  assuring 
her  that  she  would  be  no  longer  a  sufferer, 
somebody  comes  from  the  ruler's  house  to 
tell  him,  "Thy  daughter  is  dead,  it  is  of  no 
use  to  trouble  the  roaster  any  further."  The 
whisper  causes  the  faith  of  the  father  to  faint. 
But  Jesus  hears  it  and  says,  "  Be  not  afraid, 
only  believe." 

It  was  a  great  trial  for  Jairus  to  be  in 
danger  of  losing  his  little  daughter,  his  only 
child ;  but  it  was  a  greater  trial  for  him  to  be 
hindered  by  the  crowd,  and  then  to  be 
stopped  by  the  woman,  and  so  to  have  lost 
the  hdp  of  Jesus,  We  can  all  feel  with  him, 
for  we  have  been  disappointed  in  the  same 
way.  "  If  it  had  not  been  for  this,  or  that," 
we  say,  "  it  might  have  been  all  well."  And 
this  history  of  the  events  which  happened 
when  the  little  girl  lay  dying,  and  after  she 
had  died,  should  teach  us  that  we  need 
never  despair.  We  have  but  to  seek  Jesus 
and  we  shall  find  Him.  We  have  but  to 
keep  with  Jesus,  leaving  our  times  and  the 


times  of  others  in  His  hands,  watching  and 
waiting  to  know  what  He  would  have  us  to 
do.  We  may  think,  with  Jairus,  that  it  is 
all  over,  and  that  the  time  has  past  when 
Jesus  can  do  anything.  Jesus,  standing  by  the 
little  dead  girl,  and  taking  her  by  her  hand, 
and  raising  her  to  life,  is  a  proof  that  His 
ways  are  not  our  ways,  nor  His  thoughts  like 
our  thoughts.  We  think  there  are  times 
when  we,  or  others,  are  past  being  helped  by 
Christ;  this  indeed  makes  our  trouble  SO 
desperate.  But  it  is  because  He  knows  how 
our  faith  fails,  that  He  says  to  us,  "  Be  not 
afraid,  only  believe."  And  He  says  this,  "  Be- 
cause He  is  able  to  save  to  the  uttermost  all 
wlio  come  unto  God  by  Him."    r.  h.  smith. 

FIFTH  EVEKINO. 

[fl«. 


Nicodemus  is    one    of   the    best-known 

characters  of  the  Gospel  history,  although 
but. very  little  is  said  about  him.  He  is, 
however,  always  mentioned  as  having  come 
to  Jesus  by  night,  and  it  is  perhaps  this  un- 
usual fact  which  has  arrested  our  attention. 
It  was,  certainly,  a  strange  thing  to  do,  to  go 
by  night,  and  that  for  the  first  time,  to  Jesus. 
When  strange  things  are  done  by  others,  we 
are  apt  to  make  mistakes  about  their  reasons 
for  doing  them.  Sometimes  you  will  hear 
unworthy  motives  imputed  to  persons  who 
have  done  anything  out  of  the  ordinary  way. 
For  instance,  Nicodemus  is  spoken  of  as 
having  gone  to  Jesus  by  nigh^  because  he 
was  afraid  of  the  Jews,  although  not  a  word 
is  said  in  the  Scriptures  about  his  being  afraid 
of  the  Jews,  or  anybody  else.  We  have  no 
business  to  call  any  one  aiwarii,  or  any 
other  bad  name,  unless  we  know  them  to,  be 
cowards  or  to  be  bad  people.  Instead  of 
Nicodemus  showing  himself  to  be  a  coward 
by  going  to  Jesus  by  night,  he  seems,  on  the 
Other  hand,  to  have  had  no  thought  of  con- 
sequences, but  to  have  acted  as  you  and  I  do, 
when  we  have  set  our  heart  upon  anything, 
and  mn  some  risk,  actmg  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment. 

There  is  always  some  reason  or  other  for 
any  mistake  we  make,  and  again  and  again 
we  find  it  is  very  natural  that  the  mis- 
take should  be  made.  This  should  teach  us 
we  should  be  "  slow  to  speak,  slow  to  judge." 
When,  for  instance,  we  are  told  that  Nico- 
demus went  to  our  Lord  by  night,  we  feel 
that  it  was  an  unusual  time  to  pay  a  visit ; 
and  knowing  there  is  darkness  at  night,  we 
come  to  the  condusi^on,  wbich^^i?^  to.  <f i^^" 
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plain,  because  it  is  so  ready  to  our  hand, ' 
that  he  went  because  it  was  dark,  choosing 
the  darkness  as  a  cover  for  his  cowardice. 
We  were  perhaps  led  into  the  mistake  by  the 
old  division  of  the  chapters  in  the  authorized 
version  of  the  Bible.  In  the  fresh  revision  of 
the  New  Testament,  the  history  of  the  Gospel 
of  Christ  is  left  to  run  on  its  course.  Now 
you  will  generally  hnd,  in  reading  or  doing 
anything  else,  yon  have  to  take  care  and 
remember ;  or,  as  the  Bible  puts  it,  "  You 
will  have  to  take  heed  to  your  goings."  Just 
before  we  are  told  about  Nicodemus,  it  is 
slated  that  it  was  the  time  of  the  Passover, 
and  that  was  the  occasion  of  Jesus  being  at 
Jerusalem.  Now  we  know  that  the  time  of 
the  Passover  was  always  fixed,  like  our  Easter, 
by  the  moon  being  at  the  full.  It  would  be 
then  the  time  of  full  moon,  and  that  we 
know  is  a  time  when  the  nights,  even  in  our 
country,  are  light.  At  Jerusalem,  the  Pass- 
over nights  would  shine  as  the  day,  in  the 
same  way  as  it  did  on  the  night  when  the 
children  of  Israel  passed  out  of  Egypt.  It 
would  seem,  as  far  as  we  know,  that  Nico- 
demus was  not  thinking  about  the  darkness, 
but  that  the  night  and  the  day  would  be  both 
alike  to  him.  There  was  indeed  no  dark- 
ness to  cover  his  cowardice,  and  possibly 
there  was  no  cowardice  to  cover.  We  are 
told  that  Nicodemus  did  go  to  our  Lord  on 
such  a  night,  and  had  he  been  timorous  or 
prudent,  he  certainly  would  not  have  done 
so,  for  he  would  be  sure  to  have  been  recog- 
nised by  some  one,  either  by  a  Jew  or  a 
Roman. 

We  have  only  to  put  ourselves  into  the 
circumstances  of  Nicodemus  to  understand 
his  conduct  Some  even  of  you  children  will 
be  able  to  sympathize  with  him.  You  may 
have  had  your  thougiits  so  full  of  some  one 
that  you  cannot  sleep.  I  know  there  have 
been  times  in  my  child-life,  when  if  I  could, 
I  would  have  got  .up  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  and  gone  home.  Just  think  of  the  day 
that  Nicodemus  had  passed,  and  you  will 
not  be  surprised  that  his  heart  was  SO  full 
that  he  couid  not  sleep. 

There  may  have  been  some  suddenness  in 
the  determination  of  Nicodemus  to  seek  an 
interview  with  our  Lord  at  such  an  untimely 
hour,  but  under  the  circumstances,  it  was 
natural,  and  perhaps  necessary,  to  act  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment.  The  night  shining  as 
the  day,  as  it  does  in  the  East,  when  the 
tnoon  is  at  the  full,  may  have  been  the  last 
fact  which  decided  Ificodemus  in  his  strange 
determination. 

What  were  the  other  facts?    Well,  there 


were  many.  There  is  no  reason  in  the  case 
of  Nicodemus  (any  more  than  there  4s  in  the 
case  of  others  who  come  to  our  Lord),  to 
suppose  that  the  idea  of  going  to  Christ  was 
only  the  thought  of  the  moment.  You  and 
I  have  thought  again  and  again  of  going  t» 
Christ  before  we  have  gone.  Nicodemus, 
for  instance,  may  have  been  antongst  the  chief 
priests  and  scribes  of  the  people  whom  Herod 
gathered  together  when  Oic  Wise  Men  came 
from  the  East,  saying,  "  Where  is  he  that  is 
bom  king  of  the  Jews  ?  for  wc  have  seen  his 
star  in  the  East  and  have  come  to  worship 
him."  And  again,  he  may  have  recognised 
in  this  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  who  had  been 
clearing  the  Temple,  the  boy  of  twelve  years 
of  age  who,  e^hteen  years  before,  had  been 
in  the  midst  of  the  doctors,  both  hearmg  and 
asking  them  questions.  We  are  told  that 
the  act  of  Jesus  in  driving  out  the  money- 
changers had  startled  them  that  had  witnessed 
it.  The  zeal  of  the  Saviour  may  have  been 
the  power  of  God  to  his  salvation. 

Nicodemus  must  have  been  thinking  about 
God,  and  thinking  about  God  by  ni^t,  and 
his  thoughts  must  have  troubled  him;  so 
troubled  him  that  he  could  not  sleep.  like 
Paul,  he  may  have  been  long  "kicking 
against  the  pricks."  That  which  had  been 
so  long  hard,  becomes  on  this  night  more 
than  he  can  bear.  And  so  he  will  go — he 
will  go  to  Jesus. 

Nicodemus  would  not  know  for  certain 
where  this  Jesus  of  Nazareth  was  lodgii^, 
but  when  there's  a  will  there's  a  way,  and, 
besides,  the  moon  is  at  the  full.  And  it  is 
the  old  Paschal  moon,  which  has  shone  upon 
many  a  Passover  since  the  Exodus,  declai- 
ing  the  glory  of  God.  This  God  of  nature 
is  the  God  of  grace,  and  He  has  ever  been 
the  same  God,  giving  light  in  darkness  and 
deliverance  from  bondage. 

The  hour  is  untimely,  but  it  may  be  that 
Jesus,  who  in  His  zeal  in  clearing  the  Temple 
did  not  regard  proprieties,  does  not  care  for 
times  and  seasons.  A  Saviour  in  earnest  will 
understand  a  sinner  in  earnest. 

Had  Nicodemus  thought,  as  wc  say,  of 
what  he  was  doing  in  thinking  of  going  to 
Christ  by  night,  he  would  neva  have  gone. 
After  he  had  set  out,  if  he  had  thought,  there 
were  a  thousand  things  which  might  have 
sent  him  back.  But  this  one  he  will  do — he 
will  go  to  Christ.  He  must  ask  his  way 
and  he  receives  information.  He  mnst  seek 
out  the  place,  and  he  finds  it.  He  must  sum- 
mon up  his  courage  to  knock,  and  to  knock 
in  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  the  door  is 
opened  to  him.  .^^,^y^if^B. 
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I.— HOME  NOTES. 
TBS  JUBim  or  TBB  BRITISH  ASSOCIATIOH. 

'T'KE  Jobilee  M«eli&e  of  the  BntUh  Asiodalion, 
^  r«cenll7  held  in  the  dtjr  of  York,  wai  attended 
by  ■  latee  and  bhUiint  auctnbUge,  includins  many  of 
tboM  wluMe  namei  >ie  funiliitr  in  tlie  leading  depait- 
menti  of  idence.  The  Fieudent,  Sir  John  Lnhbock, 
very  natnaHj  made  me  of  the  oppottunitj  to  give 
a  tomouiiied  hiitoiy  of  the  progceu  of  scientiHc 
knowledge  during  the  last  fifty  yean.  It  wai  an 
impiesuTe  and  irondetful  tale,  told,  it  it  tcarcely 
necessaiy  to  .aay,  with  great  eloquence  and  Ekill. 
The  ip^Gt  had  mnch  to  tell  of  the  inveiti£alMHu 
and  dUcovene*  which  have  been  made  in  the  study  of 
the  mt  ind  myiterions  realm  of  life — animal  and 
vegetable — and  of  the  doctrines  and  theoriei  which 
have  been  fonnnlaled  a*  the  result  of  ttUMe  inquiries, 
and  which  have  M>  rudely  ihaken  not  a  few  of  the 
old  awanptiona  and  ideas  npon  this  subject; — and 
then  he  paned  ttom  point  to  point  on  a  great  variety 
of  themes,  ranging  from  remarks  npon  the  minatest 
fotnu  of  gcnn-Iife  to  obGcrvations  npon  the  immei' 
soiable  vastness  of  the  worlds  on  worlds  which 
compose  the  material  tmiveite.  It  was  noted  in  how 
a  these  scientific  researches  had  been 


the  means  of  promoting  the  physical  welfare  of 
kind,  as  well  as  of  enlarging  the  range  of  our  intel- 
Icctoal  vision.  We  are  glad  to  notice  that  on  the 
Sonday  which  occntred  doling  the  sittings  of  the 
Association  in  York,  more  than  one  diilingniahed 
preadier  drew  attention  to  the  great  tmth  tliat  man 
has  a  spiritual  at  well  as  an  intellcctaal  capacity,  and 
that  "  God  reveals  Himself  in  man's  spiritual 
and  by  ipiritoal  evidence."  And,  ^er  all, 
knowledge  and  progress  are  ultimately  measured  by 
his  knowledge  of  God. 

TBS  uKTsooisi  acvtastCAL  confekkhcz. 

Among  the  many  Congresses  and  Conferences 
which  take  place  at  this  season  of  the  year,  the 
Uelbodiit  CEcomcnical  Conference,  from  the  unique 
character  o[  the  assembly,  and  the  importance  and 
magnitode  of  the  interests  represented  by  it,  has  com- 
manded special  public  attention.  The  Conference 
consisted  of  foor  hundred  delegates — bishops, 
tert,  and  laymen — representing  almost  all  the  various 
branches  of  Methodism  in  different  parts  of  the  wrald. 
It  met  in  City  Road  Chapel,  London,  ilsell  an  In- 
tereiting  memorial  of  John  Wesley's  life  and  work, 
and  his  last  resting-place ;  and  its  sittings  extended 
from  the  71b  of  September  to  the  10th.  The  object 
was  to  enable  the  representatives  to  report  ^vogress, 
to  compare  notes,  and  to  exchange  ideas,  with  a  view 
to  the  promotion  of  mntoal  sympathy  and  " 

cient  practical  operatfoas  among  the  different  sections 
of  Methodism.    A  long  array  ol  mbjects  was  passed 


under  review,  all  of  them,  mace  or  less  directly,  of  a 
practical  beiring,  and  aptnion*  and  juggestioiis  ware 
elicited  with  req>ect  to  tlum.  Doctrinal  qnestiaa* 
were  touched  upon  only  incidentally,  and  not  at  all 
in  a  controvetaial  way.  Many  of  the  meetingi  and 
services  hdd  in  connection  with  the  Conference  wer« 
marked  by  great  fervour  of  feeling  and  also  by  ability 

high  order.  Tiie  Church  membership  of  the 
Methodist  txMLes  throughout  the  world  is  estimated 
at  between  four  and  five  millions,  and  tbe"adber- 

'  in  a  more  general  sense  of  the  term,  at  about 
twenty  millioni-  Of  these  the  vast  csganlzationi — 
episcopal  and  othen — in  the  United  States  form  ■ 
my  large  proportion.  It  waa  of  eaaae  inevitable 
that  the  gathering  ofinchanaasamblyaa  the  Methodist 
(Scumadcal  Conference  should  bt  made  an  occasion 
of  very  conaider^ile  jubilation,  and  that  sometimes 
the  (trwn  of  thanksgiving  should  seem  almost  to  pat6 
intothe  strain  of  self-complacency;  butnponthewbole 
the  impression  produced  upon  ttiose  who  attended,  as 
we  did,  many  of  the  meetings  waa  of  a  deep  and  en- 
thusiaitic  earnestness  in  the  common  cause  of  Chris- 
tianity, which  waa  very  cheering  and  stimulating. 

lae  "SUAJ.I.  STAR   IN  THB  BAST." 

The  East  London  Hospital  for  Children,  which 
WIS  extensively  brought  into  public  notice  some  yeara 
ago  by  a  descriptive  article  from  the  graphic  pen  of 
the  late  Charles  Dickens,  under  tbe  lelicitous  title 
"  A  Small  Star  in  the  East,"  still  pursues  its  quiet, 
but  Important,  career  of  usefulness.  It  was  estab- 
lished, some  fillxeo  years  ago,  in  Shadwell,  a  district 
of  the  metropolis  where  child-life  is  to  be  seen  tmder 
some  of  its  most  distressing  aspects,  stripped  of  almost 
all  its  natural  joyfulness,  and  blighted  by  tbe  black 
shadow  of  disease,  dirt,  vice,  starvation,  and  misery- 
Wilting  of  the  hospital  as  at  first  established  in  in 
old  sail-loft,  Hr,  Dickens  said :  "  Bat  I  fonnd  it  atiy, 
sweet,  and  clean.  In  it*  seven-and-thirty  beds  I  saw- 
but  httle  beauty,  for  starvation  in  the  second  or  third 
generation  takes  a  pinched  look ;  but  I  saw  the  suf- 
ferings both  of  infancy  and  childhood  tenderly  as- 
suaged, I  heard  the  little  patients  answering  to  pet 
playful  names,  the  light  touch  of  a  delicate  lady  laid 
bare  the  wasted  sticks  of  arms  for  me  to  pity,  and  the 
clawlike  little  hands,  as  she  did  so,  twined  themselves 
lovingly  around  her  wedding  ring."  The  gifted 
writer  adds,  "  Insufficient  food  and  unwholesome 
living  are  the  main  causes  of  disease  among  these 
small  patients.  So,  nourishment,  cleanliness,  and 
ventilation  are  the  main  remedies.  Discharged 
patients  are  invited  to  come  and  dine  cow  and  then ; 
so  are  certain  famtstiing  creatures  wbo  never  were 
patients."  Since  these  words  were  written,  in  1S6S, 
the  hospital  has,  after  many  slniggles  and  diiEcuIliea, 
found  somewhat  more  adequate  accommodation,  and 
the  fiuthful  efforts  of  friends,  whose  benevolence  ta 
beyond  all  praise,  have  secured  for  it  somewhat  larger 
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appUanca  smA  resonrco.  Canueded  with  the  hospi- 
tal there  ii  now  a  diipemaiy  for  women.  During  the 
put  yen  440  duld-patieiit*  have  beta  tecetved  Into 
tbe  hoipilal,  and  aboat  6,<xx>  women  and  children 
have  beoi  treated  aa  onl-patiniti.  The  grau  pcca- 
niaiy  receipla  foi  the  fcai  bave  been ^11,31];  ind 
the  Board  of  IKrecloia  have  been  able  to  cany  ont 
•ome  extremely  impoitatil  otcmiOB*  and  utoctiMrf 
improvements,  and  othen  are  in  coone  of  airange- 
tnent  and  complctiOB.  Amidit  the  taanj  diarities 
which  denuwd  Bttotton  and  plead  fat  tupport,  it  ix 
to  be  hoped  that  tfaii  trnty  Cliristian  «nttrpris«  will 
neva  be  ortilooked  b;  (he  ^oieion*  public. 

lOKO   KOUtS  AND   £  BOP-ASSISTANTS. 

The  eril  of  long  bonr*  of  labonr  itill  prevails, 
to  an  enonioai  extent,  among  the  ihopkeeperi 
of  the  ODontff,  and  inflicts  incalculable  injaiy  upon 
the  tCM  of  '»'"—"■<■  of  yaaag  men  and  women  en- 
i^SPi  as  thop-awitanl*.  One  of  thii  clan  litdy 
■tated,  ia  a  letter  which  appeared  in  the  daily  news- 
papers, that  he  and  hi*  tellgw^assiitants  in  a  erocer's 
«hop  were  occupied  Etc  dajs  in  the  week  from  leren 
o'clock  in  the  maming  until  nine  or  ten  o'clock  at 
night,  and  on  SatnrdiTi  until  long  past  tnidnigbt. 
This  u  but  a  typical  case,  and  many  miglit  be  adduced 
of  nen  more  senre  hardship.  It  ii  a  matter  for 
thankTulneu,  no  doubt,  that  a  great  change  for  the 
better  has  been  effected  during  the  last  few  yean,  and 
that  the  Early  Cloung  AasocUtioik  bat  laboured  with 
considerable  sncceu  to  bring  abont  a  public  opinion 
in  favour  of  more  rational  usages  in  Ibis  rcapecL  Bui 
it  is  clear  that  (here  it  ttill  a  vast  field  for  tbe  educa- 
tion both  of  shopkeepen  and  of  tbe  public  on  tbe 
subject  of  late  houn.  Mr,  Stacey,  the  settetaiy  of 
the  Early  Closing  Assodation,  testifies  that  all  over 
the  country  the  work  of  this  Association  hai  been 
suppwted  and  ptomoted  cbiefiy  by  employers,  and 
only  to  a  small  eiteot  by  their  assistant),  who,  be 
says,  exhibit  >■  a  senseless  apathy  "  on  tbe  subject. 
Although,  at  fint  sight,  this  may  seem  sntptixing,  it 
will  scarcely  seem  so  to  those  who  reflect  upon  the 
conditions  of  tbe  case.  The  habitual  confinement, 
involving  exclusion  fton  opportunities  of  sodal  iatei- 
coorse  and  mental  cultivation,  will  accomtt  for  raucb, 
at  any  rate,  of  the  '•  senseless  apathy  "  of  which  Mr. 
Stacey  speaks.  Shop-assistants,  or  alarge  proportion  of 
them,  have  not  socb  chances  of  devising  sod  carrying 
out  schemes  of  united  action  for  their  own  benefi 
the  artisans,  of  whose  "  battle  for  shorter  hours  "  . 
Stacey  reminds  them,  nor  have  they  usually  the 
perience  which  qualiliei  them  for  the  task.  It  is  well, 
no  doubt,  that  they  should  be  urged  to  help  (hem- 
selves,  and  we  are  glsd  that  the  Early  Closing  Asso- 
ciation exists  to  show  them  how  to  cany  such  exhor- 
tations into  eSect;  but  their  releaso  from  almost 
intolerably  burdeosome  coDditions  of  daily  labonr, 
and  the  lessoos  they  will  need  in  order  to  enable  them 
to  use  to  advantage  such  leisure  as  they  may  secure, 
must  come  chicSy  from  those  who  sre  above  them  in 
station  and  opportunity.  Many  of  the  better  class  of 
employen  have  shown  praiseworthy  readiness  thu) 


help  those  engaged  in  (heir  sovice,  and  (he  general 
public,  by  a  litUe  fbrethou^it  and  ldn<Uyconsideniban 
in  their  shopping  arrangements,  involring,  it  may  be 
uid,  no  sort  of  sacrifice,  may  do  much  more. 

PKOGRBSS  or  KAOOSD  SCHOOL  WOKX. 


of  the  Ragged 


The  Ihiity-sevcnth  ai 
School  Union  claims  01 
we  are  glad  to  observe  that  (Us  valuable  orgaaisstioD 
is  able  (o  report  exceptional  progress  in  most  of  its 
numerous  departments.  By  a  special  edbrt  the  re- 
■oorces  at  its  command  have  been  raised  during  the 
past  year  to  £7,$^!,  agatnst  jf  J,73T,  *^  income  of 
the  prerioos  jor.  Tbe  nnmber  of  teachers  has  riseti 
from  1,916  to  3,ai6;  (be  SondayScbidus  are  34,333; 
tbe  Day  Scholars  6,150.  In  the  Penny  Banks  con- 
nededwith  (he  Union,  no  less  than  jf  10,33 1  were  de- 
posited by  (he  children  of  81  schools  duiag  tbe 
year.  Tie  shoeblack  bripdes,  nnmbeiiog  344  bo^s, 
earned  wba(  lo(^  like  the  enoiaioBS  smn  of 
^£'11,564;  aUhongb  this,  it  seesis,  is  kss  by  some 
jfi.joo  than  the  amouit  earned  in  the  preceding 
year.  AnMng  the  thousands  of  City  Arabs  in  ovr 
great  and  ever-intreastng  metropolis,  there  is  still, 
and  we  caimot  bst  believe  will  yet  be  to  many  yean 
to  oome,  ample  scope  Ibr  all  tbe  efiocts  ^licb  can  be 
pat  ftnrtb  by  dii*  and  kindred  agencies  for  tbe  rescue 
of  (he  perilling,  for  the  alleviahon  of  mncb  beail- 
breoking  miseiy,  and  for  the  recovery  for  society  and 
for  Chiistiaaily  of  many,^>recions  jewds  now  in  danger 
of  beinf  lost. 

CUltE  nt  THI  OHKAT  CITT. 
Tbe  painful  record  of  crime  is  contintied  froai  year 
to  year,  in  official  statistics  which  are  often  passed 
over  by  the  general  reader,  attracting  snljmameUary 
attention.  Such  statistics,  however,  dry  and  fonnal 
as  they  look,  sra  well  fitted  to  excite  esniest  cod- 
sideradon  in  tbe  minds  of  reflective  persons  whose 
hearts  are  touched  with  a  Divine  compassion  for  the 
souls  of  mea,  Tbe  annual  report  of  the  Metropolitan 
Police,  which  has  recently  appeired,  gives,  inciden- 
tally, s  glimpse  of  the  darker  aspects  of  onr  London 
life.  From  this  it  appears  that  tbe  number  of  oimcs 
— by  which,  of  course,  we  are  (o  imdetstand  crimes 
coming  under  (he  official  notice  of  the  police — com- 
mitted in  the  metropolitan  area  shows  in  iSSo  a  con- 
siderable increase  when  compared  with  preceding 
yeats.  Turning  to  the  record  of  dime  affecting 
property  alone,  we  find  that  during  (he  year  (here  were 
1,685  esse*  of  burglary,  an  increase  of  480  over  (he 
previous  year  ;  the  number  of  larcenies  was  30,650, 
an  increase  of  1,419  in  the  same  period.  The  total 
number  of  felonies  committed  was  23,910;  and  the 
value  of  property  stolen,  and  not  rtctrstni,  doring  the 
year  was  ^£'91,806,  a  loss  exceeding  that  of  any  of  the 
previous  twenty  years-  Such  figures  as  these~-and 
there  ore  many  others,  equally  significant,  on  the  same 
subject — ar^  startling  in  themselves  to  those  who  are 
not  in  the  habit  of  summing  up  the  characteristics  and 
results  of  life  in  a  great  city,  but  they  are  yet  more 
startling  when  we  consider  all  that  lies  behind  au<i 
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beyond  thera.  Such  figures  bring  Tividly  before  os 
the  fact  that  we  have  eiisting  among  us  a  large  and 
active  body  of  people  who  live  by  outrage  and  wrong. 
And  wbile  undoubtedly  it  is  the  duty  of  society  to 
protect  itself  by  means  of  such  agents  as  policemen 
and  other  public  servants  against  such  aa  evil  and 
mischievous  element,  it  is  of  the  utmost  impotlance, 
from  the  Chrisliun  point  of  view  as  well  as  from  that 
of  the  social  economist,  that  effort  should  not  be 
slackened  foi  the  reclaiming  of  the  outcasts  by  whose 
agency  this  evil  is  perpetuated,  and  perhaps  even 
more  especi^ly  for  preventing  the  increase  of  the 
criminal  population.  The  figures  ofsucbstatistics  as 
those  quoted  after  all  toncb  only  the  outer  edge  of  a 
vast  circle  of  criminal  and  sinful  habil  which  is 
always  seething  and  swirling  in  our  great  cities. 
But  such  facts,  inadequate  and  fragmentary  as  they 
are,  sharply  remind  us  of  the  need  there  is  for  refor- 
matory and  preventive  efforts  of  all  kinds,  and  nay 
serve,  if  earnestly  pondered,  to  touch  us  trith  some- 
thing of  His  spirit  who,  when  He  beheld  the  dty, 

lAT  WORK  Df  THE  CHUXCa  OF  ENGLAND. 

In  response  to  a  memorial  presented  some  time  ago 
by  a  number  of  laymen  of  the  Church  of  England,  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  has  lately  issued  an  earnest 
letter  on  the  subject  of  lay  co-operation  in  Church 
work.  The  Arcbbishop  justly  remarks  that  "perhaps 
no  time  is  so  suitable  for  calling  attention  to  the 
necessity  for  fresh  exertion  as  the  autumn,  when 
arrangements  are  being  made  by  the  clergy  for  the 
work  of  the  coming  winter."  He  refers  to  the  serious 
consideration  which  was  given  by  the  Bishops  of  both 
Provinces,  as  long  ago  as  1S66,  to  the  subject  of  the 
more  systematic  and  regular  utilisation  of  lay  agency 
in  the  Episcopal  Church.  In  accordance  with  resoiu- 
tions  then  passed,  sanctioning  and  encouraging  the 
adoption  of  measurei  to  that  end,  the  Primate  men- 
tions that  in  the  diocese  of  London  alone  there  are  now 
at  work  some  3,000  "  lay  helpers,"  who  are  incorpo- 
rated into  a  regular  body  ;  and  expected  to  meet  from 
time  to  time,  as  circumstances  will  allow,  for  united 
participation  in  the  Holy  Communion.  Of  these 
"14a  are  lay  readers,  who  have  been  formally  set 
aside  by  the  Bishop  in  his  Chapel  with  prayer," 
The  letter  proceeds  to  urge  that  this  organization 
should  be  deepened  and  extended.  After  touching 
upon  the  nature  of  the  olEce  of  a  lay  reader,  and  upon 
the  importance  of  such  an  office  being  formally 
recognised  by  Episcopal  sanction,  and  by  sach  reh'gi- 
ous  service  as  may  deepen  in  the  minds  of  suitable 
men  a  sense  of  the  responsibility  of  the  position  on 
which  they  arc  entering,  the  Archbishop  observes  : 
"Alike  in  our  crowded  towns  and  in  straggling 
country  parishes,  the  clergy  feel  that  many  centres  of 
worship  and  instruction  might  with  advantage  be 
formed,  subsidiary  to  (he  parish  church,  if  only 
accredited  agents  could  be  placed  at  their  disposal  to 
whom  they  could  with  satisfaction  confide  a  portion 
of  their  pastoral  work.  There  is  nothing  in  the  order 
and  discipline  of  the  Church  of  England  to  prevent 


duly  qualified  laymen  from  assisting  the  parochial 
clergy  by  reading  and  expounding  Holy  Scripture. 
and  leading  the  prayers  and  praises  of  the  congrega- 
tion in  school-rooms  and  other  appropriate  places 
where  those  persons  may  be  gathered  together  who, 
through  whatever  unfortunate  circumstances,  are  at 
present  unable  or  unwilling  to  share  in  the  wor- 
ship and  instruction  of  their  parish  church."  The 
system  of  lay  readerships,  thus  wisely  urged,  is 
indeed  simply  an  adaptation  of  a  method  which  has 
long  been  in  most  useful  and  active  operation  among 
Nonconformist  bodies,  under  3  slightly  different 
name.  The  "lay  readers"  of  the  Establishment 
correspond  in  fact  to  the  "local  preachers"  of 
Methodism,  and  we  heartily  wish  for  them  a  corre- 
sponding history  of  honourable  usefulness  and  success, 

II.— MISSION   JOTIINGS. 
PKorBSTAHTISM  IN  USXICO. 

The  cause  of  Christian  Protestant  missions  to 
Mexico  has  had  its  martyis  and  its  period  of  severe 
opposition  and  trial,  and  even  yet  it  is  beset  by 
special  difficulties.  The  American  Board  of  Missions 
is,  however,  steadfastly  endeavouring  to  diffuse  the 
light  of  the  gospel  in  that  country,  so  rich  in  natural 
resources,  so  blighted  by  the  curse  of  Romanism. 
Dr.  King,  of  New  York,  recently  staled  that  in  con- 
nection with  the  Methodist  body  there  were  in 
Mexico  20  mjssioQaries,  29  lay  helpers  and  teachers, 
and  over  700  membets.  These  numbers  are  no  doubt 
small,  but  they  represent  at  least  a  foothold  in  a 
specially  difficult  sphere  of  lal>onr,  and,  as  was  well 
said,  these  small  beginnings  of  Protestant  success  are 
"  (he  gateway  to  a  Roman  Catholic  population  num- 
bering 80,000,000."  In  1874  the  Rev.  J.  R.  Stephens, 
a  devoted  missionary,  who  had  laboured  with  much 
success  in  some  of  the  cities  of  Mexico,  was  brutally 
murdered  by  a  fanatical  mob  incited  to  the  deed  by 
priestly  induence,  and  at  the  same  time  a  young 
Mexican  convert,  devotedly  attached  to  Mr.  Stephens, 
sealed  the  truth  with  his  blood.  The  congregation 
which  had  been  gathered  in  Ahaaluleo,  where  these 
events  occurred,  was  scattered,  and  cruelty  and  mal- 
administration of  justice  seemed  to  be  for  a  time 
triumphant.  But  the  dawn  has  followed  the  darkness, 
and  now  the  Protestants  have  purchased  the  house  in 
which  &I[.  Stephens  was  murdered,  and  it  was  lately 
dedicated  to  the  service  of  Christ,  the  intention  tKiog 
to  erect  upon  the  spot  a  memorial  church,  towards 
which  a  considerable  amount  has  been  contributed  on 
the  spot.  Mexico,  with  its  vast  and  fertile  area  of 
more  than  half  a  million  square  miles,  with  its 
splendid  coasl-line,  and  its  mines  producing  every 
year  something  like  j^i 4, 000,000  sterling,  is  a  strilring 
example  of  the  disastrous  influence  of  the  rule  of 
Spain,  under  which  the  country  suffered  for  three 
hundred  years,  and  ttie  dominating  foree  in  which 
was  the  Papacy  in  its  most  corrupt  and  oppressive 
forms.  The  progress  of  a  pure  and  simple  Christi- 
anity there  is  checked  by  political  unrest,  l>y  social 
corruption,  and  by  debasing  superstition. 
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THE  JEWS  THROUGHOUT  THE  WORLD. 
It  15  estimated  ihat  there  are  at  present  about 
millions  and  a  half  of  Jews  upon  the  lace  of  the 
eaiih,  and  that  of  these  about  five  and  a  half  miUions 
live  among  professedly  Chiistian  populations; 
than  oue-sereDlb  among  Mohammedan  nations ;  and 
the  small  temaining  fraction,  steadily  dinunishing 
nnmber,  in  heathen  lands.  A  further  aaalyiis  of 
these  statistics  shows  tliat  in  countries  chieS;  IVo- 
t«stant  the  Jews  number  about  a  million;  among 
Greek  Cbuceh  populations  two  milhons ;  and  in 
Roman  Catholic  coantries  two  millions  and  a  half. 
The  political  emancipation  of  the  Jewish  race  in  the 
piindpa]  European  nationalities  has  been  productive 
of  a  marreUous  change  in  the  social  condition  of  the 
Jewa  generally,  and,  as  is  well  known,  many  of  therr 
within  the  last  century  have  risen  lo  the  highest  poli- 
tical as  well  as  commercial  distinction.  The  aiier- 
lion  ii  also  made,  and  it  hai  been  repeated  with 
emphasis  by  some  of  the  more  earnest  and  em' 
religious  teachers  among  the  Jewt  themselves,  that 
(his  era  of  material  prosperity  and  of  social  and  poli- 
tical advancement  has  had  a  very  unfaTouiable  eSect 
upon  the  piely  of  the  people. '  The  modem  J( 
would  seem,  is  too  oflen  disposed  to  regard  ,with 
scepticism  and  ccom  the  religious  aspirations  of  his 
people,  and  to  look  upon  temporal  success  u 
only  end  worth  striving  for;  even  the  hope  of  the 
restoration  of  the  Isiaelitish  race  to  a  position 
of  national  greatness  failing  to  stir  his  ambition 
or  enthusiasm.  According  to  figures  wbii^ 
have  been  collected  with  diligence  and 
but  upon  which  probably  it  would  be  unwise  lo 
lay  too  much  stress:  "Annually,  throughout 
world,  upwards  of  1,000  Jews  are  converted  to 
Christianity,  of  whom  about  450  join  the  Greek 
Church,  270  the  Romish,  and  150  the  Evange- 
lical." Proselytes,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  add, 
are  generally  regarded  with  extreme  disfavour  by 
memben  of  their  own  race,  and  converts  often  have 
to  renounce  old  associations,  happy  friendships,  and 
the  means  of  obtaining  a  liveUhood  when  they  le- 
nonnce  the  faith  of  their  fathers,  and  pass  on  to  the 
acceptance  of  the  fuller  revelation  which  is  in  Jesus 
ChrisL 

THrRD  jnan-ZB  or  moratiau  airsstous. 
Neit  year  the  Moravian  Church  will  celebrate  the 
third  Jubilee  of  its  missionary  enterprise,  the  work 
having  begun  in  1731.  They  were  first  in  the  field  of 
all  the  modem  missionary  societies,  and  have  prose- 
cuted this  as  their  special  work  with  a  zeal,  self-denial, 
and  steadfastness  which  aSbrd  a  striking  example  to 
olber  churches.  They  have  never  been  a  numerous 
people,  although  their  history,  reaching  back  for  four 
hundred  years,  to  the  time  of  the  fonndalioa  of  their 
church  in  Bohemia,  is  a  stirring  and  honourable  one. 
At  the  present  time  their  home  congregatiDns  in 
England,  Germany,  and  America  do  not,  we  believe, 
number  more  than  3o,ooo  persons,  3ut  they  can 
reckon,  as  gathered  from  heathenism  by  their  instru- 


meatality,  and  under  Cbiisiian  inatTuction  by  their 
agents,  nearly  74,000  persons,  of  whom  nearly  25,000 
are  communicants.  Their  wark  is  prosecuted  amidst 
some  of  the  most  dreary,  inhospitable,  and  unbeiltby 
regions  inhabited  by  mankind.  In  Greenland  and 
Xjtuador  they  have  been  the  means  of  bringing 
almost  all  the  Esquimaux  to  at  least  a  nominal  pro- 
fession of  Cbnstianity,  and  these  simple  people,  as 
yet  but  just  emerging  from  a  long  impenetrable 
darkness,  both  intellectual  aud  moral,  look  to  the 
Moravian  missionaries  largely  for  guidance  in  their 
temporal  as  well  as  their  spiritual  concerns.  In  the 
thinly  scattered  populations  of  those  desolate  regions 
the  missionaries'  work  is  not  only  trying  to  flesh  and 
blood,  but  often  etiremely  discouraging,  because  of 
the  waywardness  and  childishness  of  the  spiritual 
flock  that  has  to  be  cared  for.  In  Greenland  the  dis- 
tance between  the  extreme  limits  of  the  missioo,  from 
aorth  to  south,  occupied  by  the  Moravians  is  five 
hundred  miles,  and  the  couatty  is  so  rough  and  wild 
that  inland  travelling  is  often  impossible.  Coasting, 
in  light  open  lioats,  covered  with  sealskins,  is  there- 
fore  necessary,  and  the  journeys  thus  made  are,  as 
may  be  supposed,  beiet  with  both  hardships  and 
perils  of  a  very  severe  kind.  Among  the  North 
American  Indians,  in  particular  among  the  Cherokees, 
Christian  efforts  have  long  engaged  the  attention  and 
energies  of  the  Moravian  missionaries,  amidst  many 
discouragements,  among  others  the  difficult  of  the 
languaget  and  the  gradual  melting  away  of  the 
IniUaa  tribes  before  the  advance  of  dviliiation. 
One  of  the  most  extensive  branches  of  Moravian 
mission  work  is  that  in  the  West  Indies^  where, 
in  the  different  islands,  there  are  for^-six  stations, 
with  negro  congregations  numbering  nearly  37.0OO 
persons,  of  whom  more  than  1 4,000  are  comnuuii> 
cants.  These  churches  have  been  instructed  in  the 
duty  of  self-support,  and  a  financial  arrangement  is 
now  in  operation,  by  means  of  which  the  assistance 
hitherto  aifordad  by  the  mission  funds  will  be  gradu- 
ally withdrawn  until  it  altogether  ceases.  In  Surinam 
(Dutch  Guiana)  is  another  large  Moravian  mission 
work,  conducted  in  sixteen  stations,  by  thirty-two 
missionaries,  and  nnmbering  ii,oao  adherents.  The 
climate  here  isvery  dangerotu  to  a  European  conslitn- 
tioD,  and  the  proaecntion  of  this  mission  demands 
great  self-sacrifice  on  the  part  of  the  agents  as  well 
as  unconquerable  perseverance  and  faith.  To  maltc 
the  list  which  we  are  giving  complete,  we  must  men* 
tion,  and  we  can  only  mention,  that  Moravian  mis- 
sions are  also  in  operation  on  the  Mosquito  coast, 
Nicaragua,  in  South  Africa,  in  Australia,  and  in 
Central  Asia.  We  seldom  look  through  the  monthly 
reports  of  these  "nussioniof  the  Church  of  the  United 
Brethren,"  without  being  touched  by  the  evidences 
which  they  display  of  a  simplicity  of  spirit,  a  self- 
sacrificing  energy,  and  a  Christian  love,  which  recall 
apostolic  times.  We  trqst  that  the  eSorl  which  i* 
being  made  lo  mark  this  third  Jubilee  of  Moravian 
missions  by  an  extension  and  strengthening  of  the 
directions  will  l>e  abundantly  iiii  1  \m 
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[NG   MEMORIES. 

TJ'ELICITA  was  slowly  recovering  her 
■*■  strength  at  the  seaside.  She  had  never 
before  felt  so  seriously  shaken  in  health,  as 
since  she  had  known  of  the  attachment  of 
Felix  to  Alice  Pascal ;  an  attachment  which 
would  have  been  quite  to  her  mind,  if  there 
was  no  loss  of  honour  in  allowing  it  whilst 
she  held  a  secret  which,  in  all  probability, 
would  seem  an  insuperable  barrier  in  the 
eyes  of  Canon  Pascal. 

This  secret  she  had  kept  resolutely  in  the 
background  of  her  own  memory,  conscious 
of  its  existence,  but  never  turning  her  eyes 
towards  it.  The  fact  that  it  was  absolutely 
a  secret,  suspected  by  no  one,  made  this 
more  possible ;  for  there  was  no  gleam  of 
cognisance  in  any  eye  meeting  hers  which 
could  awaken  even  a  momentary  recollection 
of  it.  It  seemed  so  certain  that  her  husband 
was  dead  lo  every  one  but  herself,  that  she 
came  at  last  almost  to  believe  that  it  was 
true. 

There  was  a  terrible  duty  now  lying  in 
her  path.  Before  she  could  give  her  consent 
to  Felix  marrying  Alice  she  must  ascertain 
positively  if  her  husband  was  dead.  Should 
it  be  so  her  secret  was  safe,  and  would 
die  with  her.  Nobody  need  ever  know  of 
this  fraud,  so  successfully  carried  out.  But 
if  not?  Then  she  knew  in  herself  that  her 
lips  could  never  confess  the  sin  in  which  she 
had  shared ;  and  nothing  would  remain  for 
her  to  do  but  to  oppose  with  all  the  energy 
and  persistence  possible  the  marriage  either 
of  her  son  or  daughter.  And  she  fully  be- 
lieved that  neither  of  them  would  marry 
against  her  will. 

Her  health  liad  not  permitted  her  hitherto 
to  make  the  exertion  necessary  for  ascertain- 
ing this  fact,  on  which  her  whole  future  de- 
pended—hers and  her  children's.  The  physi- 
cian whom  she  had  consulted  in  London 
had  urged  upon  her  the  imperative  necessity 
of  avoiding  all  excitement  and  fatigue,  and 
had  ordered  her  down  to  this  dull  httle 
village  of  Freshwater,  where  not  even  a  brass 
band  on  the  unfinished  pier  or  the  arrival  of 
an  excursion  steamer  could  disturb  or  agitate 
her.  She  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  sit  on 
the  quiet  downs,  where  no  sound  could  startle 
her,  and  no  spectacle  Sutter  her,  until  the 


sea-breezes  had  brought  back  her  usual  tone 

of  health. 

"  Phebe,"  said  Felicita,  one  day  when  they 
sat  on  the  cliff,  so  near  the  edge  that  nothing 
but  the  sea  lay  within  the  range  of  their 
sight,  "  how  should  you  feel  if,  instead  of 
helping  a  fellow- creature  to  save  himself  from 
drowning,  you  had  thrust  him  back  into  the 
water,  and  left  him,  sure  that  he  would 
perish  ? " 

"  I  cannot  tell  you  how  I  should  feel," 
answered  Fhebe,  "  because  I  could  never  do 
it.  It  makes  me  shudder  to  think  of  such  a 
thing.     No  human  being  could  do  iL" 

"  But  if  you  had  thrust  the  one  fellow- 
creature  nearest  to  you,  the  one  who  loved 
you  the  most,"  pursued  Felicita,  "  into  sin, 
down  into  a  deeper  gulf  than  he  could  have 
fallen  into  but  for  you " 

"  My  dear,  my  dear  \  "  cried  Phebe,  inter- 
rupting her  in  a  tone  of  the  tenderest  pity. 
"  Oh  !  I  know  now  what  is  preying  upon 
you.  Because  Felix  loves  Alice  it  has 
brought  back  all  the  sorrowful  past  to  you, 
and  you_  are  letting  it  kill  you.  Listen ! 
Let  me  *speak  this  once,  and  then  I  will 
never  speak  again,  if  you  wish  it.  Canon 
Pascal  knows  it  all ;  I  told  him.  And  Felix 
knows  it,  and  he  loves  you  more  than  ever; 
you  are  dearer  to  him  a  hundred  times  than 
you  were  before.  And  he  forgives  his 
father^fully.  God  has  cast  his  sin  as  a  stone 
into  the  depths  of  the  sea,  to  be  remem- 
bered against  him  no  more  for  ever  ! " 

"  It  was  right  they  should  know,"  she 
said  in  a  low  and  dreamy  tone;  "  and  Canon 
Pascal  makes  no  difficulty  of  it  ?  " 

"  Canon  Pascal  said  to  me,"  answered 
Phebe,  "that  your  noble  life  and  the  fame 
you  had  won  atoned  for  the  error  of  which 
Felix  and  Hilda's  father  had  been  guilty.  He 
said  they  were  your  children,  brought  up 
under  your  training  and  example,  not  their 
father's.  Why  do  you  dwell  so  bitterly  upon 
the  past?     It  is  all  forgotten  now," 

"  Not  by  me,"  murmured  Felicita,  "  nor 
by  you,  Phebe." 

"  No ;  I  have  never  forgotten  him,"  cried 
Phebe,  with  a  passionate  sorrow  in  her  voice. 
"  How  good  he  was  to  me,  and  to  all  about 
him  !  Yes,  he  was  guilty  of  a  sin  before 
God  and  against  man  ;  I  know  it.  But  oh  I 
if  he   had  only  suffered   the  penalty,  and 
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come  back  to  us  again,  for  us  to  comfort 
him,  and  to  help  him  to  live  down  the 
shame  1  Possibly  we  could  not  have  done 
it  in  Riversborough ;  I  do  not  know ;  but  I 
'  would  have  gone  with  you,  as  your  servant, 
to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  you  would 
have  lived  happy  days  again — happier  than 
the  former  days.  And  he  would  have  proved 
himself  a  good  man,  in  spite  of  his  sin ;  a 
Christian  man,  whom  Christ  would  not  have 
been  ashamed  to  own." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Felicita ;  "  that  is  im- 
possible. I  never  loved  Roland ;  can  you 
believe  that,  Phebe?" 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  in  a  whisper,  and 
with  downcast  eyes. 

"  Not  as  I  think  -of  love,"  continued 
Fehcita  in  a  dreary  voice.  "I  have  tried 
to  love  you  all ;  but  you  seem  so  far  away 
from  me,  as  if  I  could  never  touch  you. 
Even  Felix  and  Hildaj  they  are  like  phantom 
children,  who  do  not  warm  my  heart,  or 
gladden  it,  as  other  mothers  are  made  happy 
by  their  children.  Sometimes  I  have  dreamed 
of  what  life  would  have  been  if  I  had  given 
myself  to  some  man  for  whom  I  could  have 
forfeited  the  world,  and  counted  the  loss  as 
nothing.  But  that  is  past  now,  and  I  feel 
old.  There  is  nothing  more  before  me;  all 
is  grey  and  flat  and  cold,  a  desolate  monotony 
of  years,  till  death  comes." 

"  You  make  me  unhappy,"  said  Phebe. 
"Ought  we  not  to  love  God  first,  and  man 
for  God's  sake  ?  There  is  no  passion  in 
that;  but  there  is  inexhaustible  faithfulness 
and  tenderness." 

"How  far  away  from  me  you  are!"  an- 
swered Felicita  with  a  faint  smile. 

She  turned  her  sad  face  again  towards  the 
sea,  and  sat  silent,  watching  the  flitting  sails 
pass  by,  but  holding  Fhebe's  hand  fast  in 
her  own,  as  if  she  craved  her  companionship. 

"  Will  you  go  to  Engelberg  with  me  by- 
aod-by?"  asked  Felicita  suddenly,  but  in  a 
calm  and  tranquil  tone. 

"  To  Engelberg  1 "  echoed  Phebe. 

"  I  must  go  there  before  Felix  thinks  of 
marrying,"  she  answered;  "but  it  cannot 
be  till  spring.  When  I  have  been  to 
Engelberg  again,  for  the  last  time,  I  shall 
be  not  happy,  but  less  miserable." 

"  I  will  go  with  you  wherever  you  wish," 
said  Phebe. 

It  was  so  great  a  relief  to  have  said  this 
much  to  Phebe,  to  have  broken  through  so 
much  of  the  icy  reserve  which  froze  her 
heart,  that  Felicita's  spirits  at  once  grew 
more  cheerful.  The  dreaded  words  had 
been  uttered,  and  the  plan  was  settled;  though 


its  fulfilment  was  postponed  till  spring;  a 
reprieve  to  Felicita.  She  regained  health 
and  strength  rapidly,  and  returned  to  London 
so  far  recovered  that  her  physician  gave  her 
permission  to  return  to  work, 

FeUcita  had  soon  found  out  how  limited 
is  the  circle  of  fame  for  even  a  successful 
writer.  For  one  person  who  would  read  a 
book,  there  were  fifty  who  would  go  to  hear 
a  famous  singer  or  actor,  and  a  hundred  who 
would  crowd  to  see  a  clever  acrobat.  As 
she  read  more  she  discovered  that  what  she 
had  fondly  imagined  were  ideas  originated 
by  her  own  intellect,  was,  in  reality,  the  echo 
only  of  thought  long  since  given  to  mankind 
by  other  minds,  in  other  words,  often  better 
than  her  own.  Her  own  silent  claim  to 
genius  was  greatly  modified ;  she  was  humbler 
than  she  had  been.  But  she  knew  painfully 
that  her  name  was  now  a  hundred-fold  better 
known  than  it  had  been  while  she  was  yet 
only  the  wife  of  a  Riversborough  banker. 
All  her  work  for  the  last  fourteen  years  had 
placed  it  more  and  more  prominently  before 
the  public.  Any  scandal  attaching  to  it  now 
would  be  blazoned  farther  and  wider,  in 
deeper  and  more  enduring  characters,  than 
if  her  life  as  an  author  had  been  a  failure. 

The  subtle  hope,  very  real,  vague  as  it  was, 
that  her  husband  was  in  truth  dead,  gathered 
strength.  The  silence  that  had  engulfed 
him  had  been  so  profound  that  it  seemed 
impossible  he  should  still  be  treading  the 
same  earth  as  herself,  and  wearing  through 
its  slow  and  commonplace  days,  sleeping  and 
waking,  eating  and  drinking  like  other  men. 
Felicita  was  not  superstitious,  but  there  was 
in  her  that  deep-rooted,  instinctive  sense  of 
mystery  in  this  double  life  of  ours,  dividing 
our  time  into  sleeping  and  waking  hours, 
which  is  often  apt  to  make  our  dreams  them- 
selves omens  of  importance.  She  had  never 
dreamed  of  Roland  as  she  did  of  those 
belonging  to  her  who  had  already  passed  into 
the  invisible  world  about  us.  His  spirit  was 
not  free,  perhaps,  from  its  earthly  fetters,  so 
as  to  be  able  to  visit  her  and  haunt  her 
steeping  fancies.  But  now  she  began  to 
dream  of  him  frequently,  and  often  in  the 
daytime  flashes  of  memory  darted  vividly 
across  her  brain,  lighting  up  the  dark  for- 
gotten past,  and  recalling  to  her  some  word 
of  his,  or  a  glance  merely.  It  was  an  inward 
persecution  from  which  she  could  not  escape, 
but  it  seemed  to  her  to  indicate  that  her 
persecutor  was  no   more  a  denizen  of  this 

To  get  rid  of  these  haunting  memories 
as  much   as    possible,  she    made  such    a 
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change  in  her  mode  of  life  as  astonished 
all  about  her.  She  no  longer  shut  her- 
self up  in  her  library;  she  resolved  to  write 
no  more,  nor  attempt  to  write,  until  she  had 
been  to  Engelberg,  She  seemed  wishful  to 
attract  friends  to  her,  and  she  renewed  old 
acquaintanceships  with  members  of  her  own 
family  which  she  had  allowed  to  drop  during 
these  many  years.  No  sooner  was  it  evident 
that  Felicita  Sefton  was  willing  to  come  out 
of  the  extremely  quiet  and  solitary  life  she 
had  led  hitherto,  and  take  her  place  in  society 
both  as  Lord  Riversdale's  daughter  and  as 
the  author  of  many  popular  books,  than  the 
current  of  fashion  set  towards  her.  She  was 
stil!  a  remarkably  lovely  woman,  possessing 
irresistible  attractions  in  her  refined  face  and 
soft  yet  distant  manners,  as  of  one  walking  in 
a  trance,  and  seeing  and  hearing  things  in- 
visible and  inaudible  to  less  favoured  mortals. 
Quite  unconsciously  to  herself  she  became 
the  lion  of  the  season,  when  the  next  season 
opened.  She  had  been  so  difficult  to  know, 
that  as  soon  as  she  was  willing  to  be  known 
invitations  poured  in  upon  her,  and  her  house 
was  invaded  by  a  throng  of  visitors,  many  of 
them  more  or  less  distantly  related  to  her. 

CHAPTER  XLI. THE  VOICE  OF  THE   DEAD. 

In  his  lonely  garret  in  the  East-end,  Jean 
Merle  was  living  in  an  isolation  more  com- 
plete even  than  that  of  Engelberg.  There  he 
had  known  at  least  the  names  of  those  about 
him,  and  their  faces  had  grown  familiar  to 
him.  More  than  once  he  had  been  asked  to 
help  when  help  was  sorely  needed,  and  he 
had  felt,  though  not  quite  consciously,  that 
there  was  still  a  link  or  two  binding  htm 
to  his  fellow-men.  But  here,  a  unit  among 
millions,  who  hustled  him  at  every  step, 
breathed  the  same  air,  and  shared  the  com- 
mon light  with  him,  he  was  utterly  alone. 
Once  in  his  despair  he  wandered  forth 
beyond  the  limits  of  London's  noisy  streets, 
until,  tired  with  his  journeying,  he  leaned 
wearily  at  the  gate  of  a  quiet  suburban 
churchyard.  But  here,  too,  in  its  peaceful 
stillness,  there  was  no  consolation  for  him. 
"Isolation  is  the  sum  total  of  wretchedness 
to  man,"  and  no  man  could  be  more  com- 
pletely isolated  than  he. 

Strangely  enough,  his  Swiss  proclivities 
seemed  to  have  fallen  from  him  like  a  worn- 
out  ^ment  The  narrow,  humble  existence 
of  his  peasant  forefathers,  to  which  be  had 
so  readily  adapted  himself,  was  no  longer 
tolerable  in  his  eyes.  He  felt  all  the  force 
and  energy  of  the  life  of  the  great  city  which 
■URounded    him.       His    birthright    as   an 


Englishman  presented  itself  to  his  imagina- 
tion with  a  splendour  and  importance  that  it 
had  never  possessed  before,  even  in  those 
palmy  days  when  it  was  no  unthought  of 
honour  that  he  might  some  day  take  his 
place  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He  called 
himself  Jean  Merle,  for  no  other  name 
belonged  to  him ;  but  he  felt  himself  to  be  an 
Englishman  again,  to  whom  the  life  of  a 
Swiss  peasant  would  be  a  purgatory. 

Other  natural  instincts  were  asserting 
themselves.  He  had  been  a  man  of  genial, 
social  habits,  glad  to  gather  around  him 
smiling  faces  and  friendly  voices ;  and  this 
bias  of  his  was  stirring  into  life  and  shaking 
off  its  long  stupor.  He  longed,  with  intense 
longing,  for  some  mortal  ear  into  which  he 
could  pour  the  story  of  his  sins  and  sufferings, 
and  for  some  human  tongue  to  utter  friendly 
words  of  counsel  to  him.  It  was  not  enough 
to  pour  out  his  confessions  before  God  in 
agonizing  prayer;  that  he  had  done,  and 
was  doing  daily.  But  it  was  not  all.  The 
natural  yearning  for  man's  forgiveness, 
spoken  in  living  human  speech,  grew  stronger 
within  him.  There  was  no  longer  a  chance 
for  him  to  make  even  a  partial  reparation  of 
the  wrong  he  had  committed  ;  he  felt  himself 
without  courage  to  begin  the  long  conflict 
again.  What  his  soul  hungered  for  now 
was  to  see  his  life  through  another  man's 
eyes. 

But  his  money,  economize  it  as  he  might, 
was  slowly  melting  away.  Unless  he  could 
get  work — and  all  his  efforts  to  find  it  failed 
— it  would  not  do  to  remain  in  England.  At 
Engelberg  he  had  secured  a  position  as  a 
wood.carver,  and  his  livelihood  was  assured. 
There,  too,  he  possessed  a  scanty  knowledge 
of  the  neighbours,  and  they  of  him.  It 
would  be  his  wisest  course  to  return  there,  to 
forget  what  he  had  been,  and  to  dr^w  nearer 
to  him  the  simple  and  ignorant  people,  who 
might  yet  be  won  over  to  regarf  him  with 
good-will.  This  must  be  done  before  he 
found  himself  penniless  as  well  as  friendless. 
He  set  aside  a  certain  sum  ;  when  that  was 
spent  he  must  once  more  be  an  exile. 

Until  then,  it  was  his  life  to  pace  to  and 
fro  along  the  streets  of  Ijondon. 

He  stayed  till  he  touched  his  last  shilling. 
It  was  already  winter,  and  the  short,  dark 
days,  with  their  thick  fogs,  made  the  wintry 
months  little  better  than  one  long  night. 
To-morrow  he  must  leave  England,  never  to 
return  to  it.  He  strayed  aimlessly  about  the 
gloomy  streets,  letting  his  feet  bear  him 
whither  they  would,  until  he  found  himself 
looking  do?m  througJf,the,)TO"|^'?jlK^V^n 
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the  deserted  yard  in  front  of  the  Houses  of 
Parliament.  The  dark  mass  of  the  building 
loomed  heavily  through  the  yellow  fog,  but 
beyond  it  came  the  sound  of  bells  ringing 
in  the  invisible  Abbey.  It  was  the  hour 
for  morning  prayer,  and  Jean  Merle  saun- 
tered listlessly  onwards  until  he  reached 
the  northern  entrance  and  turned  into  the 
transept.  The  dim  daylight  scarcely  lit  up 
the  lofty  arches  in  the  roof  or  the  farther  end 
of  the  long  aisles,  but  he  gave  no  heed  to 
either.  He  sank  down  on  a  chair  and  bent 
his  grey  head  on  the  back  of  the  chair  before 
hira ;  the  sweet  solemn  chanting  of  the  white- 
robed  choristers  echoed  under  the  roof,  and 
the  sacred  and  soothing  tones  of  prayer  floated 
past  him.  But  he  did  not  move  or  lift  his 
head.  He  sat  there  absorbed  in  his  own 
thoughts,  and  the  hours  seemed  only  as 
floating  minutes  to  him.  Visitors  came  and 
went,  chatting  close  beside  him,  and  the 
vergers,  with  their  quiet  footsteps,  came  one 
by  one  to  look  at  this  motionJess,  poverty- 
stricken  form,  whose  face  no  man  could  see, 
but  nobody  disturbed  him.  He  had  a  right 
to  be  there,  as  still,  and  as  solitary,  and  as 
silent  as  he  pleased. 

But  when  Canon  Pascal  came  up  the  long 
aisle  to  evening  prayers  and  saw  again  the 
same  grey  head  bowed  down  in  the  same 
despondent  attitude  as  he  had  left  it  in  the 
morning,  he  could  scarcely  refrain  himself 
from  pausing  then  and  there,  before  the 
evening  service  proceeded,  to  speak  to  this 
man.  He  had  caught  a  momentary  glimpse 
of  his  face,  and  it  had  haunted  him  in  his 
study  in  the  interval,  until  he  had  half 
reproached  himself  for  not  answering  to  that 
silent  appeal  its  vnretchedness  had  made. 
But  he  had  had  no  expectation  of  seeing  it 
again. 

It  was  dark  by  the  time  the  evening  service 
was  over,  and  Canon  Pascal  hastily  divested 
himself  of  his  surplice,  that  he  might  not 
seem  to  approach  the  stranger  as  a  clergy* 
man,  but  rather  as  an  equal.  The  Abbey  was 
being  cleared  of  its  visitors,  and  the  lights 
were  being  put  out  one  by  one,  when  he  sat 
down  on  the  seat  next  to  Jean  Merle's,  and 
laid  his  hand  with  a  gentle  pressure  on  his 
arm.  Jean  Merle  started  and  lifted  up  his 
head.  It  was  too  dark  for  them  to  see  each 
other  well;  but  Canon  Pascal's  voice  was 
foUl  of  friendly  urgency. 

"They  are  going  to  close  the  Abbey,"  he 
said;  "and  you've  been  here  all  day,  without 
food,  my  friend.  Is  there  any  special  reason 
why  you  should  pass  a  long,  dark  winter's 
day  in  such  a  manner?    I  would  be  glad  to 


serve  you  if  I  can.  Perhaps  you  are  a 
stranger  in  London?  " 

"  I  have  been  seeking  the  guidance  of 
God,"  answered  Jean  Merle,  in  a  bewildered 
yet  unutterably  sorrowful  voice. 

"  That  is  good,"  replied  Canon  Pascal ; 
"  that  is  the  besL  But  it  is  good  also  at 
times  to  seek  man's  guidance.  It  is  God, 
doubtless,  who  has  sent  me  to  you.  As  His 
servant,  I  eamesdy  desire  to  serve  you." 

"  If  you  would  listen  to  me  under  a  solemn 
seal  of  secrecy  !"  cried  Jean  Merle. 

"  Are  you  a  Catholic  ?  "  asked  Canon  Pas- 
cal.    "  Is  it  a  confessor  you  want  ?  " 

"  1  am  not  a  Catholic,"  he  answered ;  "  but 
there  is  a  strong  desire  in  my  soul  to  confess. 
My  burden  would  be  lighter  if  any  man 
would  share  it,  so  far  as  to  keep  my  secret." 

"Does  it  touch  the  life  of  any  fellow- 
creature  ?  "  inquired  Canon  Pascal ;  "  is  there 
any  great  crime  in  it?" 

"  No ;  not  what  you  are  thinking,"  he  said ; 
"there  is  sin  in  it;  ay,  and  crime;  but  not 
a  crime  like  that" 

"  Then  I  will  hsten  to  it  under  a  solemn 
promise  of  secrecy,  whatever  it  may  be,"  re- 
plied Canon  Pascal.  "  But  the  vergers  are 
waiting  to  close  the  Abbey.  Come  with  me ; 
my  home  is  close  by,  vrithin  the  precincts." 

Jean  Merle  had  risen  obediently  as  he 
spoke,  but,  exhausted  and  weary,  he  staggered 
as  he  stood  upon  his  feet.  Canon  Pascal 
drew  his  arm  within  his  own.  This  simple 
action  was  to  him  full  of  a  friendliness  to 
which  he  had  been  long  a  stranger.  To  clasp 
another  man's  hand,  to  walk  arm-in-arm  with 
him ;  he  felt  keenly  how  much  of  implied 
brotherhood  was  in  them.  He  was  ready  to 
go  anywhere  with  Canon  Pascal,  almost  as  a 
child  guided  and  cared  for  by  an  older  and 
wiser  brother. 

They  passed  out  of  the  Abbey  into  the 
cloisters,  dimly  lighted  by  tlie  lamps,  which 
had  been  tit  in  good  time  tliis  dark  Novem- 
ber evening.  The  low,  black-browed  arches, 
which  had  echoed  to  the  footsteps  of  sorrow- 
stricken  men  for  more  than  eight  hundred 
years,  resounded  to  their  tread  as  they  walked 
beneath  them  in  silence, 

They  had  not  far  to  go,  for  Canon  Pascal 
turned  aside  into  a  little  square,  open  to  the 
black  November  sky,  and  stopping  at  a  door 
in  the  grey  old  walls,  opened  it  with  a  latch- 
key. They  entered  a  narrow  passage,  and 
Cano«  Pascal  turned  at  once  to  his  study, 
which  was  close  by.  As  he  pushed  open  the 
door  he  said,  "  Go  in,  my  friend ;  I  will  be 
with  you  in  a  moment." 

Jean  Merle  saw^l;i,^fQr<;hi^flif^l4^^io°ed 
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loom  with  a  low  ceiling,  "nterewas  no  light 
besides  the  warm,  red  glow  of  a  fire,  which 
was  no  longer  burning  with  yellow  flame,  but 
which  lit  up  suHiciently  the  figure  of  a  woman 
seated  on  a  low  stool  on  the  hearth,  with  her 
head  resting  on  the  hand  that  shaded  her 
eyes.  It  was  a  figure  familiar  to  him  in  his 
old  hfe — that  life  which  lay  on  the  other  side 
of  Roland  Sefton's  grave.  He  had  seen  the 
same  well-shaped  head,  with  its  soft  brown 
hair,  and  (he  round  outline  of  the  averted 
cheek  and  chin,  a  thousand  times  in  old 
Marlowe's  cottage  on  the  uplands,  sitting  in 
the  red  firelight  as  she  was  sitting  now.  All 
the  intervening  years  were  swept  away  in  an 
instant^his  bitter  anguish  and  unavailing 
repentance— the  long  solitude  and  gnawing 
remorse — all  was  swept  clean  away  from  his 
mind.  He  felt  the  strength  and  freshness  of 
his  boyhood  come  back  to  him,  as  if  the 
breeze  of  the  uplands  was  blowing  softly  yet 
keenly  across  his  throbbing  and  fevered  tem- 
ples. Even  his  voice  caught  back  for  the 
moment  the  ring  of  his  early  youth  as  he 
stood  on  the  threshold,  forgetting  all  else  but 
the  sight  that  filled  his  eyes.  "  Phebe ! "  he 
cried  ;  "  little  Phebe  Marlowe  !" 

The  cry  startled  Phebe,  but  she  did  not 
move.  It  was  the  voice  of  one  long  since 
dead  that  rang  in  her  ears — dead,  and  faith- 
fully mourned  over ;  and  every  nerve  tingled, 
and  her  heart  seemed  to  stay  its  beating. 
Roland  Sefton's  voice  !  She  did  not  doubt 
it  or  mistake  it.  The  call  had  been  too  real. 
She  had  answered  to  it  too  many  times  to  be 
mistaken  now.  In  those  days  of  utter  silence, 
when  dumb  signs  only  had  passed  between 
her  and  her  father,  Roland's  pleasant  voice 
had  sounded  too  gladly  in  her  ears  ever  to  be 
forgotten  or  confounded  with  another.  But 
how  could  she  hear  it  now?  The  voice  of 
the  dead  1  how  could  it  reach  her  ?  A  strange 
pang  of  mingled  joy  and  terror  paralyzed 
her.  She  sat  motionless  and  bewildered, 
with  a  thrill  of  passionate  expectation  quiver- 
ing through  her.  Let  Roland  speak  again ; 
she  could  not  answer  his  first  call  I 

"  Phebe ! "  She  heard  the  cry  again ;  but 
this  time  the  voice  was  low,  and  l^cntable, 
and  despairing.  For  in  the  few  seconds  he 
had  been  standing,  arrested  on  the  threshold, 
the  whole  past  had  flitted  through  his  brain 
in  dismal  procession.  She  lifted  herself  up 
slowly  and  mechanically  from  her  low  seat, 
and  turned  her  face  reluctantly  towards  the 
spot  from  which  the  startling  call  had  come. 
In  the  dusky,  red  light  stood  the  form  of  the 
one  friend  to  whom  she  had  been  faithful 
with  the  utter  foithfulness  of   her  nature. 


Whence  he  came  she  knew  not — she  was 
afraid  of  knowing.  But  he  was  there,  him- 
self, and  not  another  like  htm.  There  was  a 
change,  she  could  see  that  dimly;  but  not 
such  a  change  as  could  disguise  him  from 
her.  Of  late,  whilst  she  had  been  painting 
his  portrait  from  memory,  every  recollection 
of  him  had  been  revived  with  keener  vivid- 
ness. Yet  the  terror  of  beholding  him  again 
on  this  side  of  death  struck  her  dumb.  She 
stretched  out  her  hands  towards  him,  but  she 
could  not  speak. 

"  I  must  speak  to  Phebe  Marlowe  alone," 
said  Jean  Merle  to  Canon  Pascal,  and  speak- 
ing in  a  tone  of  irresistible  earnestness,  "  I 
have  that  to  say  to  her  which  no  one  else  can 
hear.    She  is  God's  messenger  to  me." 

"Shall  I  leave  you  with  this  stranger, 
Phebe?"  asked  Canon  Pascal, 

She  made  a  gesture  simply ;  her  lips  were 
too  parched  to  open. 

"  There  is  a  bell  close  at  your  hand,"  he 
went  on,  "  and  I  shall  be  withia  hearing  of 
it.  I  will  come  myself  if  you  ring  it  however 
faintly.     You  know  this  man?" 

"  Yes,"  she  answered. 

She  saw  him  look  across  at  her  with  an 
encouraging  smile ;  and  then  the  door  was 
shut,  and  she  was  alone  witli  her  mysterious 
visitor. 

CHAPTER  XUI. — NO  PLACE  FOR  REPENTANCE. 

They  stood  silent  for  a  few  moments ; — 
moments  which  seemed  hours  to  Pliebe. 
The  stranger — for  who  could  be  so  great  a 
stranger  as  one  who  had  been  many  years 
dead  ? — had  advanced  only  a  step  or  two 
from  the  threshold,  and  paused  as  if  some 
invisible  barrier  was  set  up  between  them. 
It  was  with  a  vehement  effort  that  at  last  she 
spoke. 

"  Roland  Sefton  !  "  she  faltered. 

"  Yes !"  he  answered,  "  I  am  that  most 
miserable  man." 

"But  you  died,"  she  said  with  quivering 
lips,  "  fourteen  years  ago." 

"  No,  Phebe,  no,"  he  replied ;  "  would  to 
God  I  had  died  then." 

Once  more  an  agony  of  mingled  fear  and 
joy  overwhelmed  her.  This  dear  voice,  so 
lamentable  and  hopeless,  so  well  remembered 
in  all  its  tones,  told  her  that  he  was  still 
living,  whom  she  had  mourned  over  So  many 
years.  But  what  could  this  mystery  mean  ? 
What  had  he  passed  through?  What  was 
about  to  happen  now  ?  A  tumult  of  thoughts 
thronged  to  her  brain.  But  clearest  of  all 
came  the  assurance  that  he  was  alive,  stand- 
ing there,  desolate,  changed,  and  friendless. 
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She  ran  to  bim,  and  clasped  his  hands  in 
hers;  stooping  down  and  kissing  them, 
those  hard  worn  hands,  which  he  left  unre- 
sistingly in  her  grasp. 

"  Come  closer  to  the  fire ;  your  hands  are 
cold,  Mr.  Roland,"  she  said,  speaking 
OS  she  might  have  spoken  to  him  while  she 
was  yet  a  child.  She  felt  spell-bound 
and  as  if  she  had  been  suddenly  thrust 
back  upon  those  old  times. 

"  I  am  no  longer  Roland  Sefton,"  he  said, 
sinking  down  into  the  chair;  "he  died,  as 
you  say,  many  a  long  year  ago.  Do 
light  the  lamp,  Phebe ;  let  us  Ulk  by  the 
fire-light," 

The  flicker  of  the  flames  creepii^  round 
the  dry  wood  played  upon  bis  face,  and  her 
eyes  were  fastened  on  it.  Could  this  man 
really  be  Roland  Sefton,  or  was  she  being 
tricked  by  her  fancy  ?  Here  was  a  scarred 
and  wrinkled  face,  blistered  and  burnt  by  the 
summer's  sun,  and  cut  and  frost-bitten  by  the 
winter's  cold ;  the  hair  was  grey  and  ragged, 
and  the  eyes,  far  sunk  in  the  head,  met  her 
^ze  with  a  despairing  and  uneasy  glance,  as 
if  he  shrank  from  her  close  scrutiny. 

"  I  am  Jean  Merle,"  he  said,  "  not  Roland 
Sefton." 

"Jean  Merle?"  she  repeated  in  a  low, 
bewildered  tone — "not  Roland  Sefton,  but 
Jean  Merie?" 

But  she  could  not  be  bewildered  or  in 
doubt  much  longer.  This  was  Roland  indeed, 
the  hero  of  her  life,  come  back  to  her  a  broken- 
down,  desolate,  and  hopeless  man.  She  knelt 
down  on  the  hearth  beside  him,  and  laid 
her  hand  compassionately  on  his. 

"  But  you  arc  Roland  himself  to  me  !  "  she 
cried.  "  Oh  !  be  quick  and  tell  me  all  about 
it.    Why  did  we  ever  think  you  were  dead  ?" 

"  It  was  best  for  them  all,"  he  answered. 
"  God  knows  I  believed  it  was  best.  But  it 
was  a  second  sin,  worse  than  the  first,  Phebe. 
I  did  the  man  who  died  no  wrong,  for  he 
told  me  as  he  lay  dying  that  he  had  no  friends 
to  grieve  for  him,  and  no  property  to  leave. 
All  he  wanted  was  a  decent  grave ;  and  be 
has  it,  and  my  name  with  it.  The  grave  at 
Kngelberg  contains  a  stranger.  And  I,  Jean 
Merle,  have  taken  charge  of  it," 

"Oh  I"  cried  Phebe,  with  a  pang  of  dread, 
"  how  will  Felicita  bear  it  ?  " 

"  Felfcita  has  known  it ;  she  consented  to 
it,"  said  Jean  Merle.  "  If  she  had  uttered  one 
wortl  against  my  desperate  plan,  I  should 
have  recoiled  from  it.  To  be  dead  whilst 
you  are  yet  in  the  body ;  to  have  eyes  to  see 
and  ears  to  hear  with,  and  a  thinking  brain 
and  a  hungry  heart,  whilst  there  is  no  sign, 


or  sound,  or  memory,  or  love  from  your 
former  life — ^you  cannot  conceive  what  that 
is,  Phebe.  I  was  dead,  yet  I  was  too  keenly 
alive  in  Jean  Merle,  the  poor  wood-carver 
and  miser.  They  thought  I  was  imbecile; 
and  I  was  almost  a  madman.  I  could  not 
tear  myself  away  from  the  grave  where 
Roland  Sefton  was  buried ;  but  oh  1  what  I 
have  suffered  ! " 

He  ended  with  a  long  shuddering  sigh, 
which  pierced  Phebe  to  the  heart.  The  joy 
of  seeing  him  again  was  vanishing  in  the 
sight  of  his  suffering ;  but  the  thought  upper- 
most in  her  mind  was  of  Felicita. 

"  And  she  has  known  all  along  that  you 
were  not  dead  ?  "  she  said  in  a  tone  of  awe. 

"Yes,  Felicita  knew,"  he  answered. 

"And  has  she  never  seen  you,  never 
written  to  you  ?  "  she  asked. 

"She  knows  nothing  of  me,"  he  replied. 
"I  was  to  be  dead  to  her,  and  to  every  one 
else.  We  parted  for  ever  in  Engelberg 
fourteen  years  ago  this  very  month.  Perhaps 
she  believes  me  to  be  dead  in  reality.  But 
I  could  live  no  longer  without  knowing 
something  of  you  all — of  Felix  and  Hilda — 
and  I  came  over  to  England  in  August.  I 
have  seen  all  of  you,  except  Fehcita," 

"  Oh  I  it  was  wicked !  it  was  cruel ! " 
sobbed  Phebe,  shivering,  "  Your  mother 
died  believing  she  was  going  to  rejoin  you ; 
and  I,  oh !  how  I  have  mounied  for  you  I " 

"Have  you,  Phebe?"  he  said  sorrowfully; 
"  but  Felicita  has  been  saved  from  shame, 
and  has  been  successful.  She  is  too  famous 
now  for  me  to  retrace  my  steps,  and  get  back 
into  truthfulness.  I  can  find  no  place  for 
repentance,  let  me  seek  it  ever  so  carefully 
and  with  tears." 

"  But  you  have  repented?  "  she  whispered. 

"  Before  God  ?  yes ! "  he  answered,  "  and 
I  believe  He  has  forgiven  me.  But  there  is 
no  way  by  which  I  can  retrieve  the  past.  I 
have  forfeited  everything,  and  I  am  now  shut 
out  even  from  the  duties  of  hfe.  What  ought 
I  to  have  done,  Phebe  ?  There  was  this  way 
to  save  my  mother,  and  my  children,  and 
Felicita ;  and  I  took  it.  It  has  prospered 
for  all  of  them  J  they  hold  a  different 
position  in  the  world  this  day  than  they 
could  have  done  if  I  had  lived." 

"In  this  world,  yes!"  answered  Phebe, 
with  a  touch  of  scorn  in  her  voice ;  "  but 
cannot  you  see  what  you  have  done  for 
Felicita?  Oh!  it  would  have  been  better 
for  her  to  have  endured  the  sliame  of  your 
first  sin,  than  bear  such  a  burden  of  guilt. 
And  you  might  have  out-lived  the  disgrace. 
Tiiere  are  Christian  people  in  the  world  who 


COBWEBS  AND  CABLES. 


can  forgive  sin,  even  as  Christ  forgives  it. 
Even  my  pooi  father  forgave  it;  and  Mr. 
Clifford,  he  is  repenting  now  that  he  did  not 
forgive  you ;  it  weighs  him  down  in  his  old 
age.  It  would  have  been  better  for  you  and 
Felidta  if  you  had  borne  the  penalty  oF  your 
crime." 

"  And  our  children,  Phebe  ? "  he  said. 

"Could  notGod  have  made  it  up  to  them?' 
she  asked.  "  Did  He  malce  it  necessary  for 
you  to  sin  again  on  their  account  ?  Oh  !  if 
you  had  only  trusted  Him  I  if  you  had  only 
waited  to  see  how  Christ  could  turn  even  the 
sins  of  the  father  into  blessings  for  his 
children  I  They  have  missed  you ;  it  may  be 
— I  cannot  see  clearly — they  must  miss  you 
now  all  their  lives.  It  would  break  their 
hearts  to  learn  all  this.  Whether  they  must 
know  it,  I  cannot  tell." 

"To  what  end  should  they  know  it?"  he 
said.  "  Don't  you  see,  Phebe,  that  the  dis- 
tinction Felicita  has  won  binds  us  to  keep 
this  secret?  It  cannot  be  disclosed  either 
to  her  or  to  them." 

"  Let  me  think  about  it,"  said  Phebe ;  "  it 
has  come  too  suddenly  upon  me.  There 
must  be  something  we  ought  to  do,  but  I 
cannot  see  it  yeL  .1  must  have  time  to 
recollect  it  all.  And  yet  I  am  afraid  to  let 
you  go,  lest  you  should  disappear  again  and 
all  this  should  seem  like  a  dreadful  dream." 

"You  care  for  rae  still,  Phebe?"  he 
answered  mournfully.  "  No,  I  shall  not  dis- 
appear from  you ;  I  shall  hold  fast  by  you, 
now  you  have  seen  me  again.  If  that  poor 
wretch  in  hell  who  lifted  up  his  eyes,  being 
in  torments,  had  caught  sight  of  some  pitying 
angel,  who  would  now  and  then  dip  the  tip 
of  her  finger  in  water  and  cool  his  tongue, 
would  he  have  disappeared  from  her  vision  ? 
Wouldn't  he  rather  have  had  a  horrible 
dread  lest  she  should  disappear?  But  you 
will  not  forsake  me,  Phebe  ? " 

"  Never  !  "  replied  Phebe,  with  an  intense 
and  mournful  earnestness. 

"  Then  I  will  go,"  he  said,  rising  reluctantly 
to  his  feet.  It  was  time  for  him  to  go ;  yet  it 
seemed  to  him  as  if  he  had  still  so  much  to 
pour  into  Phebe's  ear,  that  many  hours  would 
not  give  him  time  enough.  Unconstrained 
speech  had  proved  a  source  of  ineffable 
solace  and  strength  to  him.  He  had  been 
dying  of  thirst,  and  he  had  found  a  spring  of 
living  waters.  To  Phebe,  and  to  her  alone, 
he  was  still  a  living  man,  unless  sometimes 
Felicita  thought  of  him. 

"  If  you  are  still  my  friend,  knowing  all," 
he  said,  "  I  shall  no  longer  despair.  When 
will  you  see  me  again  ?  " 


"  I  will  come  to  morning  service  la  the 
Abbey  to-morrow,"  she  answered. 

CHAPTER  XLllI. — WITHIN  AND  WITHOUT. 

After  speaking  to  Canon  Pascal  for  a  few 

minutes,  with  an  agitation  and  a  reserve 
which  he  could  not  but  observe,  Phebe  left 
the  house  to  go  home.  In  one  of  the  darkest 
comers  of  the  cloisters  she  caught  sight  of 
the  Bgure  of  Jean  Merle,  watching  for  her  to 
come  out.  For  an  instant  Phebe  paused,  as 
if  to  speak  to  him  once  more;  but  she 
longed  for  a  solitary  walk  homewards,  along 
the  two  or  three  miles  of  a  crowded 
thoroughfare,  where  she  could  now  feel  as 
much  alone  as  she  had  ever  done  on  the 
solitary  uplands  about  her  birth-place. 

To-night  she  passed  along  the  busy  streets 
mechanically  choosing  the  right  way  between 
the  Abbey  and  her  home,  nearly  three  miles 
away.  There  was  only  one  circumstance  of 
which  she  was  conscious — that  Jean  Merle 
was  following  her.  Possibly  he  was  afiraid  in 
the  depths  of  his  heart  that  she  would  fail  him 
when  she  came  to  deliberately  consider  all 
he  had  told  her.  He  wronged  her,  she  said 
to  herself  indignantly.  Still,  whenever  she 
turned  her  head  she  caught  sight  of  hia  tall, 
bent  figure  and  grey  head,  stealing  after  her 
at  some  distance,  but  never  losing  her.  So 
mournful  was  it  to  Phebe,  to  see  her  oldest 
and  her  dearest  friend  thus  dogging  her  foot- 
steps, that  once  or  twice  she  paused  at  a 
street  comer  to  give  him  time  to  overtake 
her ;  but  he  kept  aloof.  He  wished  only  to 
see  where  she  lived,  for  there  also  lived 
Felicita  and  Hilda. 

She  turned  at  last  into  the  Square  where 
their  house  was.  It  was  brilliantly  lighted  up, 
for  Felicita  was  having  one  of  her  rwe 
receptions  that  evening,  and  in  another  hour 
or  two  the  rooms  would  be  filled  with  guests. 
There  was  a  side  door  to  Phebe's  studio, 
by  which  she  could  go  in  and  out  at  pleasure, 
and  she  stood  at  it  trying  to  fit  her  latch-key 
into  the  lock  with  her  trembling  hands. 
Looking  back  she  saw  Jean  Merle  some 
little  distance  away,  leaning  against  the 
'lings  that  enclosed  the  Square  garden. 

"  Oh  1  I  must  run  back  to  him  !  I  must 
speak  to  him  again !  "  she  cried  to  her  own 
heart.  In  another  instant  she  was  at  his 
ide,  with  her  hands  clasping  his. 

"  Oh ! "  she  sobbed,  "  what  can  I  do 
for  you?  This  is  too  miserable  for  youj 
and  for  me  as  well.  Tell  mc  what  I  con 
do." 

Nothing,"  he  answered.  "  Why,  you  make 
me  feci  as  if  I  had  sinned  .Tgam  in  telliiwyou 
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all  this,  I  ought  not  to  have  troubled  your 
happy  heart  with  my  sorrow." 

"  It  was  not  you,"  she  said ;  "  you  did  not 
even  come  to  tell  nie;^  God  brought  you.  I 
can  bear  it.  Kut  oh !  to  see  you  shut  out, 
and  inside,  yonder,  Hilda  is  playing,  and 
Felix,  perhaps,  is  there.  They  will  be  sing- 
ing by-and-by,  and  never  know  who  is  stand- 
ing outside,  in  the  foggy  night,  listening  to 
ihem," 

Her  Voice  broke  into  sobs,  but  Jean 
Merle  did  not  notice  them. 

"And  Felicita?"  he  said. 

Phebe  could  not  answer  him  for  weeping. 
She  ran  back  to  her  private  door,  and  this 
time  opened  it  readily.  There  was  a  low 
light  in  the  studio  from  a  shaded  lamp 
standing  on  the  chimney-piece,  which  made 
the  hearth  bright,  but  left  all  the  rest  of  the 
room  in  shadow,  Phebe  threw  off  her 
bonnet  and  cloak  with  a  very  heavy  and 
troubled  sigh. 

"  ^Vhat  can  make  you  sigh,  Phebe?  "  asked 
a.  low-toned  and  plaintive  voice.  In  the 
chair  by  the  fire-place,  pushed  out  of  the  circle 
of  the  light,  she  saw  Felicita  leaning  back 
and  looking  up  at  her.  The  beauty  of  her 
face  had  never  struck  harshly  upon  Phebe 
until  now ;  at  this  moment  it  was  absolutely 
painful  to  her.  Tlie  rich  folds  of  her  velvet 
dress,  and  the  soft  and  costly  lace  of  her 
head-dress,  distinct  from  though  resembling  a 
widow's  cap,  set  off  both  her  face  and  figure 
to  the  utmost  advantage,  Phebe's  eyes 
seemed  to  behold  her  more  distinctly  and 
vividly  than  they  had  done  for  some  years 
past;  for  she  was  looking  through  them  with 
a  dark  background  for  what  she  saw  in  her 
own  brain.  What  an  awful  life  of  self- 
approved,  stoical  falsehood  she  had  been 
living  I  She  could  see  the  man  from  whom 
she  had  just  parted  standing  without,  home- 
less and  friendless,  on  the  verge  of  penni- 
lessness;  a  dead  man  in  a  living  world,  cut 
off  from  all  the  ties  and  duties  of  the  home 
and  the  society  he  loved.  But  to  Phebe  he 
did  not  appear  so  wretched  as  Felicita  was. 

She  sank  down  on  a  seat  near  Felicita, 
with  such  a  feeling  of  heart- sickness  and 
heart-fain tn ess  as  she  had  never  experienced 
before.  The  dreariness  and  perplexity  of  the 
present  stretched  before  her  into  the  coming 
'  years.  For  almost  the  first  time  in  her  life 
she  felt  wom-out;  physically  weary  and 
exhausted,  as  if  her  strength  had  been  over- 
taxed. Her  childhood  on  the  fresh,  breezy 
uplands,  and  her  happy,  tranquil  tempera- 
ment had  hitherto  kept  her  in  perfect  health. 
But  now  she  felt  as  if  the  sins  of  those  whom 


she  had  loved  so  tenderly  and  loyally  touched 
the  very  springs  of  her  life.  She  could  have 
shared  any  other  burden  with  them,  and 
borne  it  with  an  unbroken  spirit  and  an  un- 
crushfd  heart.  But  such  a  sin  as  this,  so  full 
of  woe  and  bewilderment  to  them  all,  en- 
tangled her  soul  also  :n  its  poisonous  web. 

"Why  did  you  sigh  so  bitterly?"  asked 
Felicita  again. 

"The  world  is  so  full  of  misery,"  she 
answered,  in  a  trenmlous  and  troubled  voice  j 
"  its  happiness  is  such  a  mockery!  " 

"  Have  you  found  that  out  at  last,  dear 
Phebe  ?  "  said  Felicita.  "  I  have  been  telling 
you  so  for  years.  The  Son  of  Man  fainting 
under  the  Cross — that  is  the  true  emblem  of 
human  life.  Even  He  had  not  strength 
enough  to  bear  His  cross  to  the  place  called 
Golgotha.  Whenever  I  think  of  what  most 
truly  represents  our  life  here,  I  see  Jesus, 
faltering  along  the  rough  road,  with  Simon 
behind  Him,  whom  they  compelled  to  bear 
His  cross." 

"He  fainted  under  the  sins  of  the  world," 
murmured  Phebe.  "  It  is  possible  to  bear 
the  sorrows  of  others ;  but  oh  !  it  is  hard  to 
carry  their  sins," 

"  We  all  find  that  out,"  said  Felicita,  her 
face  growing  wan  and  white  even  to  the  lips. 
"  Can  one  man  do  evil  without  the  whole 
world  suffering  for  it?  Does  the  effect  of  a 
sin  ever  die  out  ?  What  is  done  cannot  be 
undone  through  all  eternity.  There  is  the 
wretchedness  of  it,  Phebe." 

"  I  never  felt  it  as  I  do  now,"  she  an- 

"  Because  you  have  kept  yourself  free  from 
earthly  ties,"  said  Felicita  mournfully ;  "  you 
have  neither  husband  nor  child  to  increase 
your  power  of  suffering  a  hundredfold.  I  am 
entering  upon  another  term  of  tribulation  in 
Felix  and  Hilda,  If  I  had  only  been  like 
you,  dear  Phebe,  I  could  have  passed  through 
life  as  happily  as  you  do ;  but  my  life  has 
never  belonged  to  myself;  it  has  been  forced 
to  run  in  channels  made  by  others." 

Somewhere  in  the  house  behind  them  a 
door  was  left  open  accidentally,  and  the 
sound  of  Hilda's  piano  and  of  voices  singing 
broke  in  upon  the  quiet  studio.  Phebe  lis- 
tened to  them,  and  thought  of  the  desolate, 
broken-hearted  man  vrithout,  who  was  listen- 
ing too.  The  clear  young  voices  of  their 
children  fell  upon  his  ears  as  upon  Fehcita's ; 
so  near  they  were  to  one  another,  yet  so  far 
apart.  She  shivered,  and  drew  nearer  to  the 
fire, 

"  I  feel  as  cold  as  if  I  was  a  poor  outcast 
in  the  streets,"  she  said. 
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"  Here  there  mu  ni 


"  And  I  too,"  responded  Felicita ;  "  bul 
oh  !  Phebe,  do  not  yoii  lose  heart  and  cour- 
age, like  me.  You  have  always  seemed  in 
the  sunshine,  and  I  have  looked  up  to  you 


death,  and  made  the  memory  of  him  sacred 

and  sorrowfully  sweet ;  to  be  brooded  over  in 
solitary  hours  in  the  silent  depths  of  her  loyal 
heart.     But  he  was  alive  again,  with  no  right 


and   felt  cheered.      Don't  come  down  into    to  be  alive,  having  no  explanation  to  give 
the  darkness  to  me,"  i  which  could  reinstate  him  in  his  old  position. 

Phebe  could  not  answer,  for  the  darkness  [  And  Felicita !  Oh  !  what  a  cruel,  unwomanly 
was  closing  round  her.  Until  now  there  had  |  wrong  Felicita  had  been  guilty  of!  She 
happened  no  perplexity  in  her  life  which  could  not  command  Iier  voice  to  speak  again. 
made  it  difhcvilt  to  decide  upon  the  right  or  I  "I  must  go,"  said  Felicita  at  last.  "  I 
the  wrong.  But  here  was  come  a  coil.  The  wish  I  had  not  invited  visitors  for  to-night." 
long  years  had"  reconciled  her  to   Roland's       She  breathed  more  freely  when  Felicita  was 
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gone.  The  dimly-lighted  studio,  with  the 
canvases  she  was  at  work  upon,  and  the 
pictures  she  had  painted  hanging  on  the  walls, 
and  her  easels  standing  as  she  had  left  them 
three  or  four  hours  ago,  when  the  early  dusk 
came  on,  soothed  her  agitated  spirits  now  she 
was  alone.  She  moved  slowly  about,  putting 
everything  into  its  place,  and  feeling  as  if  her 
thoughts  grew  more  orderly  as  she  did  so. 
When  all  was  done  she  opened  the  outer 
door  stealthily  and  peeped  out  Ves;  he 
was  there,  leaning  against  the  railings,  and 
looking  up  at  the  brilliantly-lighted  windows. 
Carriages  were  driving  up  and  setting  down 
Felicita's  guests.  Phebe's  heart  cried  out 
against  the  contrast  between  the  lives  o(  these 
two.  She  longed  to  run  out  and  stand  beside 
him  in  the  darkness  and  dampness  of  the 
November  night.  £ut  what  good  could  she 
do  ?  she  asked  bitterly.  She  did  not  dare 
even  to  ask  him  in  to  sit  beside  her  studio 
fire.  The  same  roof  could  not  cover  him 
and  Felicita,  without  unspeakable  pain  to 
him. 

CHAPTER   XLIV. — IN   HIS  FATHER'S   HOUSE. 

When  Phebe  entered  Westminster  Abbey 
the  next  day  the  morning  service  was  aheady 
bugun.  Upon  the  bench  nearest  the  door 
sat  a  working  in;in,  in  worn-out  clothes, 
whose  grey  hair  was  long  and  ragged,  and 
whose  whole  appearance  was  one  of  poverty 
and  suffering.  She  was  passing  by,  when  a 
gleam  of  recognition  In  the  dark  and  sunken 
eyes  of  this  poor  man  arrested  her.  Could 
he  possibly  be  Roland  Sefton?  The  night 
before  she  had  seen  him  only  in  a  friendly 
obscurity,  which  concealed  the  ravages  time, 
and  sorrow,  and  labour  had  effected ;  but 
now  the  daylight,  in  revealing  them,  cast  a 
chill  shadow  of  doubt  into  her  heart.  It  was 
his  voice  she  had  knon'n  and  acknowledged 
the  night  before;  but  now  he  was  silent,  and 
revealed  by  the  daylight,  she  felt  troubled 
and  distrustful.  Such  a  man  she  might  have 
met  a  thousand  times  without  once  recalling 
to  her  memory  the  handsome,  manly  presence 
and  prosperous  bearing  of  Roland  Sefton. 

To  Jean  Merle,  Phebe  Marlowe  was  little 
altered,  save  that  she  had  grown  from  a 
simple  rustic  maiden  Into  a  cultivated  and 
refined  woman.  The  sweet  and  gentle  face 
beside  him,  with  the  deep  peaceful  blue  of 
her  eyes,  and  the  sensitive  mouth  so  ready 
to  break  into  a  smile,  was  the  same  he  had 
seen  when,  on  that  terrible  evening  so  many 
years  ago,  he  had  craved  her  help  to  escape 
from  his  dreaded  punishment.  "  I  will  help 
you,  even  to  dying  for  you  and  yours,"  she 


had  said.  He  remembered  vividly  hoir 
mournfully  the  girlish  fervour  of  her  marmcr 
had  impressed  him.  Even  now  he  had  no 
one  else  to  help  him ;  this  woman's  tittle  hand 
alone  could  reach  him  in  the  gulf  where  he 
lay;  only  the  simple,  pitiful  wisdom  of  her 
faithful  heart  could  find  a  way  for  him  out  of 
this  misery  of  his  into  some  place  of  safety 
and  peace.  He  was  willing  to  follow  wherever 
she  might  guide  him. 

"  I  can  see  only  one  duty  before  us,"  she 
said,  when  the  service  was  over,  and  they 
stood  together  before  one  of  the  monuments 
in  the  Abbey :  "  I  think  Mr.  Clifford  ought  to 
know." 

"What  will  he  do,  Phebe?"  asked  Jean 
Merle.  "  God  knows,  if  I  had  only  mysdf  to 
think  of  I  would  go  into  a  convict-prison  as 
thankfully  as  if  it  was  the  gate  of  heaven.  It 
would  be  as  the  gate  of  heaven  to  me  if  I 
could  pay  the  penalty  of  my  crime.  But 
there  are  Felicita  and  my  children ;  and  the 
greater  shock  and  shame  to  them  of  my 
conviction  now." 

"  Yet  if  Mr.  Clifford  demanded  the  penalty 
it  must  even  now  be  paid,"  answered  Phebe ; 
"  but  he  will  not.  One  reason  why  he  ought 
to  know  is  that  he  mourns  over  you  still,  day 
and  night,  as  if  he  had  been  the  chief  cause 
of  your  death.  He  reproaches  himself  with 
his  implacability  both  towards  you  and  his 
son.  But  even  if  the  old  resentment  should 
awaken,  it  is  right  you  should  run  the  risk. 
Why  need  it  be  known  to  any  one  but  us  two 
that  Felicita  knew  you  were  still  alive?  " 

"  If  we  could  save  her  and  the  children  X 
should  be  satisfied,"  said  Jean  Merle, 

"It  would  kill  her  to  know  you  were 
here,"  answered  Phebe.  "  No,  she  must 
never  know.  And  I  am  not  ^raid  of  Mr. 
Clifford;  he  will  forgive  you  with  all  his 
heart;  and  he  will  be  made  glad  in  his  old 
age.  I  will  go  down  with  you  this  evening. 
There  is  a  train  at  four  o'clock,  and  we  shall 
reach  Riversborough  at  eight.  Be  at  the 
station  to  meet  me."     ' 

You  know,"  said  Jean  Merle,  "  that  the 
lapse  of  years  does  not  free  one  from  trial  and 
conviction  ?  Mr.  Clifford  cstn  give  me  into 
the  hands  of  the  police  at  once ;  and  to-night 
may  see  me  lodged  in  Riversborough  jail,  as 
if  I  had  been  arrested  fourteen  years  ago. 
You  know  this,  Phebe?" 

Yes,  I  know  it,  but  I  am  not  afiaid  of 
it,"  she  answered. 

She  had  not  the  slightest  fear  of  old  Mr. 
Clifford's  vindictiveness.  As  she  travelled 
down  to  Riversborough,  with  Jean  Merle  in 
a  third-class  carriage  of  the  same  train,  her 
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mind  wna  very  busy  with  troubled  thoughts. 
There  was  an  unquiet  joy  stining  in  the 
seaet  depths  of  her  heart,  but  she  was  too 
full  of  anxiety  and  bewilderment  to  be  alto- 
gether aware  of  it  To  her  and  to  old  Mr. 
ClifTord  only  could  this  return  from  the 
grave  contain  any  gladness.  And  was  she 
glad?  she  asked  herself,  after  a  long  delibe- 
ration over  the  difficulties  surrounding  this 
strange  reappearance.  She  had  sorrowed  for 
iiim  and  comforted  his  mother  in  her  mourn- 
ing, and  talked  of  him  as  one  talks  fondly  of 
the  dead  to  his  children;  and  all  the  sacred 
healing  of  time  had  softened  the  grief  she 
once  felt  into  a  tranquil  and  grateful  memory 
of  him,  as  of  the  friend  she  had  loved  most, 
and  whose  care  for  her  had  most  widely 
influenced  her  life.  She  could  not  own  yet 
that  she  was  glad. 

Old  Mr.  CliSbrd  was  sitting  in  the  wains- 
coted dining-room,  his  favourite  room,  when 
Phebe  opened  the  door  silently  and  looked 
in  with  a  pale  and  anxious  face.  His  sight 
was  dim,  and  a  blaze  of  light  fell  upon  the 
dark  old  panels,  and  the  old-fashioned  silver 
tankards,  and  bright  brass  salvers  on  the 
carved  sideboard.  Two  or  three  of  Phebe's 
sunniest  pictures  hung  against  the  oaken 
panels.  There  was  a  blazing  fire  on  the 
hearth,  and  the  old  man,  with  liis  elbows 
resting  on  the  arms  of  his  chair,  and  his 
hands  clasped  lightly,  was  watching  the  play 
and  dance  of  the  flames  as  they  shot  up- the 
chimney.  Some  new  books  lay  on  a  table 
beside  him,  but  he  was  not  reading.  He  was 
sitting  there  in  utter  loneliness,  with  no  com- 
panionship except  that  of  his  own  fading 
memories. 

"  Why,  it's  little  Phebe  Marlowe  I "  cried 
Mr.  Clifford  gladly,  looking  round  at  the 
light  sound  of  a  footstep,  very  ditfeient  from 
Mrs.  Nixey's  heavy  tread.  "  My  dear  child, 
you  can't  tell  what  a  pleasure  this  is  to  me." 

lie  had  risen  up,  and  stood  holding  both 
her  hands  and  looking  fondly  into  her  face. 

"  This  moment  I  was  thinking  of  you,  my 
dear,"  he  said ;  "  I  was  inditing  a  long  letter 
to  you  in  my  head,  which  these  lazy  old 
fingers  of  mine  would  have  refused  to  write. 
Sandon,  the  bookseller,  has  been  in  here, 
bringing  these  books;  and  he  told  me  a  queer 
story  enough.  He  says  that  in  August  last  a 
relation  of  Madame  Sefton's  was  here,  in 
Riversborough;  and  told  him  who  he  was,  in 
his  shop,  where  he  bought  one  of  Felicita's 
books.  Why  didn't  Sandon  come  here  at 
once  and  tell  us  then,  so  that  you  could  have 
found  him  out,  Phebe?  Sandon  says  he 
reminded   hira    of   Kolaad — poor  Roland  I 


Why !  I'd  have  given  the  poor  fellow  a  wel- 
come for  the  sake  of  that  resemblance  ;  and 
I  was  just  thinking  how  Phebe's  tender  heart 
would  have  been  touched  by  even  so  fsunt  a 

"  Yes,"  she  munnured. 

"  And  we  could  have  lifted  him  up  a  little ; 
quite  a  poor  man,  Sandon  says,"  continued 
Mr.  Clifford ;  "  but  sit  down,  my  dear.  There 
is  no  one  in  the  wide  world  would  be  so 
welcome  to  me  as  little  Phebe  Marlowe,  who 
refused  lo  be  my  adopted  daughter." 

He  had  drawn  a  chair  close  beside  bis 
own,  for  he  would  not  loose  her  hand,  but 
kept  it  closely  grasped  by  his  thin  and 
crooked  fingers. 

"  You  have  altogether  forgiven  Roland  ?" 
she  said  tremulously. 

"  .\itogether,  my  dear,"  he  answered. 

"  As  Christ  forgives  us,  bearing  away  our 
sins  Himself? "  she  said. 

"  As  Christ  forgave  us,"  he  replied,  bowing 
his  head  solemnly. 

"  And  if  it  was  possible— think  it  possible," 
she  went  on,  "that  he  could  come  back 
again,  that  the  grave  in  Engelberg  could  give 
up  its  dead,  he  would  be  welcome  to  you?" 

"  If  my  old  friend,  Sefton's  son,  could 
come  back  again,"  he  said,  "  he  would  be 
more  welcome  to  me  than  you  are,  Phebe. 
How  often  do  I  fancy  him  sitting  yonder  in 
Sefton's  chair,  watching  me  with  his  dear 
eyes  1 " 

"  But  suppose  he  had  deceived  us  all,"  she 
continued,  "if  he  had  escaped  fi-om  your 
anger  by  another  fraud,  a  worse  firaud  J  If 
he  had  managed  so  as  to  bury  some  one  else 
in  his  name,  and  go  on  living  under  a  false 
one !     Could  you  forgive  that?" 

"  If  Roland  could  come  back  a  repentant 
man,  I  would  forgive  him  every  sin," 
answered  Mr,  CUSbrd,  "and  rejoice  that  I 
had  not  driven  him  to  seek  death.  But  what 
do  you  mean,  Pliebe?  why  do  you  ask?" 

"  Because,"  she  answered,  speaking  almost 
in  a  whisper,  with  her  face  close  to  his, 
"  Roland  did  not  die.  That  man  who  was 
here'  in  August,  and  called  himself  Jean 
Merle,  is  Roland  himself.  He  saw  you,  and 
all  of  us,  and  did  not  dare  to  make  himself 
known.  I  can  tell  you  all  about  it.  But,  oh  ! 
he  has  bitterly  repented.  He  cannot  come 
back  amongst  us  and  be  Roland  Sefton 
again." 

"Where  is  he?"  asked  the  old  man, 
trembling. 

"  He  is  here ;  he  came  with  me.  I  will  go 
and  fetch  him,"  she  answered. 

Mr.  Clifford  leaned  back  in  his  arm-chaii, 
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and  gazed  towards  tbe  haSt-cpea  door.     His 

roeraory  had  gone  back  tweoty  jtais,  to  the 
last  lime  he  had  seen  Roland  Scfton,  in  tbe 
prime  of  bii  youth,  handsome;,  erect,  and 
happy,  who  bad  made  his  heart  acbe  as  he 
thought  of  his  own  abandoned  son,  tying 
buried  in  a  common  grave  in  Paris.  The 
man  whom  he  saw  entering  slowly  and 
reluctantly  into  the  room  behind  Phebc  was 
grey-headed,  bent,  and  abject.  This  man 
paused  just  within  the  doorway,  looking  not 
at  him  but  round  the  room^  with  a  glance 
full  of  grief  and  remembrancf.  The  eager, 
questioning  eyes  of  old  Mr.  Clifford  did  not 
arrest  his  attention,  or  divert  it  from  (he 
aspect  of  the  old  familiar  place. 

"  No,  no,  Phebe ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Clif- 
ford, "  he's  an  impostor,  my  dear.  Thafs  not 
my  old  friend's  son  Roland." 

"  Would  to  God  I  were  not ! "  cried  Jean 
MeHc  bitterly,  "would  to  God  I  stood  in 
this  room  as  a  stranger !  Phebe  Marlowe, 
this  is  very  hard ;  my  punishment  is  greater 
than  I  can  bear.  All  my  life  comes  back  to 
me  here.  This  place,  of  all  other  places  in 
the  world,  brings  my  sin  and  folly  to  remem- 
brance." 

He  sank  down  on  a  chair,  and  buried  his 
face  in  his  hands  to  shut  out  Ae  halefiil 
sight  of  the  old  home.  He  was  inside  his 
paradise  again;  and  behold,  it  was  a  place  of 
torment.  There  was  no  room  in  his  thoughts 
for  Mr.  Clifford ;  it  was  nothing  to  him 
that  he  should  be  called  an  impostor.  He 
came  to  claim  nothing,  not  even  his  own 
name.  But  the  avenging  memories  of  the 
past  claimed  him  and  held  him  fast  bound. 
He  was  unconscious  of  everything  but  his 
pain,  He  could  not  hear  Phebe's  voice 
speaking  for  him  to  Mr.  Clifford.  He  saw 
and  felt  nothing  until  a  gentle  and  trem- 
bling hand,  pressing  on  his  shoulder  feebly 
end  as  tenderly  as  his  mother's,  made  him 
look  up  into  the  grey  and  agitated  face  of 
Mr,  Clifford  bending  over  him. 

"  Roland  1  Roland  I  "  he  said,  in  a  voice 
broken  by  sobs,  "  my  old  friend's  son,  forgive 
me  as  I  forgive  you.  God  be  thanked,  you 
have  come  back  again  in  time  for  me  to  see 
you  and  bid  you  welcome,  I  bless  Godwith 
nil  my  heart,  It  is  your  own  home,  Roland, 
your  own  home." 

With  hia  feeble  but  eager  old  hands  he 
drew  him  to  the  hearth,  and  placed  him  in 
the  chair  dose  beside  his  own,  where  Phebe 
had  been  sitting,  and  kept  his  hand  upon 
his  arm,  lest  he  should  vanish  out  of  his 
sight. 

"  You  shall  tell  me  nothing  more  to-night," 


he  said,  "  I  am  old,  and  this  is  cimmi^  for 
mc.  It  is  enoDgfa  that  to-night  yon  and  I 
hare  pardoned  <me  another  from  '  the  low 
depths  of  our  hearts.'  Tell  me  nothing  else 
to-nighL" 

CHAPTSK  XLV. — AS  A   HIRED  SERVANT. 

Frou  a  profoundand  dreamless  sleep  Jeart 
Merle  awoke  early  the  neit  momii^,  with 
the  blessed  feeling  of  being  at  home  again  in 
his  father's  house.  The  heavy  cross-beams 
of  black  oak  dividing  the  ceiling  into  panels ; 
the  low  broad  lattice  window  with  a  few 
upper  panes  of  oLt  stained  glass;  the  faded 
familiar  pictures  on  the  wall— these  a'J  awoke 
in  him  memories  of  his  earliest  years.  In 
the  comer  of  the  room,  hardly  to  be  dis- 
tinguished from  the  wainscot,  was  the  high 
narrow  door  communicating  with  bis  mother's 
chamber,  through  which  he  had  often,  how 
often !  seen  her  come  in  softly,  on  tip>toe,  to 
take  a  look  at  him.  His  own  children, 
too,  had  slept  there ;  and  it  was  here  that  he 
had  last  seen  his  little  son  and  daughter  be- 
fore fleeing  from  his  borne  a  self-accused 
criminal.  All  the  happy,  prosperous  life 
of  Roland  Sefton  had  been  encompassed 
round  by  these  walls. 

But  the  dead  past  must  bury  the  dead.  If 
there  had  ever  been  a  deep,  buried,  hidden 
hope,  that  a  possible  return  to  something  of 
the  old  life  lay  in  the  unknown  future,  it  was 
now  utterly  up-rooted.  Such  a  return  was 
only  possible  over  the  ruined  lives  and  broken 
hearts  of  Felicita  and  his  children.  If  he 
made  himself  known,  though  he  was  secure 
against  prosecution,  the  story  of  his  farmer 
crime  would  revive,  and  spread  wider,  joined 
with  the  fair  name  of  Felicila,  than  it  would 
have  done  when  he  was  merely  a  fraudulent 
banker  in  a  country  town.  However  true  it 
might  be  what  Fhebe  maintained,  that  he 
might  have  suffered  the  penalty  of  his  sin, 
and  afterwards  retrieved  the  past,  whilst  his 
children  were  too  young  to  feel  the  full  bitter- 
ness of  the  shame,  it  was  too  late  to  do  it 
now.  The  name  he  had  dishonoured  was 
for  ever  forfeited.  His  return  to  his  former 
life  was  hedged  up  on  every  hand. 

But  a  new  courage  was  awaking  in  biin, 
which  helped  him  to  grapple  with  his  despair. 
He  would  bury  the  dead  past ;  and  go  on 
into  the  future  making  the  best  of  his  life, 
maimed  and  marred  as  it  was  by  his  own 
folly.  He  was  slill  in  the  prime  of  his  age, 
thirty  years  younger  than  Mr.  Clifford,  whose 
intellect  was  as  keen  and  clear  as  ever ;  there 
was  a  long  span  oftime  stretching  before  him, 
to  be  used  or  misused. 
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"  Come  unto  Me  all  ye  that  be  weary,  and 
heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  He 
seemed  to  see  the  words  in  the  quaint  up- 
right characters  in  which  old  Marlowe  had 
carved  them  under  the  crucifix.  He  had 
fancied  he  knew  what  coming  to  Christ  meant 
in  those  old  days  of  his,  when  he  was  reputed 
a  religious  man,  and  was  first  and  foremost 
in  all  religious  and  philanthropic  schemes, 
making  his  trespass  more  terrible  and  per- 
nicious than  if  it  had  been  the  transgression 
of  a  worldly  man.  But  it  was  not  so  when  be 
came  to  Christ  this  morning.  He  was  a 
broken-hearted  man,  who  had  cut  himself 
off  from  all  human  ties  and  affections,  and 
who  was  longing  to  feel  that  he  was  not  for- 
saken of  the  universal  Brother  and  Saviour. 
His  cry  was,  "  My  soul  thirsteth  for  thee ; 
my  flesh  longeth  for  thee,  in  a  diy  and  weary 
land,  where  no  water  is."  It  was  his  own 
fault  that  he  was  in  the  dry  and  weary  wilder- 
ness ;  but  oh !  if  Christ  would  not  forsake 
him  then,  would  dwell  with  him,  even  in  this 
desert  made  desolate  by  himself,  then  at  last 
he  might  find  peace  to  his  soul. 

There  was  a  deep  inner  consciousness,  the 
forgotten  but  not  obliterated  faith  of  his  boy- 
hood and  youth,  before  the  world  with  its 
pomps  and  ambitions  had  laid  its  iron  hand 
upon  him,  that  Christ  was  with  him,  leading 
him  day  by  day,  if  he  would  but  follow  nearer 
to  God.  Was  it  impossible  to  follow  His 
guidance  now  ?  Could  he  not,  even  yet,  take 
up  his  cross,  and  be  willing  to  fill  any 
place  which  he  could  yet  fill  wor&ily  and 
humbly ;  expiating  his  sins  against  his  fellow- 
men  by  truer  devotion  to  thdr  service, 
as  Jean  Merle,  the  working  man ;  not  as 
Roland  Sefton,  the  prosperous  and  fraudulent 
banker  ? 

This  return  to  his  father's  house,  and  all 
its  associations,  solemn  and  sacred  with  a 
peculiar  sacredness  and  solemnity,  seemed  to 
him  a  pledge  that  he  could  once  more  be 
admitted  into  the  great  brotherhood  and 
home  of  Christ's  disciples.  Every  object 
on  which  his  eye  rested  smote  him,  but  it 
was  with  the  stroke  ofa  friend,  A  clear  and 
sweet  light  from  the  past  shed  its  penetrating 
rays  into  the  darkest  comers  of  his  soul. 
Forgiven  !  God  bad  foi^iven  him;  and  man 
had  forgiven  him.  Before  him  lay  an  obscure 
and  humble  path;  but  the  heaviest  part  of 
his  burden  was  gone.  He  must  go  heav^- 
laden  to  the  end  of  his  days,  treading  tn 
rough  paths;  but  despair  had  fled,  and  with 
it  the  sense  of  being  separated  from  God  and 
man. 

"  Phebe  has  been  telling  me  all,"   said 


Mr.  Clifford,  when  breakfast  was  over  ;  "  tell 
me  what  can  be  done  to  save  Felicita  and 
the  children." 

"  I  am  Jean  Merle,"  he  answered  with  a 
melancholy  smile,  "  Jean  Merle,  and  no  one 
else.  I  come  back  with  no  claims,  and  they 
must  never  know  me.  Why  should  I  cross 
their  path  and  blight  it  ?  I  cannot  atone  for 
the  past  in  any  way,  except  by  keeping  away 
for  ever  from  them.  I  shall  injure  no  one 
by  continuing  to  be  Jean  Merle." 

"  No,"  said  Phebe,  "  it  is  too  late  now, 
and  it  would  kifl  Felicita." 

"  This  morning  a  thought  struck  me,"  he 
continued,  "a  project  for  my  future  life, 
which  you  can  help  me  to  put  into  execution, 
Phebe.  I  have  an  intolerable  dread  of  losing 
sight  of  you  all  again,  let  me  be  at  least 
somewhere  in  England,  where  you  can  now 
and  then  give  me  tidings  of  my  children  and 
Felicita." 

"  I  will  do  anything  in  the  world  to  help 
you,"  cried  Phebe  eagerly. 

"  Then  let  me  go  to  your  little  farm,"  he 
answered,  "  and  take  up  your  father's  life,  at 
least  for  a  time,  tuitil  I  can  see  how  to  make 
myself  of  greater  use  to  my  fellow-men.  1 
will  till  the  fields  as  he  did,  and  finish  the 
carvings  he  has  left  undone,  and  live  his 
simple,  silent  life.  It  will  be  good  for  me, 
and  I  shall  not  be  banished  from  my  own 
country,  I  shall  be  a  happier  man  then  than 
I  have  any  right  to  be." 

"  Have  you  no  fear  of  being  recognised  ?  " 
she  asked. 

"  None,"  he  replied.  "  Look  at  me,  Phebe. 
Should  you  have  known  me  again  if  I  had 
not  betrayed  myself  to  you  ?  " 

"  I  should  have  known  you  again  any- 
where," she  exclaimed.  But  it  was  her  heart 
that  cried  out  that  no  change  could  have 
concealed  him  from  her ;  there  was  a  dread 
lying  deep  down  in  her  conscience  that  she 
might  have  passed  him  by  with  no  suspicion. 
He  shook  his  head  in  answer  to  her  as- 
sertion. 

"I  will  go  out  into  the  town,"  he  continued, 
"  and  speak  to  half-a-dozen  men  who  knew 
me  best,  and  there  will  be  no  gleam  of 
recognition  in  their  eyes.  Recollect  Roland 
Sef^on  is  dead,  and  has  been  dead  so  long 
that  there  will  be  no  clear  memory  left  of 
him  as  he  was  then  to  compare  with  me. 
And  any  dim  resemblance  to  him  will  be  fully 
accounted  for  by  my  relationship  to  Madame 
Seflon.  No,  I  am  not  afraid  of  the  keenest 
eyes." 

As  Jean  Merle  strayed  through  the  streets 
crowded  with  market-people  come  in  from 


734 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE, 


the  country,  bis  new  scheme  grew  stronger 
and  brighter  to  him.  It  would  keep  him  in 
England,  within  reach  of  all  he  had  loved 
and  had  lost.  The  httle  place  was  dear  to 
him,  and  the  laborious,  secluded  peasant  life 
had  a  charm  for  him  who  had  so  long  lived 
as  a  Swiss  peasant.  By-and-by,  he  thought, 
the  chance  resemblance  in  the  names  would 
merge  that  of  Merle  into  the  more  familiar 
name  of  Marlowe  ;  and  the  identity  of  his 
pursuits  with  those  of  the  deaf-and-dumb  old 
man  would  hasten  such  a  change.  So  the 
years  to  come  would  pass  by  in  labour  and 
obscurity  ;  ant'  an  obscure  grave  in  the  little 
diurchyard,  where  all  the  Marlowes  lay, 
would  shelter  him  at  last.  A  quiet  haven 
after  many  stonns ;  but  oh  I  what  a  ship- 
wreck had  he  made  of  his  life  ! 

AH  the  morning  Mr.  Clifford  sat  in  his 
arm-chair  lost  in  thought,  only  looking  up 
sometimes  to  ply  Phebe  with  questions. 
When  Jean  Merle  returned,  his  grey,  medi- 
tative face  grew  bright,  with  a  faint  smile 
shining  through  his  dim  eyes. 

"  You  are  no  phantom  then ! "  he  said. 
"  I've  been  so  used  to  your  company  as  a 
ghost  that  when  you  are  out  of  sight  I  fancy 
myself  dreaming.  I  could  not  let  Fhebe  go 
away  lest  I  should  feel  that  ali  this  is  not 
real.     Did  any  one  know  you  again  ?  " 

"  Not  a  soul,"  he  answered  ;  "  how  could 
they  ?  Mrs,  Nixey  herself  has  no  remem- 
brance of  me,  There  is  no  fear  of  my  being 
known." 

"Then  I  want  you  to  stay  with  me,"  said 
old  Mr.  Clifford  eagerly.  "  I'm  a  lonely  man, 
seventy-seven  years  old,  with  neither  kith 
nor  kin,  and  it  seems  a  long  and  dreary  road 
to  the  grave.  I  want  one  to  sit  beside  me 
in  these  long  evenings,  and  to  take  care  of  me 
as  a  son  takes  care  of  his  old  father.  Could 
you  do  it,  Jean  Merle  ?  I  beseech  you,  if  it 
is  possible,  give  me  your  services  in  my  old 
age." 

"  It  win  be  hard  for  you,"  pleaded  Phebe 
in  a  low  voice,  "  harder  than  going  out  alone 
to  my  little  home.  But  you  would  do  more 
good  here ;  ydu  could  save  us  from  anxiety, 
for  we  are  often  very  anxious  and  sorrowful 
about  Mr.  Clifford.  I  can  take  care  that  you 
should  always  know  before  Felix  and  Hilda 
come  down,    Felicita  never  comes." 

How  much  harder  it  would  be  for  him 
even  Phebe  could  not  guess.  To  dwell 
within  reach  of  his  old  home  was  altogether 
different  from  living  in  it,  with  its  countless 
memories,  and  the  unremitting  stings  of 
conscience.  To  have  about  him  all  that  he 
had    lost    and  made   desolate — the  empty 


home,  from  which  all  the  familiar  faces  and 
beloved  voices  bad  vanished — this  lot  sorely 
was  harder  than  the  humble,  laborious  life  of 
old  Marlowe  on  the  hills.  Yet  if  any  one 
living  bad  a.  claim  upon  him  for  such  self- 
sacrifice,  it  was  this  feeble,  tottering  old  man, 
who  was  gazing  up  iato  his  face  with  u^ent 
and  imploring  eyes. 

"  I  will  sUy  here  and  be  your  servant,"  he 
answered,  "if  there  appears  do  reason 
against  it  when  we  have  given  it  more 
thoughL" 

CHAPTER  XLVL — PHEBe'S   SECRET. 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life  those  who 
were  about  Phebe  Marlowe  felt  that  she  was 
under  a  cloud.  The  sweet  sunny  atmosphere, 
as  of  a  clear  and  peaceful  day,  which  seemed 
to  surround  her,  had  fled.  Towards  Felicita 
there  was  a  subtle  change  in  Phebe's  man- 
ner, which  could  not  foil  to  impress  deeply 
her  sensitive  temperament.  She  felt  that 
Phebe  shrank  from  her,  and  that  she  was 
no  longer  welcome  to  the  studio,  which 
of  all  places  in  the  world  had  been  to  her 
a  place  of  repose,  and  of  brief  cessation 
of  troubled  thought,  Phebe's  direct  and 
simple  nature,  free  from  all  guile  and  world- 
liness,  had  made  her  a  perfect  sympathizer 
with  any  true  feeling.  And  Felicita's  feeling 
with  regard  to  her  past  most  sorrowful  life 
had  been  absolutely  real ;  if  only  Phebe  had 
known  all  the  circumstances  of  it  as  she  had 
always  supposed  she  did. 

Phebe  was,  moreover,  fearful  of  some  acci- 
dent betraying  to  Fetidta  the  circumstance  of 
Jean  Merle  living  at  Riversborough.  There 
had  never  been  any  direct  correspondence 
between  Felicita  and  Mr.  Clifford,  except  on 
purely  business  matters ;  and  Felix  was  too 
much  engrossed  with  his  own  affairs  to  find 
time  to  run  down  to  Riversborough,  or  to 
keep  up  an  animated  interchange  of  lett^s 
with  his  old  friend  there.  The  intercourse 
between  them  had  been  chiefly  carried  on 
through  Phebe  herself,  who  was  the  old  man's 
prime  favourite.  Neither  was  he  a  man 
likely  to  let  out  anything  he  might  wish  to 
conceal  But  still  she  was  nervous  and 
afraid.  How  far  from  improbable  it  was  that 
through  some  unthought-of  channel  Felicita 
might  hear  that  a  stranger,  related  to  Madame 
Sefton,  had  entered  the  household  of  Mr. 
Clifford  as  his  confidential  attendant,  and 
that  this  stranger's  name  was  Jean  Merle. 
What  would  happen  then  ? 

She  was  burdened  with  a  secret,  and  her 
nature  abhorred  a  secret.  There  was  glad- 
ness, almost  utterly  pure,  to  her  in  the  belief 
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that  there  was  One  Being  who  could  read  the 
inmost  recesses  of  her  heart,  and  see,  with 
the  lovinglcindness  of  an  Allwise  Father,  its 
secret  faults,  the  errors  which  she  did  not 
herself  understand.  That  she  had  nothing  to 
tell  to  God,  which  He  did  not  know  of  her 
already,  was  one  of  the  deepest  foundations 
of  her  spiritual  life.  And  in  some  measure, 
in  all  possible  measure,  she  would  have  had 
it  so  with  those  whom  she  loved.  She  did 
not  shrink  from  showing  to  them  her 
thoughts,  and  motives,  and  emotions.  It 
was  the  limit  of  expression,  so  quickly 
reached,  so  impassable,  that  chafed  her  ;  and 
she  was  always  searching  for  fresh  modes  of 
conveying  her  own  feeling  to  other  souls. 
Possibly  the  enforced  speechlessness  in 
which  she  had  passed  her  early  years  had 
aided  in  creating  this  passionate  desire  to 
impart  herself  to  those  about  her  in  unfettered 
communion,  and  she  ardently  delighted  in 
the  same  unreserved  confidence  in  those  who 
conversed  with  her.  But  now  she  was 
doomed  to  bear  the  burden  of  a  secret 
fraught  with  strange  and  painful  consequences 
to  those  whom  she  loved,  if  time  should  ever 

One  point  troubled  Pbebe's  conscience 
more  than  another.  Ought  she  not  at  least 
to  tell  Canos  Pascal  what  she  knew  ?  She 
could  not  help  feeling  that  this  second  fraud 
would  seem  worse  in  his  estimation  than  the 
first  one.  And  Felicita,  the  very  soul  of 
ttuth  and  honour,  had  connived  at  it  I  It 
seemed  immeasurably  more  terrible  in 
Phebe's  own  eyes.  To  her  money  had  so 
small  a  value,  it  lay  on  so. low  a  level  in  the 
scale  of  life,  that  a  crime  in  connection  with 
it  had  far  less  guilt  than  one  against  the 
affections.  And  how  unutterable  a  sin 
against  all  who  loved  him  had  Roland  and 
Felicita  fallen  into  !  She  recalled  his 
mother's  mourning  for  him  through  many 
long  years,  and  her  belief  in  death  that 
she  was  going  soon  to  rejoin  the  beloved 
son  whom  she  had  lost.  Her  own  grief  she 
put  aside,  but  there  was  the  deep,  boyish 
sonow  of  Felix,  and  even  little  Hilda's 
fatherlessness,  as  the  children  had  grown  up 
through  the  various  stages  of  childhood.  It 
might  have  been  bad  for  them  to  bear  the 
stigma  of  their  father's  shame,  but  still  Phebe 
believed  it  would  have  been  belter  for  every 
one  of  them  to  have  gone  bravely  forward  to 
bear  the  just  consequences  of  sin. 

She  went  down  into  Essex  to  spend  a  day 
or  two  at  Christmas,  carrying  with  her  the 
fitful  spirit  so  foreign  to  her.  The  perfect 
health    that   had    been  hers  hitherto   was 


broken ;  and  Mrs.  Pascal,  a  confirmed 
invalid,  to  whom  Phebe's  physical  vigour 
and  evenness  of  temper  had  been  a  constant 
source  of  delight  and  invigoration,  felt  the 
change  in  her  keenly. 

"She  has  something  on  her  mind,"  she 
said  to  her  husband;  "you  must  try  and  find 
it  out,  or  she  will  be  ill." 

"  I  know  she  has  a  secret,"  he  answered, 
"  but  it  is  not  her  own.  Phebe  Marlowe  is 
as  open  as  the  day,  she  will  never  have  a 
secret  of  her  own." 

But  he  made  no  effort  to  find  out  her 
secret.  His  searching,  kindly  eyes  met  hers 
with  the  trustfulness  of  a  frank  and  open 
nature  that  recognised  a  nature  akin  to  ita 
own,  and  Phebe  never  shrank  from  his  gaze, 
though  her  lips  remained  closed.  If  it  was 
right  for  her  to  tell  him  anything  of  the 
stranger  who  had  been  about  to  make  him  his 
confessor,  she  would  do  it.  Canon  Pascal 
would  not  ask  any  questions, 

"  Felix  and  Alice  are  growing  more  and 
more  deeply  in  love  with  each  other  "  he  said 
to  her;  "there  is  something  beautiful  and 
pleasant  in  being  a  spectator  of  these  palmy 
days  of  theirs.  Felicita  even  felt  something 
of  their  happiness  when  she  was  here  last, 
and  she  will  not  withhold  her  full  approbation 
much  longer." 

"And  you,"  answered  Phebe,  vrith  an 
eager  flush  on  her  face,  "  you  do  not  repent 
of  giving  Alice  to  the  son  of  a  man  who 
might  have  been  a  convict  ?  " 

"  I  believe  Alice  would  marry  Felix  if  his 
father  had  been  a  murderer,"  replied  CanoD 
Pascal ;  "  it  is  too  late  to  alter  it  now. 
Besides,  I  know  Felix  through  and  through ; 
he  is  himself;  he  is  no  longer  the  son  of  any 
person,  but  a  true  man,  one  of  the  sons  of 
God." 

The  strong  and  emphatic  tone  of  Canon 
Pascal's  words  brought  great  consolation  to 
Phebe's  troubled  mind.  She  might  keep 
silence  with  a  good  conscience,  for  the  du^ 
of  disclosing  all  to  Canon  Pascal  arose 
simply  from  the  possibility  that  his  conduct 
would  be  altered  by  this  further  knowledge  of 
Roland  and  Felicita. 

"  But  this  easy  country  life  is  not  good  for 
Felix,"  she  said  in  a  more  cheerful  tone,  "  he 
needs  a  difficult  parish  to  develop  his 
energies.  It  is  not  among  your  people  he 
will  become  a  second  Felix  Merle." 

"Patience  I  Phebe,"  he  answered,  "theie 
is  a  probability  in  the  future,  a  bare  proba- 
bility, and  dimly  distant,  which  may  diange 
all  that.  He  may  have  as  much  to  do  as 
Felix  Merle  by-and-ljy."    ,      ^.v-v.-,  .C 
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Felicita  had  followed  the  urgent  advice 
of  her  physicians  in  giving  up  writing  for  a 
season.  During  the  winter  and  spring  she 
spent  her  days  much  as  other  women  of  her 
class  and  station,  in  a  monotonous  round 
of  shopping,  driving  in  the  parks,  visiting 
and  being  visited,  partly  for  Hilda's  sake, 
and  partly  driven  to  it  for  want  of  occupa- 
tion ;  but  short  as  the  time  was  which  she 
gave  to  this  life,  she  grew  inexpressibly 
weary  of  it. 

"  Dear  Phebe ! "  she  exclaimed,  "  I  have 
tried  fashionable  life  to  see  how  much  it  is 
worth,  and  oh !  it  is  altogether  hollow  and 
inane.  I  did  not  expect  much  from  it,  but 
it  is  utter  weariness  to  me." 

"  And  you  will  go  back  to  your  writing  ?  " 
said  Phebe. 

Felicita  hesitated  for  a  moment.  There 
was  a  worn  and  harassed  expression  on  her 
pale  face,  as  if  she  had  not  slept  or  rested 
well  for  a  long  lime,  which  touched  Phebe's 
heart. 

"  Not  yet,"  she  answered ;  "  I  am  going 
a  journey.  I  shall  start  for  Switzerland 
tcnight." 

"To  Switzerland  I  To-night!"  echoed 
Phebe.  "  Oh  no  I  you  must  not,  you  cannot. 
And  alone?  How  can  you  think  of  going 
alone  ? " 

"  I  went  alone  once,"  she  answered,  smiling 
with  her  lips,  though  her  dark  eyes  grew  no 
brighter,  "and  I  can  go  again.  I  shall 
manage  very  well,  I  fancied  you  would  not 
care  to  go  with  me,"  she  added,  sighing. 

"  But  I  must  go  with  you !  "  cried  Phebe ; 
"  did  I  not  promise  long  ago  ?  Only  don't 
go  to-night,  stay  a  day  or  two." 

"  No,  no,"  she  said  with  feverish  impa- 
tience, "  I  have  made  all  my  arrangements. 
Nobody  must  know,  and  Hilda  is  gone  down 
into  Essex  for  a  week,  and  my  cousins  fancy 
I  am  going  to  the  sea-side  for  a  few  days' 
rest.  I  must  start  to-night,  in  less  than  four 
hours,  Phebe.  You  cannot  be  ready  in 
time?" 

But  she  spoke  wistfully,  as  if  it  would  be 
pleasant  to  hear  Phebe  say  she  would  go  with 
her.  For  a  few  minutes  Phebe  was  lost  in 
bewildered  thought.  Felicita  had  told  her 
some  months  ago  that  she  must  go  to 
Engelberg  before  she  could  give  her  consent 
to  Felix  marrying  Alice,  but  it  had  escaped 
her  memory,  pushed  out  by  more  immediate 
and  more  present  cares.  And  now  she 
could  not  tell  what  Jean  Merle  would  have 
her  do.     To  discover  suddenly  that  he  was 


alive  and  in  England,  nay,  at  Riversborough 
itself,  under  their  old  roof,  would  be  too 
great  a  shock  for  Felicita,  Phebe  dared  not 
tell  her.  Yet,  to  let  her  start  oif  alone  on 
this  fruitless  errand,  to  find  only  an  empty 
hut  at  Engelberg,  with  no  trace  of  its  occu- 
pant left  behind,  was  heartless,  and  miglit 
prove  equally  injurious  to  Felicita,  There 
was  no  time  to  communicate  with  Rivers- 
borough,  she  must  come  to  a  decision  for 
herself,  and  at  once.  The  white,  worn  face, 
with  its  air  of  sad  determination,  filled  her 
with  a  deep  and  eager  pity. 

"  Oh  !  I  will  go  with  you,"  she  cried.  "  I 
could  never  bear  you  to  go  alone.  But  is 
there  nothing  you  can  tell  me?  Only  trust 
me.  What  trouble  carries  you  there  ?  Why 
must  you  go  to  Engelberg  before  Felix 
marries?" 

She  had  caught  Felicita's  small  cold  hand 
between  her  own  and  looked  up  bescechiagly 
into  her  face.  Oh  I  if  she  would  but  now, 
at  last,  throw  off  the  burden  which  had  so 
long  bowed  her  down,  and  tell  her  secret,  she 
could  let  her  know  that  this  painful  pilgrim- 
age was  utterly  needless.  But  the  sweet,  sad, 
proud  lips  were  closed,  and  the  dark  eyes 
looking  down  steadily  into  Phebe's  betrayed 
no  wavering  of  her  determined  reticence. 

"  You  shall  come  with  me  as  far  as  Lu- 
cerne, dear  Phebe,"  she  answered,  stooping 
down  to  kiss  her  uplifted  face,  "  but  I  must 
go  alone  to  Engelberg," 

There  was  barely  time  enough  for  Phebe 
to  make  any  arrangements,  there  was  not  a 
moment  for  deliberation.  She  wrote  a  few 
hurried  words  to  Jean  Merle,  imploring  him 
to  follow  them  at  once,  and  promising  to 
detain  Felicita  on  their  way,  if  possible. 

Felicita's  own  preparations  were  complete, 
and  her  route  marked  out,  with  the  time  of 
steamers  and  trains  set  down.  Through 
Paris,  Mulhausen,  and  Basle  she  hastened  on 
to  Lucerne.  Now  she  had  set  out  on  this 
dreary  and  dolorous  path  there  could  be  no 
rest  for  her  until  she  reached  the  end. 
Phebe  rec<^nised  this  as  soon  as  they  had 
started.  It  would  be  impossible  to  detain 
Felicita  on  the  way. 

But  Jean  Merle  could  not  be  far  behind 
them — a  few  hours  would  bring  him  to  them 
after  they  had  reached  Lucerne.  Felicita 
was  vtry  silent  as  they  travelled  on  by  the 
swiftest  trains,  and  Phebe  was  glad  of  it. 
For  what  could  she  say  to  her?  She  was 
herself  lost  in  a  whirl  of  bewilderment,  and 
of  mingled  hope  and  fear.  Could  it  possibly 
be  that  Felicita  would  learn  that  Jean  Merle 
was  still  living,  and  the  mode  and  manner  of 
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his  life  through  this  long  separation,  and  yet 
stand  aloof  from  him,  afar  off,  as  one  on 
whom  he  had  no  claim,  claim  for  pity  and 
,love  ?  But  if  she  could  relent  towards  him, 
how  must  it  be  in  the  future  ?  It  could  never 
be  that  she  would  own  the  wrong  she  had 
committed  opeoly  in  the  face  of  the  world. 

It  was  evening  when  they  arrived  at 
Lucerne,  and  Fencita  was  forced  to  rest 
until  the  morning.  They  sat  together  in  a 
small  balcony  opening  out  of  her  chamber, 
which  overlooked  the  Lake,  where  the  moon- 
beams were  playing  in  glistening  curves  over 
the  quiet  npples  of  the  water.  AH  the 
mountains  round  it  looked  black  in  the  dim 
light,  and  the  rugged  summit  of  Pilatus,  still 
slightly  sprinkled  with  snow,  frowned  down 
upon  them ;  but  southward,  behind  the  dark 
range  of  lower  hills,  there  stood  out  against 
the  almost  black-blue  of  the  sky  a  broken 
line  of  pale,  mysterious  peaks,  which  might 
have  been  merely  pallid  clouds  lying  along 
the  horizon  but  for  their  steadfast,  unallering 
immobility.  They  were  the  Engelberg  Alps, 
with  the  snowy  Titlis  gleaming  highest 
among  them ;  and  Felicita's  face,  wan  and 
pallid  as  themselves,  was  set  towards  them. 

"You  will  let  me  come  with  you  to- 
morrow ?  "  said  Phebe,  in  a  tone  of  painful 
entreaty. 

"  No,  no,"  she  answered.  "  I  could  not 
bear  to  have  even  you  at  Engelberg  with 
me.  I  must  visit  that  grave  alone.  And  yet 
I  know  you  love  me,  dear  Phebe." 

"  Dearly ! "  she  sobbed. 

"Yes,  you  love  me  dearly,"  she  repeated 
sorrowfully,  "  but  not  as  you  once  did ;  even 
your  heart  is  charged  towards  me.  If  you 
went  with  me  to-morrow  I  might  lose  all 
the  love  that  is  left.  I  cannot  afford  to  lose 
that,  my  dear." 

"  You  could  never  lose  it  I "  answered 
Phebe.  "I  love  you  differently?  Yes,  but 
not  less.  I  love  you  now  as  Christ  loves  us 
all,  more  for  God's  sake  than  our  own ;  and 
that  is  the  deepest,  most  faithful  love.  That 
can  never  be  worn  out  or  repulsed.  As 
Christ  has  loved  me,  so  I  love  you,  my 
Felicita." 

Her  voice  had  fallen  into  an  almost  in- 
audible whisper,  as  ishe  knelt  down  beside 
her,  pressing  her  lips  upon  the  thin,  cold 
hands  lying  listlessly  on  Felicita's  lap.  It 
had  been  as  an  impulsive  girl,  worshipping 
her  from  a  lowly  inferiority,  that  Phebe  had 
been  used  long  ago  to  kiss  Felicita's  hand. 
But  this  was  the  humility  of  a  great  love, 
willing  to  help,  and  seeking  to  save  her. 
Felicita  felt  it  through  every  fibre  of  her 
X-5i 
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nature.  For  an  instant  she  thought 
it  might  be  possible  that  Phebe  had  caught 
some  glimmer  of  the  truth.  With  her  weary 
and  dim  eyes  lifted  up  to  the  pale  crests  of  Ae 
mountains,  beneath  which  lay  the  miserable 
secret  of  her  life,  she  hesitated  as  to  whether 
she  could  tell  Phebe  all.  But  the  effort  to 
admit  any  human  soul  into  the  inner  recesses 
of  her  own  was  too  great  for  her. 

"  Christ  loves  me,  you  say,"  she  murmured ; 
"I  don't  know;  I  never  felt  it.  fiut  I  have 
felt  sure  of  your  love;  and  next  to  Felix  and 
Hilda  you  have  stood  nearest  to  me.  Love 
me  always,  and  in  spite  of  all,  my  dear." 

She  Irfted  up  her  bowed  head  and  kissed 
her  lips  with  a  long  and  lingering  kiss.  Then 
Phebe  knew  that  she  was  bent  upon  going 
alone  and  immediately  to  Engelberg. 

The  icy  air  of  the  morning,  blowmg  down 
from  the  mountains  where  the  winter's  snow 
was  but  partially  melted,  made  Felicita 
shiver;  though  her  mind  was  too  busy  to 
notice  why.  Phebe  had  seen  that  she  was 
warmly  clad,  and  had  come  down  to  the 
boat  with  her  to  start  her  on  this  last  day's 
journey;  but  Felicita  had  scarcely  opened 
her  pale  lips  to  say  good-bye.  There  had 
been  no  time  for  Jean  Merle  to  overtake 
them,  and  now  Felicita  was  gone  when  a  few 
words  from  her  would  have  stopped  her, 
Bat  Phebe  had  not  dared  to  utter  them. 

Felicita  too  had  not  seen  either  the  sun- 
lit hills  lying  about  her,  or  Phebe  watching 
her  departure.  She  had  no  thought  for  any- 
thing but  what  there  might  be  lying  before 
her,  in  that  lonely  mountain  village,  to  which, 
after  fourteen  years,  her  reluctant  feet  were 
turned.  Possibly  she  might  find  no  trace  of 
the  man  who  had  been  so  long  dead  to  her 
and  to  all  the  world,  and  thus  be  baffled  and 
defeated,  yet  relieved,  at  the  first  stage  of  her 
search.  For  she  did  not  desire  to  find  him. 
Her  heart  would  be  lightened  of  its  miserable 
load,  if  she  should  discover  that  Jean  Merle 
was  dead,  and  buried  in  the  same  quiet 
cemetery  where  the  granite  cross  marked 
the  grave  of  Roland  Sefton.  That  vras  a 
thing  to  be  hoped  for.  If  Jean  Merle  was 
living  still,  and  living  there,  what  should  she 
say  to  him  ?  Wild  hopes  and  desires  would 
be  awakened  within  him  if  he  found  her 
seeking  after  him  ?  Nay,  it  might  possibly 
be  that  he  would  insist  upon  making  their 
mutual  sin  known  to  the 'world,  by  claim- 
ing to  return  to  her  and  her  children.  It 
seemed  a  desperate  thing  to  have  done; 
and  for  the  first  time  since  she  tefl  London 
she  repented  of  having  done  it.  Was  she  not 
sowing   the  wind  to  ^l^g  ,the^TtwJW(i^ 
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There  was  still  time  for  her  to  retrace  her 
steps  and  go  back  home,  the  home  she 
owed  altc^ether  to  herself;  yet  one  which 
this  man,  whom  she  had  not  seen  for  so 
long  a  time,  had  a  right  to  enter  as  the 
master  of  iL  What  fatal  impulse  had  driven 
hei  to  leave  it  on  so  wild  and  fruitless  an 
errand  ? 

Yet  she  felt  she  could  no  longer  live 
without  knowing  the  fate  of  Jean  Merle.  Her 
heart  had  been  gnawing  itself  ever  since  they 
parted  with  va^e  remorses  and  self-acgusa- 
tions,  slumbenng  often,  but  now  aroused 
into  an  activity  that  could  not  be  laid  to 
rest.  This  morning,  foi  the  first  time,  beneath 
all  her  perplexity  and  fear  and  hope  to  find 
him  dead,  there  came  to  her  a  strange, 
undefined,  scarcely  conscious  tenderness 
towards  Uie  miserable  man,  whom  she  had 
last  seen  standing  in  her  presence  an  un- 
couth, ragged,  weatha-bcaten  peasant.  The 
man  had  been  her  husband,  the  father  of 
her  children,  and  a  deep,  keen  pain  was 
stirring  in  her  soul,  partly  of  the  old  love, 
for  she  had  once  loved  him,  and  partly  of 
the  pity  she  felt  for  him,  as  she  beg^  to 
realise  the  ^fference  there  had  existed 
between  her  lot  and  his. 

She  scarcely  felt  bow  worn  out  she  was, 
how  dangerously  fatigued  with  this  rapid 
travelling  and  the  lesisdess  current  of  agita- 
tion which  had  possessed  her.  As  she 
journeyed  onwards  she  was  altogether  un- 
conscious of  the  roads  she  traversed,  only 
arousing  herself  when  any  change  of  convey- 
ance made  it  necessary.  Her  biain  was  busy 
over  the  opinion,  more  than  once  expressed 
by  Fhebe,  that  every  man  could  live  down 
the  evil  consequences  of  his  sin,  if  he  had 
courage  and  faith  enough.  "  If  God  forgives 
us,  man  will  forgive  us,"  said  Fhebe.     But 


Felidta  pondered  over  the  possibihty  of 
Roland  having  paid  the  penalty  of  his  criioe, 
and  going  back  again  to  take  up  his 
life,  walking  more  humbly  in  it  evermore, 
with  DO  claim  to  pre-eminence  save  that  of 
most  diligently  serving  his  fellow-men.  She 
endeavoured  to  picture  herself  receiving  him 
back  again  from  the  convict  pnson,  with  a.11 
its  shameful  memories  branded  on  him,  and 
looking  upon  him  agfun  as  her  husband  and 
the  father  of  her  children;  and  she  found 
herself  crying  out  to  her  own  heart  that  it 
would  have  been  impossible  to  her.  Phebe 
might  have  done  it,  but  she — never ! 

Theioumey,  though  not  more  than  four- 
teen miles  from  Stans  to  Engelberg,  occupied 
several  hours,  so  broken  up  was  the  narrow 
road  by  the  winter's  rains  and  the  melting 
snow.  The  steep  ascent  between  Grafenort 
and  Engelberg  was  dangerous,  the  more  so 
as  a  heavy  thunderstorm  broke  over  it ;  but 
Felicita  remained  insensible  to  any  peril  At 
length  the  long,  narrow  valley  lay  before 
her,  stretching  upwards  to  the  feet  of  the 
rocky  hills.  The  thunderstorm  that  had  met 
them  on  the  road  had  been  raging  fiercely 
in  this  mountain  cauldron,  and  was  but  just 
passing  away  in  lo.ng,  low  mutterings,  echoed 
and  prolonged  amid  the  precipitous  walls  of 
rock.  Tall,  trailing,  spectre-like  clouds 
slowly  followed  each  other  in  solemn  and 
stately  procession  up  the  valley,  as  though 
amid  their  light  yet  impenetrable  folds  of 
vapour  they  bore  the  invisible  form  of  some 
mysterious  being  j  whether  in  triumph  or  in 
sorrow  it  was  impossible  to  tell.  The  sun 
caught  their  grey  crests  and  tinged  them  with 
rainbow  colours;  and  as  they  floated  un- 
hastingly  along,  the  valley  behind  them 
seemed  to  spring  into  a  new  life  of  sunshine 
and  mirth. 


HERE  AND  YONDER. 

Br  ALEXANDER   M^LAItEN,  D.D. 

lit  hand,  I  idiall  not  be  morvd- . . 


THIS  psalm  contains  what  is  perha^K  the 
clearest  anticipation  of  immort^ty  to 
be  found  in  the  Old  Testament.  There  are 
great  tracts  of  the  earlier  revelation  where 
that  truth  does  not  appear  at  all,  and  there 
are  no  portions  where  it  stands  forth  as 
prominently  as  in  the  New.  But  there  can 
be  no  mistake  about  the  meaning  of  these 
words,  which  occur  in  the  verses  between  the 
two  that  we  have  to  consider  now,  "  My 
flesh  shall  rest  in  hope,  for  thou  wilt  not  leave 
my  soul  in  Sheol,  neither  wilt  thou  suffer  one 


who  is  devoted  to  thee  to  sec  corruption." 
This  interpretation  of  the  words  and  the 
Davidic  authorship  of  the  psalm  are  admitted 
generally,  even  by  those  scholars  who  pare 
down  both  to  the  nanowest  limit. 

The  reality  of  the  hope  of  immortali^,  and 
the  experience  on  which  that  hope  is  most 
surely  based,  are  both  brought  out  verj' 
clearly,  if  we  compare  these,  verses  togetiier. 
They  are  intentionally  parallel  in  exptession, 
although  the  English  version  does  not,  and 
perhaps  could  not,  make  that  as  clear  as  does 
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tlie  oi^iittaj.  Notice,  however,  for  the  elucida- 
tion of  tills  point,  that  "  befoie  me  "  in  the 
foimer  verse  of  our  text  ifi  literally  "  to  my 
face,"  and  that  "in  thy  jwesence"  in  the 
latter  verse  is  litoalty  "  with  thy  counte' 
nance."  The  two  words  are  synonymous 
though  not  identical,  and  I  cannot  but  think 
that  the  recurrence  is  intentional.  Notice 
further  that  in  the  former  veise  the  psalmist 
speaks  of  God  as  being  "  at  my  right  hand," 
and  in  the  latter  anticipates  the  eternal 
pleasures  which  he  will  find  "  at  thy  right 
hand."    Surely  that  recurrence  is  intentional. 

We  take  it  that  the  former  verse  describes 
in  effect  a  good  man's  life  here,  and  that  at 
once  suggests  what  the  second  is  meant  to 
describe.  What  else  can  it  be  but  the  tame 
man's  life  hereafter? 

Note  too  that  the  resolution  and  experience 
expressed  in  the  foimer  of  these  two  verses  is 
distinctly  the  foundation  of  the  confidence  in 
the  latter.  The  writer  is  sure,  as  he  tells  us 
by  his  signi&cant  "  therefore,"  that  his  fle^ 
may  rest  in  hope  of  God's  presence  with  its 
exuberant  joy  when  life  here  is  over,  because 
here  he  has  had  God  near  him,  and  been 
made  tranq'iil  and  steadfast  by  communion 
with  Jehovah.  That  is,  in  other  words,  that 
the  experience  of  a  devout  man  here  con- 
stitutes the  great  reason  for  regarding  any- 
thing as  possible  rather  than  that  the  bond 
between  God  and  him  should  ever  be 
snapped.  The  true  inward  assurance  of 
unending  life  and  blessedness  lies  in  the  fact 
of  worship  and  trust  It  cannot  be  that  God 
will  suffer  the  soul  that  is  consecrated  to  Him, 
and  has  known  the  joys  of  Divine  love  and 
service,  to  see  corruption. 

These  verses  then  may  be  taken  as  sug- 
gesting a  series  of  parallels  and  contrasts 
between  the  relations  of  the  devout  soul  to 
God  here  and  yonder.  The  one  is  the  bladi 
the  other  the  full  com  in  the  ear. 

I.  Jf  our  faces  art  turtud  io  Godhere,  God's 
face  will  dawn  on  us  yonder. 

The  condition  of  religious  life  for  earth  is, 
"  I  have  set  the  Lord  always  before  me,"  or 
before  my  face.  The  perfection  of  that  for 
heaven  is,  "with  thy  countenance  is  fulness  of 
joy." 

Here  the  vision  of  God  is  only  secured  by 
resolute  effort.  We  have,  as  the  psalmist 
says,  to  sti  Him  before  our  face.  There 
must  be  a  vigorous  fixing  of  mind,  and  heart, 
and  will  on  Him,  or  the  distractions  of  duties 
and  the  rush  and  bustle  of  daily  life  will 
surely  shut  Him  out  from  our  sight.  Unless 
we  make  a  conscience  of  grasping  firmly  the 
thought  of  God,  and  holding  Him,  as  it 


!,  "with  both  hands  earnestly"  before 
our  eyes,  we  shall  certainly  not  have  Him 
shining  in  upon  us,  and  the  light  reflected 
from  Him  will  fade  from  off  our  faces,  leaving 
them  wan  and  cold,  as  snow  mountains  when 
the  sun  has  set.  It  is  no  small  matter  to 
keep  the  Lord  always  before  us,  but  one 
which  needs  and  repays  a  dead-lift  efibrt  of 
heart  and  will 

There  must  be  purity  of  heart  if  there  is 
to  be  the  vision  of  God  here.  If  the  eye  be 
evil,  the  light  will  be  intolerable  and  full  of 
darkness.  Muddy  water  gives  no  clear  re- 
flection nor  does  a  tarnished  mirror  flash  back 
the  sunlight,  and  we  cannot  set  the  Lord 
before  our  face,  nor  cherish  the  vivid  con- 
siousnesE  of  His  presence,  unless  we  keep 
our  hearts  clear  from  taint  and  our  lives 
pure.  That  is  an  awfiil  power  which  men 
have  of  forgetting  God  by  simple  indulgence 
in  evil.  They  cannot  hide  themselves  from 
Him,  but  they  can  hide  Him  from  them- 
selves, and  while  walking  in  a  world  that  is 
all  ablaze  with  the  tokens  of  the  present 
God,  see  none  of  the  majesty  of  the  glory  of 
whidi  heaven  and  earth  are  full. 

Nor  does  it  need  any  very  marked  indul- 
gence in  evil  to  come  to  this  condition  of 
insensibility.  We  hare  only  to  be  indiff«ent, 
and  we  lose  the  vision.  We  have  but  to 
cease  to  desire  it,  and  it  passes.  We  have 
but  to  give  ourselves  to  present  cares  end 
joys,  and  to  find  our  portion  in  this  life,  and 
we  may  secure  almost  an  entire  immuni^ 
from  any  troublesome  thoughts  about  Him. 
It  is  very  easy  to  hustle  the  sense  of  His 
presence  out  of  our  minds.  It  is  very  hard 
to  keep  it  in.  Anything  is  big  enough  to 
hide  out  God  from  us,  as  a  sixpence  held 
close  to  the  eye  will  blot  the  sun  from  the 
heaven  for  us. 

The  soul  must  be  kept  still  that  is  to  mir- 
ror God.  When  the  lake  is  raffled  by  gusts 
of  wind,  or  its  surface  broken  by  the  oar  or 
the  paddle  of  pleasure  or  of  commerce,  all 
the  blue  picture  of  the  heavens  and  the 
purple  reflection  of  the  encompassing  hills  is 
shivered;  so  when  the  heart  is  tossed  by 
passion  or  care,  that  still  image,  that  is 
glassed  in  calm  depths  alone,  is  broken  into 
fragments.  The  consciousness  of  God  is 
won  by  moral  and  religious  discipline  of 
spirit  and  life,  and  may  be  indefinitely  in- 
creased or  diminished  till,  at  the  one  ex- 
tremity, it  touches  close  on  the  beatific 
vision,  and  the  man  who  experiences  it  has 
to  say,  "  Mine  Cyes  have  seen  the  king ; "  and 
at  the  other,  it  is  all  but  extinct,  and  "  God 
ia  not  in  all  their  thoughts." 
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This  consciousness  seems  to  carry  in  itself 
the  token  of  immortality.  The  one  proof  of 
a.  future  life  lies  in  the  historical  fact  of  the 
resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ.  Till  that  came, 
the  saints  and  lovera  of  God  could  have  no 
higher  and  more  valid  ground  on  which  to 
build  a  hope  of  life  beyond  the  grave  than 
the  experience  which  they  had  of  communion 
with  God  now.  How  could  that  bond  which 
they  felt  knitting  them  to  Him  be  snapped  by 
death?  Could  it  be  that  His  hand  would  let 
them  glide  through  its  careless  fingers,  and 
lose  them  in  the  dust  of  the  grave  ?  Was  it 
credible  that  the  love  and  trust  which  had 
borne  them  up  as  on  eagle's  wings  near  to 
God's  throne  was  all  to  fade  and  cease  to 
be?  Was  it  credible  that  the  love  and 
faithfulness  which  had  bowed  itself  down 
from  its  throne  to  succour  them,  was  but  for 
a  moment  and  unable  to  save  them  from 
extinction  P 

How  could  it  be  that  men  who  could  say, 
God  is  mine,  and  I  am  His,  could  ever  die 
while  He  hved  ?  The  souls  in  which  He 
had  abode  could  not  cease  to  be,  and  com- 
munion with  God,  both  by  reason  of  its 
blessedness  and  of  its  imperfection,  dearly 
carried  the  expectation  and  the  prophecy  of 
its  own  perpetuity,  and  in  its — 

"  Vcrr  iwEetDcu  yieldnl  proof 
That  it  vu  bora  far  immortality." 

The  form  of  the  communion  and  conscious- 
ness on  earth  points  onwards  to  a  higher 
and  perfect  form  hereafter.  Here  we  have 
to  set  Him  before  our  faces  ;  there  He  will 
turn  His  face  to  us,  and  with  the  rising  of 
that  countenance  on  us,  as  of  the  sun  in  his 
strength,  there  shall  be  fulness  of  joys  for 
those  who  gaze.  We  cannot  speak  but  with 
stammering  lips  on  this  matter,  yet  Scripture 
seems  to  warrant  one  or  two  statements. 
There  is  a  vision  of  the  face  of  God  higher 
than  any  we  have  now.  Words  that  shine 
with  a  dim  glory,  as  of  golden  statues  in 
some  dark  shrine,  draw  the  contrast  between 
"  in  a  glass  darkly,"  and  "  face  to  face."  Of 
course  we  know  not  what  new  conditions 
may  lie  in  that  contrast.  There  may  be  new, 
and  until  known,  unimaginable  forms  of 
manifestation  and  revelation.  There  may 
be  new  and,  until  possessed,  unimaginable 
powers  of  apprehension,  and  avenues  by  which 
our  spirits  may  approach  God  and  find  in 
Him  what  we  have  no  faculties  to  perceive 
now.  There  may  be  new  windows  in  our 
house  not  made  with  hands,  through  which 
we  may  look  out  over  a  wider  sweep  of  sky 
than  we  can  catch  from  the  narrow  loop- 


holes of  the  prison  in  which  we  now  dwell. 
But  be  that  as  it  may,  a  sun  seen  from  afar 
through  frequent  cloud  and  mist  must  be 
very  dim  and  small,  compared  to  the  same 
sun  seen  from  the  innermost  planet  that- 
wheels  close  to  his  tight,  and  as  near  his 
beams  as  it  can  press  unconsumed. 

But  however  the  apocalypse  of  God's  face 
in  heaven  may  transcend  the  consciousness 
of  God's  presence  on  earth,  let  us  not  forget 
that  it  is  but  the  perfecting  of  that  begun 
here.  "  No  man  hath  seen  God  at  any  time, 
nor  can  sec  Him,"  either  in  earth  or  heaven,  if 
"sight"  be  taken  in  the  sense  of  corporeal 
vision.  "No man  can  see  Him"  in  earth  or 
heaven,  if  "  sight"  be  taken  in  the  sense  of  full 
knowledge ;  and  I  think  we  are  warranted 
in  adding  that  no  man  can  see  Him  if  "sight" 
be  taken  in  the  sense  of  direct  perception. 
Through  eternity,  as  now,  it  will  be  the  only 
begotten  Son,  who  is  in  the  bosom  of  the 
Father,  who  must  declare  Him  to  perfected 
sfunts  in  heaven,  even  as  He  has  declared  Him 
to  His  brethren  on  earth.  For  ever  and  ever 
the  order  of  the  heavens  is,  that  between  the 
throne  and  the  gathered  elders,  the  representa- 
tives of  the  Church  in  all  ages,  stands  the  Lamb 
as  it  had  been  slain.  The  incommunicable 
God  is  manifested  by  the  Word,  in  whom  is  all 
the  self-revelation  of  that  abysmal  nature,  and 
the  closest  beatific  vision  of  God  will,  like 
the  first  glimpse  of  Him  which  the  contrite 
soul  catches  through  its  tears,  be  the  vision 
of  God  in  Christ. 

But,  at  all  events,  the  dim  knowledge  here 
won  by  much  effort,  and  held  by  much  reso- 
lute turning  away  ftom  earth  and  creatures, 
is  the  seed  of  all  perfect  knowledge  hereafter. 
If  here  our  eyes  are  ever  turning  to  Him  amid 
the  shows  and  gauds  of  earth,  and  looking 
for  some  beams  to  reach  us,  as  "  a  light 
shining  in  a  dark  place,"  there  He  will  turn 
all  the  radiance  of  His  loving  face  upon  us, 
and  make  us  for  ever  "  exceeding  glad  through 
His  countenance." 

II.  Another  of  the  contrasted  parallels 
which  these  facts  suggest  is  this,  If  we  ketp 
Him  at  our  right  hands  here,  He  will  set  us 
at  His  right  hand  yonder. 

The  life  of  a  devout  man  on  earth  is  repre- 
sented here,  first  as  setting  the  Lord  before 
oui  faces,  which  we  have  seen  means  keeping 
vivid  in  our  minds  the  consciousness  of  God's 
presence.  The  other  representation  of  a 
religious  life  follows  upon  this  in  reality  as  it 
does  in  the  text.  He  is  at  my  right  hand  if 
I  keep  Him  before  my  face.  The  two  ideas 
are  by  no  means  identical.  Rather  b  the 
one  the  consequence  of  the  other.     God  is 
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by  our  sides  with  all  the  help  and  blessed 
sense  of  companionship  which  the  expression 
naturally  suggests,  in  the  measure  in  which 
we  occupy  mind,  and  heart,  and  will  with 
Him,  and,  detaching  ourselves  from  earthly 
things,  cleave  to  that  great  and  loving  pre- 
sence. If  we  are  to  be  able  to  say,  in  all 
our  weakness  and  warfare,  the  Lord  is  at  my 
right  hand,  we  must  firat  of  all  be  able  to  say 
with  truthfulness,  I  set  the  Lord  always  before 
me.  If  we  are  to  be  strengthened  with  infused 
power  from  His  ann,  we  must  try  to  deepen 
the  consciousness  that  we  walk  in  the  light  of 
His  countenance.  God  is  with  us  for  the 
effectual  communication  of  His  help,  if 
are  with  Him,  by  the  direction  and  devotion 
of  our  spirits  and  thoughts. 

Clearly  it  is  such  a  presence  for  the  com- 
municatign  of  help  which  is  meant  by  this 
phrase,  "  at  my  right  hand."  Of  course,  it  is 
tnie  in  a  lower  sense  that  He  is  at  the  side 
of  those  who  perceive  Him  not,  and  in  a  very 
blessed,  as  well  as  in  a  vciy  solemn,  reality 
besets  every  soul  behind  and  before,  and  lays 
His  hand  upon  it.  Sut  what  is  meant  here 
is  such  a  presence  as  issues  in  steadfastness 
and  calm  stealing  into  the  weak  heart  of  a 
man  amidst  all  the  changes  and  shocks  of 
life,  and  so  it  must  be  a  presence  which  helps 
and  strengthens.  The  very  same  idea  is  con- 
veyed by  it  as  by  that  wonderful  New  Testa- 
ment name  for  the  Holy  Spirit — the  Paraclete. 
That  name  may  be  paraphrased  to  mean  one 
who  is  summoned  to  stand  by  another,  to 
help,  to  succour,  to  be  advocate,  companion, 
or  ally.  And  so  here  we  have  the  blessed 
thought  that  by  the  simple  turning  of  our 
heart's  desires  and  our  mind's  contemplations 
toward  God  we  can  bring  Him  to  our  side, 
and  keep  Him  there,  in  all  our  struggles  our 
fellow-labourer,  in  all  our  warfare  our  guard, 
in  all  our  loneliness  our  companion.  He 
sends  us  nowhere  where  He  will  not  go  with 
us ;  He  gives  us  no  burdens  that  He  will  not 
help  us  to  carry.  At  every  moment  we  may 
turn  ourselves  and  see  tiiere  at  our  side 
that  solemn  presence,  and  receive  strength 
into  our  slack  fingers  from  the  outstretched 
hand.  Only  set  the  L<»d  always  before  you, 
and  He  will  be  "thy  shade  upon  thy  right 
hand,"  "  to  preserve  thy  going  oat  and  thy 
coming  in  from  this  time  forth,  and  even  for 
evermore." 

If  such  be  oar  life  here,  then  we  may  look 
forward  to  the  perfecting  of  it  at  His  right 
hand  hereafter.  The  expressions  in  tiie  two 
verses  are  sufficiently  alike  to  suggest  that 
the  relation  between  the  Christian  soul  and 
God,  which  makes  peace  and  companionship 


in  the  present,  is  substantially  the  same  as 
that  which  leads  to  fulness  of  joy  and  plea- 
sures for  evermorp  hereafter,  while  yet  they 
are  so  far  unlike  as  to  suggest  a  mighty  pro- 
gress in  it.  As  in  regard  to  the  former 
clause,  so  in  r^ard  to  this,  we  can  feel  that 
"  He  is  at  my  right  hand  "  is  a  less  glorious 
thiug  than  "  I  shall  be  at  His  right  hand." 
The  former  speaks  of  a  companionship  which 
He  condescends  to  enter  into  with  us,  the 
latter  of  a  companionship  which  He  deigns  to 
raise  us  to  with  Him.  The  former  speaks  of 
a  presence  which  communicates  strength  to 
fighters  and  society  to  lonely  souls ;  the 
latter  speaks  of  an  intercourse  which  lifts  to 
perpetual  pleasures  and  full  joys. 

The  right  hand  is  in  all  nations  the  emblem 
of  power.  To  be  at  God's  right  band  then  is 
to  have  the  fullest  access  to  a  share  in  His 
omnipotence.  When  He  is  thought  of  as  at 
our  right  hand,  the  idea  is  that  He  gives  us 
strength  for  our  work;  when  we  are  thought 
of  as  at  His,  the  idea  is  that  we  shall  be 
lifted  in  some  transcendent,  and  as  yet  un- 
imaginable manner,  to  a  participation  in  His 
power. 

The  place  at  the  right  hand  is  the  emblem 
of  favour  and  love.  There  sits  the  beloved 
child,  there  stand  the  honoured  counsellors 
and  trusted  servants.  So  blessed  thoughts  of 
a  fuller  reception  of  God's  love,  and  a  fixed 
place  for  evermore  at  His  side,  gather  round 
the  words.  Nor  can  we  forget  ^e  picture  of 
the  time  when  the  sheep  shall  be  at  His- 
right  hand,  and  the  goats  at  His  left  So 
taught,  we  must  include  the  idea  of  acquittal 
at  His  solemn  judgment.  But  ail  these- 
phases  of  the  blessedness  promised  in  the 
words  are  incomplete,  unless  we  remember 
who  it  is  that  after  He  had  offered  our 
sacrifice  for  sins  for  ever  sat  down  on  the 
right  band  of  God.  It  is  Christ's  place. 
His  session  there  expresses  for  us  in  pic- 
turesque form  the  completeness  of  His  work, 
the  participation  of  His  manhood  in  the 
Divine  nature,  His  regal  authority.  His  in- 
vestiture with  all  power  in  heaven  and  earth, 
and  the  undisturbed  tranquillity  of  His 
glorious  life.  Our  elevation  thither  is  se- 
cured by  His.  His  mighty  prayer,  "I  will 
that  they  be  with  me  where  I  am,"  cannot 
remain  unanswered,  and  where  the  Master  is 
there  shall  also  His  servants  be.  So  Christ's- 
present  glory  is  the  best  explanation  of  what 
it  is  that  we  may  hope  for,  if  here  we  have 
God  by  our  sides,  and  dare  therefore  cherish 
the  lowly  expectation  that  even  we,  poor  crea- 
tures as  we  are,  shall  sit  at  His  right  hand 
where  and  as  Chri^tis.  ,    ,  ^,v,^,^,^_ 
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III.  Once  more  our  texts  suggest  that  if 
we  are  slayed  by  Jlim  amidst  struggle  and 
ehange,  vie  shall  be  gladdened  by  Him  ■with 
perpetual  joys. 

The  pealmisfs  expectations  as  to  what 
-God's  power  will  do  for  him  in  this  world 
-are  pathetically  moderate.  He  docs  not  ex- 
pect raptures,  nor  exemption  from  troubles 
and  chasges,  nor  freedom  from  the  need  of 
waiJare.  It  is  his  highest  hope  that  he  will 
"not  be  moved,"  because  God  i*  at  his  side. 
'Diat  sounds  but  a  little  tbiog  to  anticipate 
from  such  an  ally,  but  it  is  the  modest 
calculation  of  a  man  who  has  had  life's 
experiences  and  has  learned  from  them. 
We  begin  irith  high  hopes,  bnt  as  we  get  on 
in  life  we  leara  mor;e  truly  our  limitations; 
and  as  years  bnng  calmness  we  begin  to 
learn  that  "  not  to  be  moved  "  is  about  the 
best  issue  we  can  hope  for  aiaid  struggle 
and  change.  ' 

Conscious  of  inward  weakness,  and  only 
too  certain  of  outward  storms,  we  may  well 
think  of  stead^tness  and  calinness  as  the 
highest  gifts  which  even  His  presence  can 
bring.  And  certainly  nothing  else  will  keep 
us  unmoved,  and  yet  leave  us  sensitive,  but 
the  consciousness  that  God  is  with  us.  Our 
poor  spirits  are  shaken  by  storms  of  passion, 
and  swept  by  surging  seas  of  emotion,  which 
nothing  but  God  riding  on  the  storm  will 
stilt.  They  are  swayed  by  gnsts  of  temp- 
tation, like  reeds  shaken  by  the  wind,  and 
nothing  but  the  sense  of  God's  presence  and 
help  will  make  of  the  reed  as  oak,  and  sUy 
the  soal  in  fixed  goodness.  They  are  smitten 
by  ^ocks  of  change,  like  earthquakes  shaking 
the  house,  and  nothing  but  God's  presence 
will  keep  them  peaceful  and  still  when  the 
earth  is  removed  and  the  mountains  are 
carried  into  tbe  midst  of  the  sea.  The 
measure  of  our  laith  is  the  measure  of  our 
fortitude.  If  we  set  oar  backs  against  the 
Rock  of  Ages  we  shall  stand  firm.  If  we  set 
the  Lord  before  us  we  may  have  Him  at  our 
sides,  and  then  we  shall  be  like  the  tree 
rooted  by  the  rivers  of  water ;  while  souls  not 
anchored  in  God  are  like  the  chaff,  rootless 
and  fruitless,  blown  about  by  every  puflf  of 
air,  and  swept  at  last  by  the  wind  of  His  fan 
out  of  the  thieshing-floor. 

So  for  present  endurance  and  conflict, 
steadfastness  and  calmness  from  the  presence 
of  God  are  the  highest  of  this  psalmisfs 
hopes.  Por  the  future,  the  gifts-  of  His 
presence  speak  of  a  period  when  warfare 
and  painful  effon  are  over.  Por  the  battle- 
field the  best  things  we  can  get  ore  shield 
and  sword;  when  He  gives  harps  and  crowns. 


the  war  is  ended:  Here  the  Divine  presence 
is  mainly  for  strength  to  be  expended  ia 
struggle,  and  tested  by  difficulty  and  pain, 
though  it  be  for  joy  too.  There  it  is  mainly 
for  joy,  thoi^h  it  be  also  for  strength  to  be 
expended  in  service  which  has  no  weariness 
and  no  painful  effort 

"Fulness  of  joy"  is  its  consequence, 
springing  from  closer  vision  and  tnier  like- 
ness, and  insured  as  well  by  the  cessation 
of  troubles  and  discipline.  The  fiither  bums 
the  rod  when  the  children's  schooling  is 
doae~and  so  the  negations  whidi  tell  of 
heaven  aie  not  the  least  blessed  of  the  reve- 
lations concerning  it — such  as  "no  night, 
no  corse,  no  more  pain,  neither  sorrow  nor 
crying."  The  joy  shall  be  "  full "  —  the 
whole  nature  absolutely  satisfied.  Here,  at 
the  fullest,  it  is  but  a  brook  by  the  way. 
There  the  whole  ocean  of  gladness  shall  be 
poured  in  upon  us.  Here  there  is  always 
something  wanting,  one  unlighled  window  in 
the  illuminated  palace ;  there  nothing  shall 
be  lacking.  And  all  that  fulness  comes  ixom. 
the  unveiling  of  His  &ce.  Its  dim  reflection 
"  made  a  sunshine  in  this  shady  place  "  of 
earth.  What  will  be  the  burst  of  brightness 
when  the  whole  orb  dawns  upon  us  dose  at 
hand,  and  we  are  overflowed  by  the  light  ? 

They  are  not  only  full,  but  inexhaustible 
delights.  "  In  thy  right  hand  are  pleasures  lor 
evermore."  These  joys  are  in  themselves  im- 
perishable. The  garland  on  the  head  is  not 
"  as  a  fading  flower,"  but  amaranthine.  No 
satiety,  no  remorse,  no  physical  reaction,  no 
mental  weariness,  no  decay  nor  change  of 
the  source  of  the  joy  puts  a  period  to  the 
joy. 

And  they  are  pleasures  for  evermore,  in 
that  they  come  in  continual  succession,  like 
unbroken  shafts  of  the  beams  of  light  which 
are  ever  pulsating  outwards  from  the  stm,  or 
Oie  linked  network  of  silver  ripples  which 
chase  each  other  over  a  moonlit  sea.  Make 
God  your  heritage  here,  and  He  will  be  your 
strength  to-day  and  your  joy  for  ever.  The 
life  of  faith  in  Christ  has  this  life  of  perfect 
immeasurable  bliss  and  tmion  with  God  for 
its  fitting  close,  and  no  other  kind  of  life 
can  lead  to  it.  The  ladder  which  reaches  to 
heaven  and  lands  you  beside  His  throne  has 
its  foot  on  earth.  And  if  ever  we  are  to 
share  in  the  full  joys  of  His  presence  and 
the  eternal  pleasures  at  His  right  hand,  we 
must  begin  by  taking  Him  for  our  com- 
panion here  amid  toil  and  war&re,  and 
fixing  heart  and  mind  on  the  brightness  of 
His  face,  while  we  walk  amongst  the  shadows 
of  earth  and  time. 
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\17AS  it  only  a  fancy — a  fleeting  dream, 
*  •      Or  a  word  by  tlie  angels  borne. 
That  I  heard  in  the  twilight's  fading  gleam — 

"  I — the  Lord — will  call  for  the  com  ?  " 
Only  a  fancy,  you  say  ?    Yet  there 

I  heard  it  again  and  again, 
As  the  whispering  sound  of  the  wintry  air 

Came  over  the  silent  plain. 
Lonely  and  bare  in  the  fading  light 

The  long  brown  furrows  lay  ; 
No  life,  save  the  birds  in  their  homeward  flight, 

Stirred  there  at  the  dying  day. 
Lonely  and  bare  lay  the  fields  between 

Their  hedges  of  leafless  thom  : 
Yet  that  word  of  the  Lord  arose,  I  ween, 

"  I  will  call— I  will  call  for  the  corn." 

I  lisieneil  again — in  the  golden  hour, 
When  Spring's  bright  smile  was  seen,  ^--  ■ 
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As  she  decked  the  meadow  with  blossom  and  Sower, 

And  the  woods  in  her  robe  of  green. 
Gaily  the  streamlet  hurried  along, 

Light  was  the  lapwing's  cry, 
And  the  lark  was  shaking  his  silvery  song 

Down  from  the  clear  blue  sky. 
And  lo  !  in  the  once  brown  fields  appeared. 

Long  vistas  of  living  green  ! 
A  myriad  of  tiny  shafts  up  reared, — 

The  springing -corn  was  seen  1 
And  none  of  that  countless  host  was  dumb 

On  that  glorious  springtide  mom, 
I  heard  them  whisper,  "Wccome!  we  come! 

For  the  Lord  has  called  for  the  corn  ! " 

I  thought  how  the  autumn  breeze  would  sweep 

O'er  billows  of  golden  grain ; 
How  a  thousand  sickles  would  one  day  reap 

The  wealth  of  that  smiling  plain. 
And  I  saw,  as  in  vision,  the  eager  throng. 

In  the  fields  that  far-off  day; 
I  knew  the  sound  of  the  harvest-song 

Re-echoing  far  away. 
I  could  see  the  reapers  bending  there. 

Through  the  sultry  summer  hours ; 
And  the  children  twining  their  flaxen  hair 

With  the  blue  and  golden  flowers. 
And  oh  I  I  thought  of  the  joy  to  come, 

With  the  light  of  a  dawning  mom ; 
The  joy  of  a  happy  harvest-home, 

When  "  the  Lord  has  called  for  the  com  I " 


O  ye  who  are  gazing,  with  tear-dimmed  eye, 

On  the  plains  of  that  silent  land. 
Where  low  in  the  furrows,  unseen,  there  lie 

Lost  links  of  your  household  band  ! 
You  have  laid  them  there, — the  sire  who  died. 

Out-wearied  with  life's  long  way, — 
The  maiden  who  faded  in  beauty's  pride, — 

The  little  ones  lent  for  a  day. 
Lonely  and  drear  are  these  fields  to-day. 

In  the  fading  light  of  earth. 
And  cherished  hopes  are  as  cold  and  grey 

As  the  ashes  upon  the  hearth. 
Yet  hear,  oh  !  hear  what  the  Lord  once  said. 

To  his  Israel  lefl  forlorn ; 
Say  to  Him,  "God  of  the  living  and  dead, 

Thou  WILT  CALL — Thou  wilt  call  for  the  cork!" 

ItOBINA    F.   HARDT. 


A  PEEP  INTO  MONGOLIA. 

By    the   Rbv.   henry   LANSDEU.,    F.R.G.S. 


TXrHEN  traveHing  recently  across  Siberia 
■' *  I  turned  aside  with  my  interpreter  to 
the  Kussian  frontier  at  Kiakhta,  where, 
mounting  the  tower  of  the  church,  and  look- 
ing to  the  south,  there  lay  before  us  some- 
thing decidedly  new.  We  had  passed  through 
numbers  of  Siberian  villages,  but  just  over 
the  border  was  a  veritable  Chinese  town, 
resembling  in  its  principal  features  a  city  of 
the  "  celestials,"  as  much  as  if  built  within 
the  wall  of  China  proper,  instead  of  ,at  the 
verge  of  their  Mongol  empire. 

Mongolia  is  that  huge  tract  of  desert 
bounded  by  Siberia  on  the  north,  and  India, 
Thibet,  and  China  on  the  south,  and  stretch- 
ing from  Turkestan  in  the  west  to  the  Man- 


churian  coast  of  the  Pacific.  In  the  cerrtre 
is  the  great  desert  of  Gobi,  one  of  the  least 
known  parts  of  the  globe ;  a  sort  of  "  no- 
raan's-land,"  over  which  nomads  wander  with 
their  flocks.  From  this  part  of  Asia,  some- 
times called  Chinese  Tartary,  in  bygone  ages 
have  originated  some  of  the  most  rapid  and 
extensive  conquests  the  world  has  ever  seen, 
such  as  those  of  Genghis  Khan  and  Tamer- 
lane, who  ousted  the  aborigines  and  settled 
like  locusts  in  North-Western  Asia,  and  then 
pushed  on  their  multitudinous  hosts  into 
South-Eastem  Europe.  But  the  Mongols 
arc  no  longer  a  power  among  nations,  and 
are  themselves  subject  to  the  Emperor  of 
China.  ,,,,  ,,,    .jv-v.^n. 
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As  I  stood  at  Kiakhta  I  beheld  the  horizon 
bounded  by  the  hills  ofMongolia,  and  beyond 
it  was  left  to  the  imagination  to  picture  its 
capital  of  Urga,  and  to  think  of,  farther 
south,  the  great  wall  of  China.  Time  and 
opportunity  did  not  permit  me,  however,  to 
push  beyond  the  httletown  before  us,  and 
hence  the  object  of  this  paper  will  be  to 
describe  my  visit  to  Maimatchin,  and  to 
offer  some  observations  on  the  Mongolian 
route  to  Peking. 

Ma-mai-tchin  signifies  in  Chinese  "bay 
and  sell,"  and  so  is  apphed  to  this  border 
town  as  a  "  place  of  trade."  It  has  a  popula- 
tion we  were  told  of  3,000  inhabitants,  audit 
diifers  in  one  respect,  at  all  events,  from  all  the 
cities  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  in  that  every 
inhabitant  is  of  the  male  sex.  Not  a  woman 
is  to  be  found  in  the  town,  a  baby's  music  is 
never  heard  there,  and  the  streets  are  free 
from  girls  and  boys.  Not  that  the  men, 
however,  are  all  bachelors,  for  some  of  them 
have  wives  and  families  in  China  proper. 
Nor  are  they  all  women-haters  or  hen-pecked 
husbands.  We  did,  indeed,  hear  of  one  man, 
a  British  subject,  who  so  far  agreed  with 
Solomon  as  to  the  undestrabihty  of  living 
with  a  brawling  woman,  even  though  it  were 
in  a  wide  house,  that  he  had  Sed  from  his 
island  home  and  retired  to  a  house-top  in  the 
wilds  of  Siberia,  where  he  is  living  m  pros- 
perity, and  whither  his  spouse  has  not 
pursued  him.  Sut  the  fact  is,  that  among 
the  curious  arrangements  of  the  Chinese,  at 
the  time  of  their  early  treaties  with  the 
Russians,  and  in  order  that  their  celestial 
subjects  might  not  become  rooted  to  the 
soil,  but  consider  themselves  sojourners 
only,  they  were  forbidden  to  have  women  in 
Maimatchin.  Hence  a  paterfamilias  of  this 
town,  if  he  wishes  to  visit  his  wife  and 
children,  must  undertake  a  month's  journey 
across  the  desert  on  the  back  of  a  camel, 
and  return  by  the  same  means,  so  that  a  few 
such  journeys  may  well  give  wings  to  his 
desires  speedily  to  make  his  fortune  and 
return  home. 

We  took  the  opportunity  of  paying  an 
afternoon  visit  to  Maimatchin  on  the  first 
day  of  our  arrival  at  Kiakhta,  Mr.  Koecher 
kindly  accompanying  us.  After  passing  out 
of  the  wooden  gate  on  the  Russian  side  we 
found  ourselves  on  a  piece  of  neutral  ground 
between  the  two  empires,  about  five  hundred 
yards  wide.  On  the  south  side  is  a  palisade, 
pierced  for  the  principal  gate,  and  shielded 
from  view  by  a  high  wooden  screen  some 
eight  or  ten  paces  &om  the  wall.  Behind 
this    screen  we   entered   Maimatchin,  and 


found  ourselves  in  a  new  world.  The  city  is 
built  inside  a  strong  wooden  enclosure, 
about  four  hundred  yards  square,  with  four 
or  five  mud'paved  streets.  They  are  regular, 
however,  tolerably  clean,  and,  for  China, 
wide— wide  enough,  perhaps,  to  admit  a. 
London  omnibus.  The  houses  are  of  one 
story  only,  built  of  unbumt  bricks  of  mud  and 
wood,  and  are  thus  solid  and  tidy,  and  are 
surrounded  by  court-yards.  At  the  entrances 
are  screens  that  shut  out  the  view  from  the 
street,  and  are  painted  with  diabolical-looking 
figures  to  frighten  away  evil  spirits.  This 
represents,  however,  the  houses  of  the  well- 
to-do  merchants.  Towards  the  southern 
part  of  the  town  are  the  mean,  windowless 
houses  of  the  poor,  which  have  little  of  the 
neatness  and  propriety  of  the  above. 

We  were  taken  first  to  visit  one  of  the 
Chinese  merchants,  named  Van-Tchan-Tal, 
and  on  entering  his  court-yard  we  found  it 
surrounded  by  a  number  of  doors  leading  to 
the  warehouses,  the  kitchen,  outhouses,  &c., 
and  one  to  the  shop  and  dwelling-place 
of  the  merchant.  The  door  consisted  of  a 
suspended  transparent  screen,  admitting 
the  air,  and  yet  keeping  out  flies  and  insects. 
The  window-frames  were  ornamented  and 
covered  with  paper.  None  looked  into  the 
street,  but  all  into  the  court-yard.  Inside 
the  house  there  were  two  compartments,  an 
outer  and  an  inner.  In  the  inner  chamber 
we  were  asked  to  be  seated  on  a  raised  plat- 
form or  divan,  which  serves  for  a  sleeping 
place  for  the  clerks  and  assistants  by  night, 
and  for  a  dining  place  by  day,  when  the 
bedding  and  cushions  are  neatly  rolled  up 
and  ornamentally  arranged. 

This  platform  is  heated  by  a  flue  beneath, 
and  on  the  edge  in  front  is  kept  always  burn- 
ing a  small  charcoal  fire,  which  serves  for 
lighting  pipes  and  heating  grog.  Round  the 
wall  hung  illuminated  texts  from  the  writings 
of  Confucius  and  various  pictures,  one  of 
which,  we  were  told,  was  a  re[»%Eentation  of 
the  God  of  Happiness,  and  a  very  stout  p«'- 
sonage  he  looked!  But  this  is  strictly  in 
keeping  with  Chinese  notions,  for  they  de- 
light to  load  their  deities  with  collops  of  &t, 
prosperity  and  abundance  of  flesh,  in  their 
eyes,  having  great  affinity.  A  number  of 
little  birds  were  in  the  room,  not  in  cages, 
but  on  perches  resembling  those  on  which 
parrots  are  kept  in  England. 

He  invited  us  to  drink  tea,  and  told  us 
that  the  Chinese  use  this  beverage,  without 
sugar  or  milk,  three  times  a  day,  namely,  at 
rising,  at  noon,  and  at  seven  in  the  evening  ; 
also  they  have  substantial  meals  at  nine  in 
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the  tnomicg  and  four  m  die  afternoon.  When 
thejr  discovered  I  was  English,  they  were 
curious  to  know  all  they  could  about  us, 
making  various  inquiries,  trying  to  imitate 
our  words  and  sounds  even  to  laughing,  and 
examining  carefully  such  things  as  were 
shown  to  them,  as  watches,  pencils,  and 
knires.  We  were  no  less  curious  to  piy  into 
their  aSalii  and  leam  of  them  all  we  could. 
The  merchant  was  said  to  employ  twenty- 
three  "clerks,"  eighteen  of  whom  were  in 
Maimatchin,  and  the  remainder  at  a  branch 
establishment  in  some  other  part  of  the  world. 
We  did  not  make  out,  however,  whether  this 
number  included  shop  assbtants,  watehouse- 
men,  servants,  cooks,  &c,  or  whether  it  con- 
sisted only  of  actual  clerics. 

They  seemed  nearly  all  dressed  alike,  from 
the  master  downwards,  that  is,  in  a  suit  of 
blue  nankeen,  and  wearing  black  skull-caps. 
Suspended  on  the  wall  and  covered  with 
paper,  to  keep  them  from  dust,  were  two  or 
three  white  straw  hats  of  depressed  conical 
.  shape  with  a  horsehair  tassel  on  the  top, 
seemingly  reserved  for  summer  use  on  gala 
days.  One  of  the  attendants  had  a  black 
dress  edged  with  white,  and  on  inquiry  he 
was  found  to  be  the  coachman  in  half- 
mourning.  Full  mourning,  we  were  told,  is 
all  of  wJute,  and  is  worn  one  hundred  days 
after  the  death  of  a  relative,  during  which 
time  the  head  is  not  shaved.  Black  and 
white  is  afterwards  worn  for  three  years, 
one  of  its  features  being  a  small  white  ball 
on  the  top  of  the  cap.  No  silk  is  worn 
during  the  period  of  mourning.  As  the  ser- 
vants stood  about  waiting  on  us,  their  disd- 
pline  appeared  to  be  very  much  of  the  patri- 
archal character;  none  seemed  greater  or 
less  than  another,  unless  it  were  ihe  chief- 
clerk,  who  received  we  heard  about  ^^30  a 
year,whilst  the  "boys,"  &c.,  received  from  ^5 
and  upwards,  their  food  being  in  all  cases 
found  for  them.  This  chief  clerk  cultivated 
a  strolling  moustache,  which  is  iJie  privilege 
of  all  Chinese  men  after  they  arrive  at  thirty 
years  of  age ;  he  had  also  very  long  nails  pro- 
truding perhaps  half  an  inch  beyond  his 
fingers,  which  were  evidently  considered 
beautiful.  It  is  the  custom  of  Chinese 
gentlemen  and  ladies  to  have  long  nails,  that 
other  persons  may  be  aware  of  their  rank  in 
society,  for  with  such  impediments  they 
could  not  labour.  This  senior  also  seemed 
fond  of  his  pipe,  which  held  just  so  much 
tobacco  as  enabled  him  to  take  five  good 
strong  whiffs  only,  and  he  then  blew  out  of 
the  pipe,  with  a  peculiar  noise,  the  remainder 
of  the  tobacco  aod  ashes. 


Whilst  sipping  our  tea  we  proceeded  to 
make  some  purchases.  The  principal  articles 
of  Chinese  export  into  Russia  are  teas, 
cottons,  nankeens,  silks,  good  satins,  a  con- 
siderable quantity  of  rhubarb,  and  many 
articles  of  curiosity  and  ingenuity.  The  ex- 
ports from  Siberia  are  generally  furs.  We 
wished,  however,  merely  for  a  few  souveoirs. 
As  we  sat  in  the  merchant's  shop,  it  was  a 
matter  for  conjecture  as  to  where  the  merchan- 
dise was  kept,  for  it  was  not  visible.  A 
number  <rf  articles,  however,  were  brought 
forth  frommysterious cupboards  and  drawers, 
and  we  heanl  that  the  Chinese  allow  as  little 
of  theii  property  as  possible  to  be  seen  by 
the  authorities,  lest  they  should  be  more 
Mghly  taxed.  So  far,  th^efore,  as  appear- 
ances go  in  a  Oiinese  shop,  the  American 
dealer's  window-notice  would  be  eminently 
appropriate.  "If  you  don't  see  what  you 
want,  ask  for  it."  We  did  this  and  found  it 
successful.  My  first  purchase  was  a  piece  of 
silk  called  Chin-chun-cha,  supposed  to  be  of 
sufficient  measure  for  two  suits  of  clothes. 
This  silk  is  undyed  and  washes,  and  wears 
so  well  that  we  found  it  to  be  a  favourite 
material  throughout  Siberia  for  gentlemen's 
summer  suits,  and  sometimes  for  ladies' 
dresses. 

The  Chinese  are  fond  of  having  a  couple 
of  balls  in  the  palm  at  idle  times,  to  roll  and 
rub  one  over  the  other  with  the  fingers,  and 
so  play  with  them,  for  the  same  reason  probably 
that  the  Turks  like  to  have  beads  in  the 
hand.  Several  of  these  balls  were  offered  to 
us.  One  pair  was  of  Chinese  jade,  which, 
on  bebg  rubbed  together,  emitted  flashes  of 
electric  light  Gilt  buttons  too  were  shown 
as  a  rarity,  but  their  marks  betrayed  that 
they  came  from  Birmingham.  We  bought 
some  embroidered  purses  of  native  workman- 
ship, and  some  cups  and  saucers.  The 
saucers  are  of  a  lozenge  shape  and  of  metal, 
with  an  indentation  fitted  to  receive  the 
bottom  of  the  cup,  which  had  no  handle. 
Hence  in  drinking  die  tea  it  was  not  neces' 
sary  to  finger  the  cup,  but  merely  to  hold  the 
saucer,  and  drink  from  the  cup  resting  there- 
in. Some  of  the  drinking  vessels  we  saw 
were  of  wood,  but  lacquered  and  covered 
with  a  varnish,  which  made  them  quite  ca- 
pable of  holding  boiling  water.  Our  most 
comical  purchase,  perhaps,  was  a  pair  of  furred 
ear  pockets,  connected  by  a  piece  of  elastic 
for  use  in  frosty  weather. 

After  taking  our  refreshment  we  looked 
about  the  house  and  yard,  into  the  kitchen, 
which  wv  clean  enough,  and  into  tiie  ware- 
house, with  its  piles  of  chests  of  tea,  and  were 
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amused  to  see  them  take  a  large  hollow  auger, 
something  like  a  cheese-taster,  and  drive  this 
into  the  comer  of  a  tea-chest  to  bring  there- 
out a  sample  handful  of  the  fragrant  herb. 
I  contented  myself  with  buying  a.  brick 
of  tea  as  a  greater  curiosity.  It  measures 
about  nine  inches  by  six,  and  is  three- 
quarters  of  an  inch  thick,  and  might  therefore 
better  be  called,  as  it  once  was  in  Germany, 
"tile  tea."  This  article  was  formerly  used 
for  coin  in  certain  parts  of  Siberia,  and  is  so 
still  in  Mongolia.  I  hare  recently  heard 
that  the  owner  of  a  circus  since  my  visit 
made  his  way  to  Urga.  The  steed  and  its 
riders  greatly  delighted  the  Mongolians,  and 
as  the  proprietor  accepted  "  the  current  coin 
of  the  realm,"  his  cashier's  office  presented  the 
unusual  appearance  of  being  filled  to  over- 
flowing with  bricks  of  tea.  We  had  cause, 
therefore,  to  congratulate  ourselves  in  not 
having  to  carry  a  quantity  of  this  very  incon- 
venient form  of  cash. 

After  leaving  the  merchant's  house  we 
wandered  through  the  streets,  looking  at  the 
wares  exposed  for  sale,  like  those  we  had 
seen  on  the  Chinese  stalls  in  the  market 
place  of  Troitzkosavsk,  and  the  looking 
round  at  which  in  both  places  gave  us  much 
amusement.  We  found  all  sorts  of  Chinese 
knick-knacks,  and  the  poorest  attempts  at 
cutlery  in  the  shape  of  knives,  scissors,  and 
razors  that  ever  I  saw.  l^e  razors  bore  a 
strong  resemblance  to  miniature  hatchets ; 
and  on  steaming  across  the  Pacific  I  found 
that  their  use  was  not  confined  to  men,  for 
the  Chinese  ladies  think  so  much  of  having 
the  hair  cut  away  smoothly  from  the  back  of 
the  neck,  that  one  woman  on  board  was  seen 
thus  acting  the  barber  on  behalf  of  her  sister. 
There  were  likewise  exposed  for  sale  beads 
and  hats,  brushes  and  combs,  pieces  of  flint 
and  steel,  and  Buddhist  rosaries,  which  last 
evidently  were  considered  finely  perfumed, 
but  we  thought  the  smell  abominable, 
A  piece  of  Chinese  vanity  we  saw  con- 
sisted of  circular  felt  pads  highly  dyed  with 
rouge,  with  which  the  people  rub  and  so 
redden  their  faces.  Several  of  these  curiosi- 
ties we  bought,  bargaining  for  the  price  by 
signs,  to  the  mutual  amusement  of  both 
buyers  and  salesmen. 

We  were  taken  to  the  Buddhist  temple, 
the  precincts  of  which  appeared  to  comprise 
the  houses  of  the  governor,  or,  as  he  is  called, 
the  Zurgutchay,  and  die  chief  priest ;  also  a 
theatre,  and  something  like  a  prison.  In  the 
court  of  the  temple  were  placed  some  cannons 
which  are  fired  daily  when  the  governor  is 
going  to  sleep.    The  theatre  we  found  was 
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open  only  on  f&te  days,  and  if  the  report  of 
travellers  be  true,  the  plays  are  sometimes 
grossly  obscene.  This,  however,  is  only  in 
keeping  with  the  pictures  that  are  seen  in  the 
houses  and  sold  openly  in  the  streets,  and 
which  are  too  licentious  to  bear  description. 

We  saw  in  the  court  of  the  temple  two 
malefactors,  who  had  iron  rings  round  their 
necks,  attached  to  which  were  chains  about 
five  feet  long,  with  enormous  links  and  of 
great  weight,  weighing,  I  should  judge,  in  all, 
upwards  of  fifty  pounds.  They  had  chains, 
too,  upon  their  hands  and  legs,  and  being 
exceedingly  dirty  and  ill  clad,  they  looked 
somewhat  ferocious.  One  of  them  had  his 
chain  coiled  round  his  shoulders  for  more 
convenient  carriage,  ajid  when  he  saw  that  I 
was  curious,  he  allowed  it  to  drop  towards 
the  ground,  showing  me  the  full  length  of 
his  punishment.  I  bought  the  man's  rosary 
for  a  souvenir.  We'  saw  also  in  Maimatchin 
another  kind  of  Chinese  punishment,  in  the 
shap>e  of  a  wooden  collar  made  of  six-inch 
plank  about  two  and  s  half  feet  square,  and 
put  about  a  man's  neck.  It  was  said  to  be 
more  than  a  hundred  pounds  in  weight,  and 
the  unfortunate  wearer  was  prevented  by  its 
size  from  putting  his  hand  to  his  mouth ;  he 
used,  therefore,  in  feeding  himself  a  long 
wooden  spoon ;  but  he  looked  anything  but 
comfortable.  His  accusation  was  written  oa 
the  collar,  setting  forth  his  name  and  family, 
and  he  was  to  wear  his  collar  night  and  day 
for  a  month,  and  that  for  fighting  I  but  I  am 
not  clear  whether  it  was  for  an  ordinary 
pugilistic  encounter,  or  for  attempted  violence 
to  a  superior. 

As  we  walked  about  the  streets  it  was 
plain  that,  though  we  were  distinctly  in  China 
and  not  in  Russia,  the  people  of  the  two 
border  tovms  were  on  the  most  friendly  foot- 
ing. Chinese  merchants  visit  the  Russians 
freely,  walk  into  their  houses,  drink  tea,  smoke 
cigarettes,  and  chatter,  not  pigeon  English, 
but  pigeon  Russian.  To  this  good  feeling  I 
presume  it  was  that  we  were  indebted  for  ai> 
invitation  to  dine,  two  days  after,  with  the 
merchant  upon  whom  we  had  called.  We  were 
particularly  anxious  to  do  this,  for  to  eat  a 
Chinese  dinner  at  Maimatchin  had  been  one 
of  the  curious  treats  I  had  promised  myself 
when  thinking  of  pushing  on  as  £ar  as 
Kiakhta.  At  the  same  time  Mr.  Michie's 
declaring  that  a  Chinese  dinner  to  which 
Kiakhta  merchants  take  their  friends  was  "  a 
feast  most  Europeans  would  rather  undergo 
the  incipient  stages  of  starvation  than  conie 
within  the  smell  of  it,"  had  rather  teni&ed 
me  as  to  the  honm?  o^e  jnu;^t,be  «peeted 
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to  eat.  I  determined,  however,  to  place  a 
piece  of  bread  on  one  side  of  tny  plate  and  a 
glass  of  water  on  the  other,  and  then  martyrise 
myself  for  the  sake  of  gaining  experience, 
to  say  nothing  of  showing  myself  a  person  of 
good  breeding  in  Chinese  eyes  by  tasting  a/ery- 
thing,  and  I  hoped  that  if  anything  particu- 
larly nasty  came  in  my  mouth  it  might  be 
neutralized  or  speedily  swallowed  by  the  aid 
of  a  piece  of  bread  or  a  draught  of  water. 
Things  proved  to  be  not  so  bad,  however,  as  I 
feared,  and  we  were  none  of  us  made  ill.  On 
our  way  to  dinner  we  called  at  Mr.  Tokma- 
kofF's,  where  I  begged  a  small  loaf  of  half-while 
bread,  and  thus  prepared  we  presented  our- 
selves at  the  house  of  Van-Tchan-Tiu. 

There  were  five  in  the  party,  which  included 
Mr.  Koecher,  our  Russian  host,  Mr.  Marval, 
ourfellow-countryraan.Mr.  Interpreter,  a  Rus- 
sian friend  and  myself.  We  were  shown  first 
into  the  inner  compartment,  and  asked  to  be 
seated  on  the  divan,  whilst  they  brought  us 
tea,  dried  fruits  and  confections,  such  as 
candied  ginger,  dried  walnuts  and  mandarin 
oranges,  salted  almonds,  and  sugared  ditto, 
melon-seeds,  &c.,  &c.  We  then  adjourned  to 
the  outer  compattment,  where  the  dinner 
was  spread  on  a  lable.  But  what  a  table  1 
It  was  just  about  three  feet  square,  and  on 
this  were  placed,  as  a  commencement,  no  less 
than  ten  dishes,  besides  our  own  plates. 
These  dishes  or  saucers  of  meats  were  re- 
placed to  the  number  of  thirty.  Farther  cast 
I  met  a  man  who  told  me  that  when  he 
dined  at  Maimatchin  they  gave  him  sixty- 
four  dishes  I  At  this  tiny  table,  therefore,  we 
were  requested  to  seat  ourselves,  and  each 
tvas  provided  with  a  small  saucer  about  three 
inches  in  diameter,  half  filled  with  dark- 
loobing  vinegar,  into  which  we  were  supposed 
to  dip  everything  before  carrying  it  to  the 
mouth.  Of  this  I  soon  got  tired,  and  began 
to  eat  the  things  au  naturei,  so  far  as  was 
possible,  for  most  of  the  courses  were  so  dis- 
guised by  confectionery  and  culinary  art  that 
we  had  to  ask  of  almost  every  plate,  "  What 
is  this?"  Happily  the  plates  were  so  ex- 
ceedingly small  that  the  taste  of  each  did  not 
seriously  strain  one's  eating  powers,  and  by 
tasting  first,  and  then  asking  what  it  was,  ^ 
prejudice  was  taken  away,  till  it  was  too  late 
to  have  any.  But  we  discovered  that  aiiiong 
the  dishes  we  had  eaten  were  beans,  gailick, 
a  kind  of  seaweed  cooked  like  sea-kale,  and 
a.  green  kind  also,  likewise  radishes  cut  in 
slices,  swallows'  eggs  boiled,  and  rissoles  of 
meat,  various  sorts  of  marine  vegetables,  and, 
I  think,  birds'-nests.  Towards  the  end  of 
the  feast  appeared  a  samovar,  but  not  like 


the  Russian  article  of  that  name,  for  the 
boiling  part  was  exposed  to  view,  and  con-, 
tained  the  soup,  in  which  were  small  pieces 
of  meat,  vermicelli,  and  rice  puddings  the 
size  of  tennis  balls,  for  the  eating  of  which 
they  brought  us  chop-sticks — I  suppose  that 
we  might  try  our  hands,  for  at  the  earlier 
part  of  the  meal  they  had  given  us  knives 
and  forks.  These  chop-sticks  are  a  pair  of 
cylindrical  rods,  rather  longer,  and  not  quite 
so  thick,  as  lead  pencils,  which  are  both  held 
between  the  fingers  of  the  right  hand,  and 
are  used  as  tongs  to  take  the  food  and  carry 
it  to  the  mouth— an  operation  by  no  means 
easy  to  the  unpractised.  Oui  host  did  not 
sit  at  table  or  eat  with  us,  but  stood  looking 
on,  and  giving  orders  to  his  "boys"  or 
"  clerks."  Each  guest  was  provided  with  a 
tiny  cup  about  an  inch  or  a  little  more  in 
diameter,  and  perhaps  half  an  inch  deep. 
Into  this,  at  an  early  stage  of  the  proceed- 
ings, was  poured  from  a  diminutive  kettle 
hot  mai-ga-Io,  or  Chinese  brandy,  tasting,  M. 
Marval  said,  somewhat  like  whisky.  It  is 
exceedingly  strong,  though  not  so  potent  as 
another  kind  of  which  we  heard  called  khan- 
shin,  and  which  not  only  makes  a  man 
intoxicated  on  the  day  he  drinks  it,  but  if  he 
take  a  glass  of  water  only  on  the  morrow  the 
intoxicating  effect  is  repeated.  When  they 
came  to  pour  me  out  brandy  I  declined,  the 
propriety  of  which  our  host  recognised  at 
once,  for  when  ray  friends  told  him  that  I 
was  a  "  lama,"  or  a  priest,  he  said  that  "thar 
lamas  were  not  allowed  to  drink  brandy." 
It  was  comforting,  therefore,  to  find  that  we 
had  at  least  one  good  thing  in  common. 

Whilst  we  were  in  the  house  of  Van-Tchan- 
T^,  tiiere  came  in  a  Mongolian  lama,  or 
priest,  to  whom  I  was  introduced  as  an 
English  lama.  The  Mongolian  lamas,  how- 
ever, do  not  confine  themselves  to  spiritual 
functions,  for  this  man  was  a  contractor  for 
the  carriage  of  goods  across  the  desert  to  and 
from  China,whichleadsme  to  say  something 
of  this  curious  journey.  The  KLE^hta>Pekmg 
route  was  not  that  followed  by  the  earliest 
embassies  sent  overland  from  Siberia,  nor  by 
Marco  Polo  in  his  marvellous  travels  in 
Tartary.  In  fact  it  is  remarkable  how  very 
little  has  been  known  until  lately  concerning 
this  part  of  Central  Asia,  and  how  little  is 
known  still.  We  owe  some  of  our  early 
geographical  information  about  Eastern  Mon- 
golia to  the  rupture  between  the  Russians 
and  Chinese  on  the  Amur,  The  Chinese 
took  several  Russian  prisoners  and  trans- 
ported them  to  Peking,  subsequently  allowing 
Russian  priests  to  be  sent  to  minister  to  their 
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spiritual  necessities.  When  in  course  of  time 
the  prisoners  might  have  returned,  they  had 
learned  so  to  like  their  quarters,  that  they 
chose  to  remain,  whereupon  the  mission 
was  kept  up,  at  intervals  of  ten  years,  and 
thus  the  Russians  learned  something  of 
the  unknown  country  through  which  these 
spiritual  functionaries  travel^.  After  the 
building  of  Kiakhta  and  Maiinatchin,  the 
route  across  the  desert  was  of  course  exten- 
sively used  by  the  caravans,  though  I  am  not 
aware  that  it  was  fallowed  by  any  Englishman 
or  celebrated  travella,  till  within  the  past 
quarter  <A  a  century,  unless  it  be  the  bmous 
Aobinson  Crusoe  whom  IJanicI  DeFoe  made 
to  revisit  his  island,  and  afterwards  land  in 
China,  where  he  met  with  a  Jesuit  missionary, 
who  took  him  to  Peking.  Then  o^ssing  the 
desert  he  came  to  the  Argun  and  Ncrtdiinsk, 
and  50  proceeded  to  Tobolsk,  and  crossed 
the  Urals  to  Archangel.  This,  of  course,  is 
fiction,  but  it  may  be  that  De  Foe,  who  was 
never  abroad  in  his  life,  but  who  published 
his  Robinson  Crusoe  in  1719,  may  have 
heard  of  a  route  that  was  used  in  his  day 
across  the  Mongolian  desert. 

When  we  come  to  the  interesting  writings 
of  the  Roman  missionary  Hue,  we  have  of 
course  a  good  deal  of  information  about 
Mongolia,  but  his  route  lay  in  the  south, 
along  the  great  wall  of  China  to^Eirds  the 
Himalayas,  and  not  at  all  in  the  north. 
There  are  six  Englishmen,  however,  four  of 
whom  I  have  met,  who  have  travelled  this 
Mongolian  route  within  the  past  eighteen 
years.  One  is  Mr.  Howell,  formerly  a  British 
resident  in  China,  who  crossed  from  Shanghai 
to  Kiakhta;  another  is  Mr.  WyUe,  who 
was  connected  with  the  Sritish  and  Foreign 
Bible  Society,  and  who  crossed  from  Kiakhta 
to  Peking,  But  neidier  of  these  gcndemen 
has  &voured  the  public,  as  &t  as  I  am  aware, 
with  information  as  to  hiswanderings.  IniS63 
Mr.  Michie  undertook  "  the  Siberian  overland 
route  from  Peking  to  St.  Petersbiug,"  and 
wrote  an  account  of  his  Mongolian  travels, 
which  was  the  first  Enghsh  book  that  had 
appeared  on  that  part  of  the  country.  Mr. 
Michie  has  been  followed  by  three  other 
English  writers;  in  T869  by  Mr.  William 
Athenry  Whyte,  F.R.G.S.,  who  wrote  "A 
Land  Journey  from  Asia  to  Europe,  being  an 
Account  of  a  Camel  and  Sledge  Journey  from 
Canton  to  St.  Petersbui^,  through  the  Plains 
of  Mongolia  and  Siberia;"  in  1875-6  by 
Mr.  John  Milne,  F.G.S.,  who  crossed  Europe 
and  Siberia  to  Kiakhta,  Peking,  and  Shang- 
hai, and  read  a  paper  concerning  bis  journey 
before  the  Asiatic  Society  of  Japan ;  and  in 


1877  by  Captain  W.  Shepherd,  R.E.,  who 
returned  "  Homeward  through  Mongolia  and 
Siberia,"  and  wrote  a  short  account  in  the 
Royal  Engineers'  journal.  I  heard  some  of 
these  travellers  spoken  of  by  the  residents  in 
Siberia,  and  the  Russians  seemed  mightily 
surprised  that  Captain  Shepherd  should  have 
taken  such  a  journey  alone,  and  unable  to 
speak  a  word  of  their  language.  I  suppose 
Messrs.  Howell  and  Wylie  did  the  same ; 
bat  I  have  heard  of  Captain  Shepherd's  ex- 
ploit as  far  away  as  the  Crimea,  and  so  lately 
as  last  autumn. 

The  traveller,  however,  who  has  given  us 
the  most  solid  and  scientific  information 
about  the  part  of  Mongolia  of  which  we  are 
speaking,  is  the  Russian  Colonel  Frejevalsky, 
who  spent  three  years,  beginning  in  1870,  by 
travellmg,  first  from  Kiakhta  to  Peking,  then 
turning  northward  to  MaDchoria.  and  after- 
wards following  in  the  tracks  of  Hue,  not 
quite  to  Lhassa,but  as  far  as  the  Blue  River, 
or  the  Vang-tse-Kiimg,  and  then  turning  bade 
did  the  most  daring  thing  of  all,  crossing  the 
desert  of  Gobi  from  Ala-shan  to  Urga  and 
Kiakhta.  This  journey  |had  never  befi»« 
been  attempted  by  a  European,  and  was 
accomplished  in  the  height  of  summer,  when 
sometimes  the  par^  could  obtain  neither 
pasture  nor  water.  The  distance  between 
Kiakhta  and  Peking  is  a  thousand  mile^  and 
Europeans  who  wish  to  make  the  journey 
have  thf  choice  of  two  modes  of  convey- 
ance, either  by  post  horses,  or  by  caravan 
camels  engaged  by  special  bargain  with  their 
owners.  So  at  least  says  Colonel  Frejeval- 
sky, but  Mr.  Mihie  tells  a  different  tale,  i<a 
he  had  intended  to  cross  Mongolia  in  com- 
pany with  a  Russian  officer  by  courier  horses, 
bat  he  found  that  according  to  the  agreement 
between  the  Russian  and  Chinese  govern- 
ments, it  was  allowable  only  for  such  couriers 
as  were  Russian  subjects  to  take  the  horse 
road,  and  therefore  was  obliged  to  go  the 
ordinary  caravan  route  by  camels.  He  made 
an  agreement  with  some  Mongol  carriers  that 
(hey  were  to  take  him  from  Kiakhta  to 
Kalgan,  near  the  great  wall  of  China,  in 
thirty  days,  for  which  he  was  to  pay  them 
£15.  For  every  day  less  than  thirty  he  was 
to  pay  ten  shillings  extra;  for  every  day  be- 
yond that  time  they  were  to  pay  him  ten 
shillings.  There  was  also  a  clause  that  a 
tent,  fire,  and  water,  should  be  supplied. 

The  ordinary  procedure  of  the  caravan  in 
winter  is  to  be  on  the  move  till  about  seven 
or  eight  in  the  evening  and  then  stop  for  tea, 
and  travel  on  till  midnight  or  two  in  the 
morning.    A  halt  is  then  made  for  aleep,  and 
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all  start  again  by  eight  or  ten.  When  travel- 
ling in  winter  they  eat  but  once  a  day, 
and,  according  to  Mr.  Milne's  account,  a 
winter  crossing  of  the  desert  is  anything 
but  comfortable,  Mr.  Michie,  however,  and 
Captain  Shepherd,  who  journeyed  in  milder 
weather,  give  a  different  account,  and  speak 
in  pleasant  terms  of  a  nomad  life.  It  is 
so  utterly  dilTerent  from  any  European  ex- 
perience of  motion  and  living,  that  though 
it  has  several  drawbacks,  and  a  month  is 
rather  too  long  to  be  whoUy  agreeable,  yet 
those  who  have  passed  through  such  a  phase 
of  travel  look  back  upon  it  as  a  pleasant 
change  from  the  hum-drum  life  of  a  homeward 
voyage  oh  a  P.  and  0.  steamer.  The  pace  at 
whidi  the  caravan  proceeds  is  provpkmgly 
slow;  and  the  jolting  of  the  rude,  clumsy 
camel  cart  makes  walking  for  a  great  part  of 
the  day  preferable  to  driving;  but  there  is 
game  to  be  shot,  and  the  solitude  of  the 
desert  is  now  and  then  relieved  by  arrivals  at 
Mongolian  yourts,  or  tents,  where  conversa- 
tion being  the  only  form  of  newspaper  they 
know,  there  is  a  general  wagging  of  tongues 
and  a  shower  of  questions  asked.  .  The 
Mongol's  one  notion  of  wealth  is  the  number 
of  a  man's  flocks  and  herds,  and  thus  if  the 
Englishman  is  asked  what  he  is  worth,  he 
has  to  translate  his  belongings  into  thousands 
of  sheep,  horses,  and  buUs,  and  then  explain 
his  possessions. 

Again  the  monotony  of  the  -way  may  be 
relieved  occasionally  by  meeting  the  Russian 


post.  Postal  communication  was  established 
by  treaty  between  the  Russians  and  Chinese 
in  1858  and  i860.  The  Russian  government 
organized  at  its  own  expense  a  regular  trans- 
mission of  both  light  and  heavy  mails  be- 
tween Kiakhta,  Peking,  and  Tien-tsin.  The 
Mongols  contract  to  carry  the  post  as  far  as 
Kalgan,  the  Chinese  the  rest  of  the  way. 
The  Russians  have  opened  post-offices  at 
four  places,  Urga,  Kalgan,  Peking,  and  Tien- 
tsin. The  light  mails  leave  Kiakhta  and 
Tien-tsin- three  times  a  month,  the  heavy 
mails  only  once  a  month.  These  latter 
are  earned  on  camels  escorted  by  two  Cos- 
sacks from  Kiakhta,  while  the  light  mails  are 
accompanied  only  by  Mongols  and  are  carried 
on  horses.  The  light  mails  are  taken  from 
Kiakhta  to  Peking  in  two  weeks,  whilst  the 
heavy  mails  take  from  twenty  to  twenty-four 
days,  and  the  cost  of  all  this  to  the  Russian 
government  is  about  ^£'2,400  a  year,  the 
receipts  at  the  four  offices  amounting  to  about 
;^43o- 

For  my  own  part  it  would  have  pleased  me 
well  to  have  crossed  the  desert  to  Peking, 
but  I  followed  instead  an  eastward  route  to 
the  Amur,  passing  through  the  region  of  the 
gold  and  silver  convict  mines,  and  then  con- 
tinued down  the  entire  length  of  the  river  to 
the  Pacific.  It  then  only  remained  to  reach 
Japan,  from  which  a  ticket  can  be  taken 
across  the  two  oceans  and  America  to  Lon- 
don. This  I  did,  and  so  completed  the  tour 
of  the  globe. 
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A  LEGEND  OF  THE  SOUTH   COAST. 

IT  was  the  time  of  golden  sheaves, 
When  peasants  toil  the  most ;      ' 
And  a  knight  came  riding,  under  the  leaves. 
Along  the  fair  south  coast. 

Under  the  leaves  of  oak  and  beech, 
The  good  knight  rode  along; 
And  over  the  lea  by  the  salt  blue  sea 
Came  up  the  harvest  song. 

"  0  tany  now,  my  red-roan  steed. 

Well  hast  thou  played  (hy  part ; 

There  is  rest  for  thee  'neath  the  green  oak  tre^ 

And  peace  for  my  poor  heart ! 

"  For  I  have  heard  my  reapers  sing 
Along  the  fair  south  coast ; 
And  a  braver  song  I  shall  hear  ere  long 
Amid  God's  angel-host. 

"  And  I  have  seen  the  blue  waves  shine 
Beneath  the  sun  to-day, 
But  the  Crystal  Sea,  it  waiteth  for  me. 
Where  harpers  harp  alway." 

Along  the  lane  a  damsel  strayed 
To  pull  the  white  bindweed, 
And  she  was  aware  of  a  knight  rode  there 
Upon  a  red-roan  steed. 

The  low  sun  glinted  on  his  crest. 
His  plume  was  red  as  wine, 
And  he  bare  the  red-cross  upon  his  breast 
That  told  of  Palestine. 

Upon  the  towers  of  Portchester 
The  haze  of  sunset  fell ; 
And  the  vesper  chime  of  that  olden  time 
Rang  from  its  grey  chapelle. 

Under  the  leaves  of  oak  and  beech 
The  damsel  knelt  to  pray  ; 
Or  ever  she  wist,  in  a  golden  mist 

The  knight  had  passed  away. 

She  took  the  redroan  charger's  rda 
(A  weary  steed  was  he), 
And  led  him  straight  to  a  castle  gate 
That  stood  close  by  the  sea. 

A  ciy  went  o'er  the  harvest  fields, 
"  Peace  to  Sir  Hugo's  ghost!  " 
And  they  reaped  his  lands  by  the  salt  sea  shore. 
But  they  knew  that  the  knight  would  ride  no  more 
Along  the  fair  south  coast. 

SARAH   DOWD^EY.  ,     ^jQQglt^ 
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"MAN'S  EXTREMITY,  GOD'S  OPPORTUNITY." 

S-  lE^itlc  of  the  fasuviion. 
By    olive   M.    BIRRELL. 


THE  arrival  of  the  Bishop  of  London  in 
the  Lamberts'  house  on  the  evening 
when  so  many  of  their  friends  were  gathered 
together,  threw  them  into  a  state  of  appre- 
hension in  which  no  one  knew  how  to  act ; 
Piers,  who  was  their  usual  leader,  being  for 
the  time  prevented  from  taking  his  natural 
place,  and  Father  Adrian,  the  chaplain,  whom 
all  were  accustomed  to  obey,  having  mys- 
teriously disappeared  from  sight 

Dame  Alice  Lambert  seemed  struck  with 
sudden  horror,  and  instead  of  adding  hei 
voice  to  the  number  of  those  aUeady  talking, 
became  as  silent  as  a  dumb  person  and  tried 
to  shield  herself  behind  Cecily,  who,  with 
X-SJ 


her  proud  face  turned  towards  the  Bishop, 
seemed  listening  to  every  word  which  fell 
from  his  lips. 

Bonner  was  a  coarse,  rough  man,  whose 
fiery  eyes  roved  from  one  object  to  another 
in  an  excited  way,  which  suggested  a  tend- 
ency to  insanity.  He  had  come  for  the 
purpose  of  seeing  Piers,  and  drawing  him 
into  conversation  of  such  a  nature  as  would 
lead  to  the  discovery  of  his  secret ;  but  at 
first  no  hidden  motives  were  to  be  revealed. 
He  talked  and  laughed  loudly,  paid  CeciW 
some  personal  compliments  which  drew  fron. 
her  one  of  those  contemptuous  glances  which 
had  crushed  Lord  Thomas  Scott,  and  showed 
a  disposition,  in  modem  parlance,  to  "make 
himself  at  home." 
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Piers  received  his  unwelcome  guest  with 
perfect  politeness,  and  merely  turned  the 
conversation  aside  when  it  approached  dan- 
gerous topics,  until  Bonner,  seeing  that  he 
was  gaining  no  ground,  came  to  closer 
quarters. 

"  You  have  a  fine  house  here,  and  much 
room  for  your  followers,  Master  Lambert," 
he  said.  "  These  are  likely  quarters  for 
hidden  treasure." 

"  Harry  can  tell  you  how  much  treasure 
lies  here  concealed,"  said  Piers,  pinching 
the  boy's  ear,  as  be  stood  close  beside  him, 
gazing  intently  at  the  Bishop. 

"  Except  what  the  Father  may  have  in  his 
study,"  he  replied  promptly,  hearing  his  own 
name,  and  glad  of  an  excuse  to  speak. 
"  There  are  boxes  on  his  table  I  have  never 
yet  opened." 

Bonner  pushed  him  away  impatiently. 

"  I  must  be  brief  with  you,  Master  Lam- 
bert, and  bring  you  back  to  the  point  from 
which  your  mind  seems  wandering.  It  is 
told  me  that  you  are  concerned  in  wicked 
endeavours  to  bring  certain  forbidden  books 
from  Geneva,  and,  having  brought  them,  to 
conceal  them  here  against  the  law,  and  in  a 
manner  likely  to  injure  the  souls  of  your 
household." 

"  It  will  be  better  to  show  proofs  before 
bringing  such  accusations,"  said  Piers 
quietly. 

"  Proofs  shall  not  be  wanting,"  said  Bonner. 
"  Your  house  will  bear  searching,  I  suppose  ? 
It  would  not  be  the  first  time  that  fine 
plumage  has  hidden  evil  birds." 

Dame  Alice  gave  a  faint  shriek. 

"  Get  the  women  out  of  the  way,"  said 
Bonner ;  "  we  can  have  no  screaming  here. 
And  put  the  boy  under  watch ;  he  is  likely 
enough  to  have  some  mischievous  part  to 
play.  Now,  Master  Lambert,  my  servants 
have  your  leave  to  fall  to  work  i"  In  your 
father's  time,  my  old  friend  Sir  Philip,  the 
house  was  not  so  un&miliar  to  me  as  it  has 
become  of  later  years." 

This  hint,  given  a  few  hours  earlier,  would 
have  made  Lambert's  heart  beat  quickly,  but 
he  knew  the  secret  chamber  had  been  de- 
spoiled of  its  treasure,  and  listened  with 
perfect  equajiimily.  His  conjectures  proved 
correct.  The  first  room  to  be  searched  was 
his  own ;  and,  afler  some  difficulty  and  many 
oaths,  Bonner's  agents  succeeded  in  pushing 
open  the  movable  panel  and  forcing  their 
way  into  the  little  recess  behind. 

Here  they  rummaged  in  vain,  until  one, 
mote  active  than  the  rest,  detected  a  loose 
board  and  tore  it  open.    A  shout  of  triumph 


reached  the  ear  of  Bonner,  who,  with  some 
idea  of  maintaining  episcopal  dignity,  had 
stayed  outside,  and  he  hastened  to  join  the 
discoverers. 

"Bravo!"  he  exclaimed.  "You  are  a 
good  hider.  Master  Lambert  I  Now  to  the 
work ;  drag  out  all  you  can  get  hold  of, 
fellows,  and  you"  (waving  his  hand  to  the 
servants  of  the  house)  "stand  back,  all  of  you. 
The  first  who  comes  near  shall  try  how  he 
likes  a  night's  lodging  in  my  coal-house." 

A  bundle  of  shavings  came  firsts  then, 
after  much  hunting,  an  old  key,  of  whose 
existence  Piers  had  not  been  aware. 

"  This  opens  some  secret  receptacle,  no 
doubt,"  said  Bonner,  handling  it  with  great 
respect  "  Search  in  the  bedroom  for  a  chest 
to  which  it  may  belong." 

A  number  of  boxes  in  Piers'  room  were 
brought  to  light,  and  the  key  was  tried  on 
each  of  them  in  turn  until  one  was  found 
which  it  opened,  and  the  Bishop  turned  the 
heavy  lock  with  his  own  priestly  hands.  The 
excitement  was  intense,  and  in  the  heat  of 
discovery  Bonner  had  nearly  been  crushed 
by  his  own  followers,  while  Lambert,  by  no 
means  deficient  in  curiosity,  watched  over 
the  heads  of  the  crowd  from  the  vantage 
point  of  superior  stature. 

Very  slowly  the  great  lid  of  the  chest  was 
lifted  up,  and  Bonner,  with  a  glance  of 
triumph  directed  at  Lambert,  thrust  in  his 
arm  and  drew  out — a  fool's  cap  and  bells. 
There  was  an  awful  silence.  No  one  dared 
to  laugh,  for  the  Bishop's  face  became  as  red 
as  fire,  and  looked  dangerous.  This  dis- 
comfiture was  greater  than  it  need  have 
been,  for,  unfortunately,  having  expected  to 
find  something  much  heavier,  he  had  put 
more  strength  into  his  action  than  was  need- 
ful, and  in  consequence  had  lost  his  balance 
and  fallen  backwards. 

"It  is  a  tnck,"  he  said,  as  soon  as  passion 
would  allow  him  to  speak;  "a  base,  mis- 
chievous plot ! " 

"  If  I  may  be  allowed,"  said  Osmond,  the 
oldest  servant  in  the  house,  "  I  think  I  can 
explain  to  the  Bishop  the  mystery." 

"  Speak,  then  ! "  roared  Bonner. 

"  Tlie  cap  belonged  to  Wallace,  Sir  Philip's 
jester,"  s^d  Osmond,  "  who  died  three  years 
ago  last  Candlemas.  He  made  sport  for  the 
guests  by  refusing  to  wear  his  own  dress 
after  the  clergy  took  the  oath  of  submission 
to  King  Harry,  giving  over  the  Pope's  au- 
thority. He  buried  his  cap  in  some  secret 
corner,  and  swore  he  would  now  lay  claim 
to  a  bishop's  mitre,  for  the  bishops  were 
become   the  fools  who  should    appear    in 
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motley.  Your  Reverence  will  pardon  me 
for  repeating  his  words." 

"  Peace,  Osmond,"  whispered  Piers. 
"  Would  you  heal  a  wound  by  dropping  hot 
coals  upon  it  ?  " 

The  Bishop's  face  expressed  every  shade 
of  malignity,  since  he  had  very  little  self- 
control  at  any  time,  and  just  now  his  mood 
was  like  a  tiger's.  He,  amongst  others,  had 
taken  the  oath,  and  had  pandered  to  Henry's 
opinions,  whether  these  were  favourable  to 
the  Church  of  Rome  or  the  reverse,  until, 
even  in  those  changeable  times,  he  had 
earned  the  character  of  a  hypocrite. 

"  Enough ! "  he  said,  shutting  the  chest 
with  hands  which  shook  with  tage.  "  Master 
Lambert,  you  are  under  arrest,  and  must  put 
yourself  at  my  disposal" 

The  storm  now  waxed  louder  and  louder. 
One  of  Piers'  uncles,  an  Admiral  past  fifty 
years  old,  and  Master  Roger,  Harry's  tutor, 
tried  to  persuade  Bonnei  that  such  an  act 
was  illegal,  and  would  result  in  nothing ; 
but  he  had  power,  if  not  justice,  on  his  side, 
and  was  determined  to  exert  it  to  the  utmost. 
Tiers  himself  was  the  calmest  person  in  the 
house,  for  Dame  Alice  had  now  been  carried 
away,  shrieking  in  hysterics,  and  Cecily  was 
clasping  her  hands  together  in  speechless 
agony,  trying  to  suppress  the  tears  which 
she  knew  would  only  inflame  Bonner's 
rage. 

Some  minutes  were  granted  to  the  prisoner 
to  collect  a  few  personal  belongings,  while 
the  men  searched  the  other  rooms  in  the 
house,  ilinging  open  boxes  and  cupboards, 
and  tearing  the  coverings  from  all  the  beds. 
Their  efforts  brought  no  result,  for  the  book 
was  not  found,  and  the  Bishop,  losing  him- 
self in  a  stoim  of  passion,  struck  some  of  his 
followers  and  swore  so  loudly  at  the  others, 
that  Osmond  said,  "  Hell  seemed  let  loose," 
and  all  the  women-servants  hid  themselves 
in  terror. 

Meanwhile  Piers,  left  in  his  disordered 
room,  where  two  men  remained  to  keep 
watch  over  his  movements,  tried  to  collect 
his  thoughts  as  well  as  his  property,  and  to 
decide  what  it  were  best  to  do.  As  he  stood 
on  the  floor,  among  heaps  of  scattered  gar- 
ments, flung  recklessly  down  by  the  searchers, 
Cecily  came  near  him,  bringing  a  cloak  lined 
with  budge  fur,  fashionable  in  those  days, 
and  costly. 

"  The  nights  may  be  cold,"  she  said,  with 
a  look  which  spoke  volumes  of  distressed 
sympathy. 

"  Mistress  Cecily,  grant  me  a  favour,"  he 
replied;  "we  may  never  meet  again.     For 


the  sake  of  old  friendship  do  what  I  shall 
ask ;  my  life  hangs  on  your  consent." 

"I  will,"  said  Cecily,  looking  up  stead- 
fastly. 

"  It  may  cost  you  much." 

"  I  am  resolved." 

"You  wiL  promise,  first,  not  to  betray 
me?" 

"How  dare  you  ask?"  she  replied,  her 
face  flushing  with  sharp  pain.  "  Do  you 
think  I  could  live  one  hour  after  betraying 
you?" 

"  The  Book,"  whispered  Piers  j  "  the  Book 
they  seek.  Is  it  too  heavy  a  secret  for  you?  " 

"  It  may  be  a  mortal  sin  to  shield  you," 
said  Cecily,  "  but  I  will — I  must." 

"  It  is  no  sin,"  said  Piers.  "  Never  read 
a  line  of  its  pages  if  you  fear  to  do  wrong;  but 
save  it  from  the  hands  of  Bonner." 

"  He  is  a  devil,"  said  Cecily,  with  shud- 
dering disgust.  "There  can  be  no  sin  in 
preventing  him  from  laying  fresh  guilt  on  his 
conscience.  I  shall  not  read  your  book,  but 
I  will  hide  it  oi  bum  it." 

"  Do  not  bum  it,"  said  Piers ;  "  that  were 
indeed  a  sin.  It  is  in  the  tabernacle  on  the 
side  altar.  Take  it  out.  You  will  find  a 
letter  between  its  pages,  directed  to  a  certain 
person.  Tear  the  letter  in  ten  thousand 
pieces,  without  reading  the  address — mind,  I 
say,  without  reading  the  address,  lest  you  be- 
come a  sharer  in  my  trouble.  Then  cut  the 
leaves  from  the  binding  and  hide  them  in 
various  places,  some  here,  some  there,  for 
greater  safety;  but  none  where  the  finding 
could  bring  you  within  reach  of  harm." 

"  I  will,"  said  Cecily  once  more. 

"  And  God  grant  you  grace  for  your  kind- 
ness to  me,"  said  Piers,  his  lips  trembling. 
"  They  are  looking  our  way.     Farewell." 

CHAPTER  V, 

Six  weeks  bad  passed  since  Piers  left 
home,  and  brought  no  tidings  of  him  to 
those  who  were  left  behind.  Lady  Lambert 
looked  haggard  and  exdted,  and  seemed 
suddenly  to  have  become  old.  She  pre- 
sented the  picture  of  a  weak  woman  break- 
ing down  beneath  the  weight  of  remorse 
which  she  had  no  strength  either  to  carry 
or  conceal.  Such  an  ending  of  her  schemes 
had  never  seemed  likely  to  happen ;  she 
wished  Piers  to  be  disinherited,  but  had  not 
dreamed  of.  his  imprisonment  or  death  as 
the  means  by  which  this  desire  was  to  be 
procured.  Father  Adrian,  in  whose  hands 
she  had  been  a  tool,  was  now  usually  absent, 
and  had  given  up  to  others  the  task  of 
hearing  her  confessions,  proving  clearly  that 
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the  interest  her  soul  once  possessed  for  him 
was  not  caused  entirely  by  its  own  value. 

One  morning,  as  she  was  restlessly  walk- 
ing up  and  down  the  room,  her  eyes  fell  on 
Cecily,  who  had  taken  her  embroidery  frame 
into  the  embrasure  of  a  window,  and  was 
patiently  covering  a  piece  of  cloth  with  a 
pattern  of  her  own  devising.  She  looked 
pale  and  anxious,  but  her  occupation  seemed 
frivolous  to  her  companion,  who  exclaimed 
at  last,  with  some  peevishness — 

"  For  our  Lad^s  sake,  Cecily,  put  down 
those  tiresome  silks ;  you  weary  me  to  death. 
What  does  it  signify  ?  A  blue  rose  will  do 
as  well  as  a  red  one,  when  the  eyes  which 
look  at  it  are  sure  to  be  blinded  with  tears." 

"One  must  do  something  to  pass  the 
hours,"  said  Cecily,  with  a  heavy  sigh. 

"Then  let  it  be  something  of  use.  You 
have  always  been  wanting  in  heart.  How 
you  scorned  Piers  and  tuined  your  head 
away  when  he  addressed  you  !  You  made 
his  life  wretched  while  he  was  with  us,  and 
now  that  he  is  in  prison,  you  spare  not  a 
thought  for  him.  I  begged  and  prayed  you 
to  go  and  see  him  when  the  Bishop  gave  you 
leave  last  week,  but  you  would  not.  You 
are  proud :  it  is  your  pride  which  has  ruined 
us  ail." 

"  Master  Vyner  counselled  me  not  to  go," 
said  Cecily.  "  He  feared  the  Bishop  nursed 
some  design  against  us  both." 

"And  now  Piers  will  be  burnt  as  a 
heretic,"  said  the  poor  woman,  her  voice 
growing  each  moment  louder,  until  it  became 
an  excited  shiiek;  "  and  Harry  will  take  his 
place,  and  every  one  will  say  I  gave  him  up 
to  be  tortured  that  my  son  might  be  his  heir. 
But  it  is  false,  I  never  dreamed  such  harm 
could  befall  him.  The  sin  lies  witb  those 
who  knew  what  evil  was  hidden  in  their 
hearts." 

"  No  one  will  say  such  harm  of  you,"  sud 
Cedly  soothingly. 

"But  they  do ;  they  tell  me  so  every  day. 
You  must  have  heard  them  come  in  while 
you  were  sewing  that  endless  work.  They 
come  one  after  another,  and  when  I  sleep  it 
is  worse,  for  I  seem  all  night  to  be  listening 
to  voices  crying  in  my  ear  that  I  murdered 
him  for  my  own  son." 

"We  have  had  no  visitors,"  said  Cecily; 
"  your  mind  is  bewildered  with  the  long 
anxiety.  Try  and  change  your  thoughts. 
Let  me  sing  some  of  your  favourite  songs, 
and  then  perhaps  sleep  will  come  to 
you." 

Dame  Alice  bad  seated  herself  in  a  low 
chair  and  was  rocking  to  and  fro,  when,  to 


Cecily's  relief,  the  door  opened,  and  Joan,  her 
favourite  maid,  came  in,  a  handsome  woman 
of  five-and-forty. 

"Has  my  lady  been  talking.  Mistress 
Cecily  ?  "  she  whbpered. 

"  Yes ;  and  saying  strange  things." 

"  This  fearful  suspense  has  almost  crazed 
her  brain,"  said  Joan,  "  and  yet  I  dare  not 
bring  a  physician  to  see  her,  for  she  utters 
mu(£  it  were  dangerous  to  have  known. 
There  has  been  cruel  work  here,  Mistress 
Cecily;  it  is  a  pity  Master  Lambert  ever 
came  home,  and  now  they  say  the  bishops 
bum  and  bum  and  bum,  till  the  people  grow 
enraged  and  hoot  at  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
in  the  streets.  These  are  fearful  times  to 
live  in ! " 

"  Hush,  she  is  beginning  to  speak  agsun," 
said  Cecily. 

"  Why  do  you  stand  there  doing  nothing  ? 
Send  for  Admiral  Lambert  and  let  him  take 
us  to  the  Queen.  You  were  often  at  court 
when  only  your  own  pride  was  served  by 
it.  Let  us  go  and  offer  a  petition  on  behaU 
of  Piers." 

"No  use  in  that,"  said  Joan.  "The 
Queen  is  ill,  dyii^,  some  say,  and  sits  half 
the  day  on  the  fioorwith  her  knees  drawn  up 
to  her  chin,  and  her  hands  clasped  tight 
around  them.  She  is  smitten  witb  a  woel'ul 
sickness,  and  thinks  the  grace  of  God  can- 
not touch  her  until  she  has  burnt  all  the 
heretics  in  the  land." 

Dame  Alice  burst  into  hysterical  cries, 
which  Cecily  in  vain  endeavoured  to  soothe, 
while  Joan  went  to  bring  some  wine. 

"Here  is  Father  Adrian,"  she  said,  on 
coming  back.  "  I  see  him  walking  through 
the  antechamber.  He  is  a  rare  sight  in  the 
house  now.  Pay  heed  to  his  words,  mis- 
tress, for  if  any  one  alive  can  help  Master 
Lambert  he  can." 

The  priest  came  in  through  one  door,  while 
Joan  chsappeared  through  another,  taking 
care  to  plant  herself  behind  it,  in  a  position 
where  every  word  of  the  conveiMtion  was 
audible. 

"  Good  day,  daughter,"  said  Father  Adriait 
kindly.  "  I  am  ciujged  with  a  message  from 
the  Bishop  to  you." 

"  Has  Piers  promised  to  recant?  "  said  Lady 
Lambert,  springing  to  her  feet  m  trembling, 
feverish  excitement. 

"  I  hope  the  day  is  not  far  off  whm  he 
will,"  said  Father  Adrian.  "  Already  he  has 
made  some  concessions,  but  on  one  point  he 
is  obdurate,  and  until  that  is  yielded,  his  re- 
conciliation to  the  Church  cannot  be  com- 
plete." 
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"He  has  made  some  concessions?'*  re- 
peated Ccdly. 

"  Of  a  very  important  kind,  my  daughter." 

"  Then  you  have  hope  that  he  will  shortly 
repent  and  be  absolved  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  the  priest. 
"He  will  sign  his  name  to  a  paper  which  is 
now  being  prepared;  but  this  is  not  enough.' 
He  must  make  full  confession  before  he  canoe 
received  again  into  the  Church.  Until  that  has 
been  done,  he  stands  in  fearfijl  danger.  The 
Bishop  extends  his  anxiety  to  the  souls  as 
well  aa  the  bodies  of  his  flock,  and  Master 
Lambert's  soul  is  in  greater  peril  than  his 
earthly  comfort." 

"The  Bishop  should  be  less  unselfish," 
said  Cecily,  "  and  extend  his  care  to  his  own 
soul.  On  the  night  Master  Lambert  left  us, 
it  seemed  to  my  poor  judgment  that  his 
Reverence  stood  in  danger  of  grave  condem- 
nation, having  broken  that  commandment 
which  forbids  us  to  take  God's  Holy  Name 
in  vain." 

"  You  have  not  lived  in  the  company  of  a 
heretic  to  little  purpose,  my  daughter,"  said 
the  priest;  "it  already  has  leavened  your 
speech  with  irreverence." 

"Nay,  father!"  said  Cecily;  "are  you  sure 
that  it  is  a  heretic's  company  which  has  done 
this  and  not  a  bishop's?  I  heard  worse 
language  during  the  few  hotirs  in  which  he 
honoured  our  house  with  his  presence  than 
in  all  the  preceding  years  of  my  life.  He 
obeyed  the  injunction  forbidding  us  to  return 
railing  for  railing,  this  I  must  grant  him,  for 
he  railed  where  no  offence  was  given  I " 

"  Peace,  daughter  1 "  said  Father  Adrian. 
"  You  little  deserve  that  I  should  convey  to 
you  the  substance  of  the  Bishop's  wishes, 
when  you  permit  yourself  such  language  con- 
cerning him.  He  is  willing  to  save  Master 
Lambert  from  the  penalty  of  bis  sins,  and  we 
are  waiting  for  your  help,  which  no  doubt 
you  will  be  ready  to  give." 

Cecily  made  no  reply,  but  looked  at  the 
speaker  with  eyes  which  seemed  bent  on 
reading  his  soul. 

"  You  know,"  he  went  on,  "  that  Master 
Lambert  has  been  accused  of  importing  from 
abroad  certain  books  of  dangerous  character. 
On  his  last  journey  from  Geneva  he  brought 
several  volumes  with  him,  which  he  gave 
away  with  great  quickness  and  secrecy.  Of 
these  we  have  tr^ed  several  to  their  owners, 
but  aa  they  are  all  young  men,  poor  and  ill- 
informed,  and  doubtless  were  led  by  Master 
Lambert  into  evil,  we  are  willing  they  should 
have  time  left  them  to  repent.  One  book, 
however,  the  last  he  kept,  was  in  his  posses- 


sion on  the  Sonday  before  his  arrest,  when 
he  read  various  passages  to  a  small  company 
gathered  together  under  cover  of  night,  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  his  own  manor-house 
at  Twickenham.  Now,  my  daughter,  the 
hiding-place  of  this  book  cannot  be  far  to 
seek,  since  he  was  taken  away  on  Tues- 
day evening,  and  had  not  time  to  travel  to 
any  great  distance  in  the  interval.  More- 
over, we  believe  that  the  owner  of  this  book 
once  found,  we  should  have  our  hands  on 
the  chief  worker  in  the  movement,  for  Master 
Lambert  was  heard  to  whisper  on  Sunday 
night  that  he  had  another  volume  to  give 
away,  and  this  the  most  important  of  all, 
since  it  was  meant  for  one  who  was  willing 
to  peril  fortune  and  life  in  the  cause,  and 
without  whose  help  the  work  could  hardly 
prosper." 

"  I  am  no  spy  to  lurk  in  secret  places  and 
hsten  to  words  never  meant  for  my  ear,"  said 
Cecily  proudly.  "  I  cannot  tell  you  where 
Master  Lambert  passed  his  time  the  day  be- 
fore his  arrest,  having  never  bestowed  a 
thought  upon  bim." 

"  I  also  am  in  ignorance,"  said  the  priest, 
who  seemed  resolved  to  show  no  offence  at 
Cecily's  demeanour.  "But  the  secret  is 
known  to  himself,  and  one  word  which  would 
clear  the  mystery  would  also  give  him  liberty 
and  life.  We  have  told  him  so  again  and 
again,  but  he  remains  perversely  silent." 

"  He  would  die  more  willingly  than  betray 
his  friend,"  said  Cecily.  "  I  knowhim  better 
than  you," 
.  "  Then  bring  your  knowledge  to  help 
ours,"  said  the  priest,  "Take  the  permis- 
sion the  Bishop  gives  you.  Visit  him  and 
use  your  influence  to  persuade  him  to  give 
up  his  guilty  secret.  We  know  that  your 
power  over  him  is  great." 

Cecily  did  not  at  once  reply.  Her  quick 
mind  saw  the  advantage  to  be  gained  from 
the  curious  position  in  which  she  was  placed, 
but  some  moments  had  to  pass  before  the 
next  step  was  clear  to  her. 

"  Have  you  information,  father,  concern- 
ing the  sex  of  this   unknown  heretic  who 
hides  the  volume  ?  " 
■  "  None  whatever,  my  daughter." 

"And  you  promise  solemnly  that  Master 
Lambert  shall  be  released  with  a  free  pardon 
if  the  owner  of  the  book  is  found,  and  the 
book  itself  given  up  to  the  Bishop  ?  " 

"  We  solemnly  promise,"  said  the  priest, 
whose  eyes  expre^ed  a  faint  triumph,  faint 
because  he  daied  not  show  it  openly,  and 
would  gladly  have  concealed  it  altogether 
had  this  been  possible.     '      "-■^'^■^■•^ 
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"  But  I  shall  need  more  than  promises," 
said  Cecily,  "before  I  undertake  to  do  ray 
part.  I  must  see  Master  Lambert  alone,  in 
order  to  persuade  him  to  confide  his  secret 
to  ihe:  that  is  the  first  step.  Then  you 
must  restore  him  to  liberty,  and  when  he  is 
once  more  free,  I  will  myself  reveal  to  you 
the  name  of  the  owner  of  the  volume." 

"  You  ask  a  great  deal,  daughter,"  said  the 
priest,  "  and  in  a.  tone  which  more  befits  a 
■commander  than  a  suppliant;  but  the 
Bishop  is  willing  to  do  all  he  can  to  favour 
the  fainily  of  Lamberts,  who  for  many  gene- 
rations have  been  loyal  to  the  truth,  so  when 
I  lay  your  requests  before  him,  I  make  little 
doubt  he  will  return  an  answer  to  your 
'liking." 

"To  my  liking,  say  you?"  said  Cecily. 
"  Nay,  Father  Adrian,  it  signifies  little  to 
me  where  the  volume  is  bestowed.  I  could 
sleep  quite  as  contentedly  on  my  pillow  were 
the  dangerous  book  to  remain  where  it  is 
now,  but  I  thought  the  Bishop  felt  some  un- 
easiness about  the  matter." 

"He  does,"  s£ud  Father  Adrian.  "He 
has  cause  to  know  that  the  person  to  whom 
the  book  was  given  is  the  chief  hope  of  their 
cause  in  our  country." 

"  Tlien  let  him  accept  my  offer,"  said 
Cecily.  "  I  have  no  doubt  that  I  shall  be 
able  to  tell  him  where  the  book  is,  and  in 
whose  keeping  I  found  it." 

"  Then  you  are  going,  Cecily ! "  said  Dame 
Alice.  "  Piers  will  do  everything  jou  ask : 
he  will  tell  you  all  they  wish  to  know." 

"  Except  the  names  of  his  friends,"  said 
Vyner,  who  entered  at  this  moment  unan- 
nounced. "  I  am  much  at  fault  if  man, 
woman,  or  friend  draws  tAat  secret  from  Piers 
Lambert." 

"  You  are  not  acquainted  with  my  skill, 
Master  Vyner,"  said  Cecily,  turning  round 
with  a  smile. 

"  But  I  am  acquainted  [with  my  friend's 
honour,"  said  Vyner  quickly. 

"You  have  interrupted  us  most  unseason- 
ably, Master  Vyner,"  said  the  priest,  "  and 
heard  a  conversation  never  meant  for  your 

"  I  heard  only  the  last  words,"  said  Vyner, 
"  but  they  roused  a  protest  from  my  lips  and 
made  me  forget  courtesy." 

"  Enough  I "  said  Cecily,  who  felt  she  must 
act  her  part  bravely.  "  I  can  but  try,  Master 
Vyner,  and  if  I  fail  no  harm  has  been  done." 

"  But  who  goes  with  you?  "  asked  Vyner. 
"  Lambert  can  scarcely  come  to  you,  and  the 
inside  of  the  Lollards'  Tower  or  Newgate  is 
dangerous  visiting  for  a  young  maiden." 
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"  Mistress  Cecily  will  not  be  obliged  to 
visit  either  of  these  prisons,"  said  the  priest 
coldly.  "  He  is  lodged  in  a  private  house  in 
a  manner  befitting  his  rank  and  fortune.  I 
myself  will  be  her  guardian,  and  if  further 
escort  is  necessary,  Osmond  can  come  also.'' 

"  That  smooth  tongue  hides  an  evil  pur- 
pose," exclaimed  Vyner,  as  the  door  closed 
behind  Father  Adrian.  "  For  heaven's  sake. 
Mistress  Cecily,  be  warned  by  me !  You  will 
harm  yourself  without  saving  Lambert." 

"  I  must  try,"  said  Cecily.  "  It  is  a  des- 
perate hope,  but  our  position  is  desperate." 

"  You  are  brave,"  said  Vyner,  looking  at 
her  attentively  as  she  stood  beside  him,  her 
hands  tightly  clasped  and  her  eyes  briUiant 
with  feverish  fire  j  "  very  brave,  but  you  are 
venturing  into  a  lion's  den." 

"  Truly,  Master  Vyner,  I  am  no  coward," 
said  Cecily,  a  sudden  smile  passing  over 
her  &ce  and  changing  its  expression  into  one 
of  mischievous  playfulness.  "I  dread  the 
Bishop  less  than  you  do.  His  manners  fill 
me  with  so  mudi  anger,  there  is  no  room 
left  for  fear." 

"  But  yourfriends  fear  for  you,"  said  Vyner 
anxiously ;  "  I  wish  I  could  be  one  of  your 
escort" 

He  had  oiUy  made  Cecily's  acquaintance 
within  the  last  few  weeks,  and  she  was  still 
a  complete  enigma  to  him.  He  could  not 
understand  her  changes  of  feeling,  nor  com- 
prehend a  character  at  once  so  gentle  and  so 
proud,  but  he  no  longer  wondered  that 
Piers  should  have  neglected  to  dismiss  Dame 
Alice  and  her  retinue  from  the  shelter  of  his 
own  roof 

"  Could  we  not  arrange  that  Osmond  should 
remain  at  home  and  give  up  his  place  to  mc?" 
he  continued,  after  a  moment's  pause.  "  I 
shall  prove,  I  believe,  a  stror^er  protector 
than  he." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  not  to  be  thought  ot," 
said  Cecity;  "any  appearance  of  distrust  will 
only  serve  to  vex  the  Father,  and  we  must 
not  offend  him  more  than  needful.  Never 
fear,  Master  Vyner,  I  am  too  slender  a  figure 
to  be  caught  in  a  trap.  The  mouse  escapes 
where  the  lion  is  ensnared,  but  a  mouse  has 
cut  loose  a  hon's  bonds  before  now,  and  may 
do  so  again." 

"  And  lose  liberty  and  life  in  the  attempt," 
said  Vyner.    ■ 

A  shadow  passed  over  Cecily's  face,  and 
she  drew  a  long  breath,  clasping  her  hands 
tightly  as  was  her  custom  when  agitated. 

"  Well,  be  it  so,"  she  said,  after  a  pause. 
"Life  is  sweet,  but  only  when  it  holds  love 
and  firiendship.    When  these  are  gone,  mere 
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length  of  days  may  well  go  after.  Farewell, 
Master  Vyner ;  to-morrow  night  wilt  bring 
you  news,  whether  of  good  or  evil." 

CHAPTER   VI. 

Early  the  following  morning  a  coach  drove 
to  the  door  of  the  Lamberts'  mansion  in 
Southwark,  and  Father  Adrian  and  Osmond 
accompanied  Cecily  inside.  Dame  Alice  and 
Joan  stood  in  the  hall  watching  with  anxious 
eyes,  while  the  face  of  the  man-servant  be- 
trayed the  uneasy  nature  of  his  thoughts. 
Cecily  herself  had  become  very  pale  and 
quiet,  and  Harry  told  his  mother  afterwards 
that  when  her  hand  touched  his,  it  felt  as 
cold  as  ice. 

"  She  was  dressed  in  black,"  he  said  ; 
"  and  that  is  a  colour  no  young  maiden  should 
wear,  except  when  one  of  the  household  has 
died.  So  cold,  and  thin,  and  pate  she 
looked,  I  had  scarce  believed  that  it  was 
Cecily ! " 

No  one  spoke  while  the  coach  rumbled 
along,  down  narrow  streets  and  through 
many  archways,  until  it  stopped  in  front  of  a 
large  porch,  and  Father  Adrian  got  down, 
helping  Cecily  to  follow  him.  The  place 
of  confinement  in  which  they  found  Piers 
was  a  house  near  SC  Paul's,  used  as  a 
convent  by  some  monks  who  had  been  turned 
out  of  their  domain  when  Henry  VIII. 
dispersed  the  monasteries.  The  priest  made 
a  gesture  directing  silence  as  the  door  was 
opened,  and  Cecily  and  Osmond  followed 
him  without  uttering  a  word. 

They  were  led  down  narrow  passages  and 
through  various  doors  into  a  small  room  bare 
of  furniture,  where  Father  Adrian  left  them 
alone  for  a  few  moments,  and  Osmond  seized 
the  opportunity  to  whisper,  "  The  Bishop 
has  broken  the  rules  of  the  order  in  admit- 
ting you  :  no  woman  has  ever  crossed  the 
threshold  before.  He  does  what  he  likes, 
■    but  he  has  many  enemies  here," 

Father  Adrian  came  back  shortly,  accom- 
panied by  the  Prior,  a  tall,  slender  man  with 
dark  eyes,  whose  expression  made  Cecily 
decide  in  his  favour.  She  noticed  that  he 
did  not  look  at  her,  though  he  greeted  her 
companion  with  a  smile  of  friendliness. 
Even  when  they  turned  to  leave  the 
room  he  never  gave  a  glance  in  her  direc- 
tion, but  with  a  proud  dignity  not  unbe- 
coming, stepped  back  to  make  Osmond 
walk  at  her  side.  Evidently  his  feelings  were 
wounded  and  his  pride  outraged  by  the 
Bishop's  high-handed  proceedings  in  admit- 
ting one  of  her  sex  within  the  walls. 

They  had  many  more  corridors  to  pass 


through,  for  the  house  was  large,  and  being 
a  comerone,  overlooked  two  streets.  When 
at  last  they  stopped  before  a  door  at  the  end 
of  one  of  the  longest  passages,  the  silence 
showed  Cecily  that  they  stood  in  that  part  of 
the  building  farthest  away  from  the  noisy 
thoroughfare  along  which  the  coach  had 
come. 

The  Prior  opened  the  door  very  softly,  and 
when  Osmond  would  have  stepped  forward, 
made  a  sign  that  he  should  remain  behind. 
Cecily  looked  anxiously  up  for  directions,  and 
saw  in  the  monk's  face  that  he  was  feeling 
deep  emotion  of  some  kind,  whether  of 
sorrow  or  indignation  it  was  hard  to  deter- 
mine, for  she  fancied  she  could  read  both. 

"  You  must  go  in  alone,  daughter,"  said  the 
smooth  voice  of  Father  Adrian  ;  "  we  shall 
wait  for  your  return." 

With  a  strange  sensation,  which  almost 
forced  her  to  sob,  as  if  a  tension  at  the  heart 
needed  relief,  Cecily  went  forward  alone. 
She  found  herself  standing  in  a  small  narrow 
room,  with  little  furniture,  only  a  low  pallet 
at  one  end,  a  table,  and  a  large  wooden  cruci- 
fix hanging  against  the  wall  At  first  she 
could  see  no  one,  but  after  standing  still  for 
a  few  moments  until  her  eyes  had  become 
accustomed  to  the  dim  hght,  the  sound  of  low 
irregular  breathing  reached  her  ears,  and, 
coming  nearer,  she  perceived,  stretched  on  the 
pallet,  what  seemed  to  be  the  shadow  of  a 
man.  His  eyes  were  shut,  his  hair  fell  loose 
and  soft  over  his  forehead,  his  lips  were 
parched,  and  one  thin  hand  as  white  as 
marble  lay  outside  the  coverings. 

Cecily  did  not  recognise  him  in  the  least. 
Never  in  her  life  had  she  seen  any  one  so  ill 
before,  and  the  sight  filled  her  with  terror; 
she  stood  motionless,  afraid  either  to  move  or 
to  touch  him,  and  feeling  in  the  silence  the 
beatings  of  her  own  heart.  He  did  nofopen 
his  eyes  nor  change  his  position,  except  by 
occasional  spasmodic  starts  which  seemed 
caused  by  sudden  shoots  of  pain,  and  so  for 
some  time  they  remained,  while  in  Cecily's 
heated  imagination  the  crucifix  became  living 
and  possessed  an  awful  significance  ;  the  man 
in  agony  on  the  cross  and  the  man  dying  on 
the  floor  below  seeming  to  form  one  identity, 
and  endure  the  same  pangs. 

At  last  a  start  more  violent  than  the  rest 
roused  the  sufferer  from  his  stupor.  He 
opened  his  eyes,  and  with  a  low  cry  of  horror 
Cecily  recognised  Piers  and  came  to  his  side. 
He  knew  her  also,  and  some  faint  colour 
rushed  into  the  wasted  cheeks. 

"  ¥bu  here ! "  he  said.  "  How  did  this 
happen P" 
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"  They  gave  me  leave,"  said  Cecilj". 
"  It  is  a  dream  surety ;  did  the  Pnor  ?  " 

"  No,  the  Bishop  ;  he  sent  permission." 

A  look  of  feverish  alarm  came  over  Piers' 
face  at  the  mere  mention  of  the  Bishop. 

"  My  poor  Cecily,"  he  said,  "  my  poor,  poor 
child  I  it  is  a  snare,  a  trap  they  have  laid  for 
you." 

"Osmond  is  outside  the  door,"  said  Cecily. 
"  I  am  safe  for  the  present ;  do  not  thmk  of 
danger.  I  have  leave  to  take  you  home, 
and  we  shall  nurse  you." 

"Nurse  me?"  said  Piers;  "surely  my  senses 
are  gone.  I  have  dreamed  those  words. 
Can  the  devil  show  mercy  ?  " 

"  No,  but  God  can  overrule  him  for  His 
own  purposes,"  said  Cecily.  "Rest  content; 
very  soon  you  will  be  in  your  own  home." 

"  I  doubt  it,"  said  Piers,  "  but  I  am  at 
peace  when  I  hear  your  voice." 

"  Oh,  can  you  ever  forgive  me  ? "  said 
Cecily.  "  I  have  often  disturbed  your  peace 
when  you  were  well,  but  that  is  over  now, 
I  am  not  afraid  to  show  you  how  truly  I  can 
love :  only  tell  me  what  has  befallen  you. 
Have  the  monks  been  neglectful  P " 

"No,"  said  Piers.  "The  Prior  is  kind 
beyond  many:  he  is  a  man  of  high  birth, 
but  he  has  taken  upon  him  the  meanest 
offices  in  his  wish  to  help  my  pain." 

"Then  how  came  you  to  be  so  ill?" 
asked  Cecily,  an  awful  fear  blinding  her 
senses. 

"  I  only  left  the  Lollards'  Tower  a  week 
ago,"  said  Piers,  half  reluctant  to  answer  her 
question,  "but  in  this  week  I  have  revived. 
They  keep  mc  alive  for  their  own  purposes," 

"  But  tell  me  what  they  have  done  ?  " 

"  They  put  me  to  the  Question,"  he  said 
in  his  famt  utterance :  "they  want  the  names 
of  my  friends." 

Cecily  hid  her  face  on  the  bed,  while  hot 
scalding  tears  found  their  way  between  her 
fingers. 

"  Would  you  give  me  wine?  "  he  asked,  in 
a  moment.    "There  is  some  here  in  a  flask," 

Cecily  poured  it  into  a  cup  and  held  it  to 
his  lips,  supporting  his  head  on  her  arm  as 
she  did  so. 

"  One  thing  troubles  me,"  he  said.  "  I 
have  had  nights  of  fever  in  which  I  lost  com- 
mand of  my  words.  Perhaps  my  secret 
escaped  me  then." 

"  It  did  not,"  said  Cecily.  "  They  do 
not  know,  and  I  do  not  know,  I  tore  the 
letter  into  pieces  as  you  desired  me." 

"  This  is  better  than  wine  and  medicine," 
said  Piers,  "  I  could  almost  sleep  quietly 
for  thankfulness.     The  pain  is  less  to-day, 


and  a  strange  sense  of  ease  has  come  over 
me  since  I  have  seen  you." 

"  It  promises  recovery,"  said  Cecily. 

"  More  likely  the  approach  of  death," 
said  Fiers.  "  I  have  seen  it  in  others, 
whose  release  followed  shortly." 

"  But  you  have  not  given  up  hope,"  said 
Cecily  faintly  io  a  low  voice,  "  you  wish  to 
get  better?" 

"  To  be  tortured  anew?  No,  I  cannot  wish 
for  it." 

"  But  there  may  be  happiness  for  you  yel. 
You  may  be  saved,  and  the  world  is  so  fair. 
To-day  the  sun  sparkled  on  the  river,  and 
the  birds  sang  as  if  they  must  burst  their 
throats  for  ecstasy.  All  things  seemed  to 
speak  of  hope.  Have  you  quite  lost  the 
comfort  of  hope  in  this  dismal  prison  ?  May 
it  not  return  when  you  see  the  sky  and  bear 
the  wind  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  lost  hope,"  said  Piers.  "  This 
room  has  seen  my  greatest  happiness — greater 
than  any  I  had  imagined.  I  would  even 
keep  my  pain  if  by  losing  it  I  should  lose 
the  comfort  which  has  come  to  me.  It  is 
strange,     I  cannot  describe  it." 

Cecily  glanced  at  the  crucifix. 

"  Yes,"  said  Piers,  following  her  eyes. 
"  The  Prior  hung  it  there,  but  I  have  never 
needed  to  look  at  it" 

"  Docs  it  not  comfort  yon  ?  "  said  Cecily. 

"  Not  now,"  said  Piers,  whose  voice  had 
sunk  to  a  whisper  from  extreme  weakness. 
"  The  blessedness  I  speak  of  is  too  great  to 
have  been  given  me,  but  it  is  true.  Hour 
by  hour  a  presence  has  seemed  at  my  side, 
so  real,  like  a  human  friend,  and  in  the  room 
—the  awful  room,  during  intervals  they  gave 
for  rest,  it  came  between  me  and  the  men. 
But  never  when  the  agony  was  upon  me : 
then  I  knew  of  nothing  but  pain." 

"  Was  the  Bishop  there  ?  "  asked  Cecily. 

He  made  a  gesture  of  assent,  but  a  shudder 
which  shook  his  frame  from  head  to  foot 
caused  her  to  wish  her  words  unsaid. 

"  AU  this  is  over,"  she  whispered,  laying 
her  cheek  against  his  band.  "  I  have  come 
to  save  you :  it  is  true :  nothing  shall  hurt 
you  any  more  I " 

"That  were  good  news  indeed,"  said 
Piers,  while  the  ^intest  shadow  of  a  smile 
passed  over  his  face,  reminding  Cecily  of 
his  appearance  in  former  days,  and  causii^ 
her  heart  to  thrill  with  pain  because  she 
knew  they  could  return  no  more. 

"  But  it  is  true,"  she  repeated,  "  and  when 
you  are  free,  you  will  give  up  this  perilous 
work,  will  you  not  ?  1  may  be  in  error,  bat 
just  now  these  differences  ^pear    to  me 


"MAN'S  EXTREMITY,  GOD'S  OPPORTUNITY." 


"  yos  mut  go  in  alons,  dauibterj  i 


I  ihall  nait  lot  yoat  retun 


slighter  than  they  used  to  do.  They  told 
me  that  heretics  could  never  please  God,  but 
in  this  awful  prison  He  has  been  comforting 
you,  and  yet  He  gives  His  blessing  to  the 
Others  also,  to  those  ■who  think  you  are  in 
deadly  error  and  can  never  be  saved." 

"Does  this  seem  strange,  Cecily?"  said 
Piers. 


"  It  mates  our  differences  seem  smafl," 
she  answered.  "  Your  father  died  in  peace, 
believing  his  sins  forgiven — the  one  great  sin 
especially  for  which  his  conscience  bled.  He 
found  comfort  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
which  you  pass  by,  but  although  he  wor- 
shipped whece  you  do  not,  it  is  clear  to  me 
that  the  same  Redeemer,  the  God  Incarnate, 
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has  manifested  Himself  to  you  in  another 
way.  Why  should  you  cany  on  such  a  war 
with  the  Church  of  your  fathers  if  this  be  so  ? 
Can  you  not  suffer  those  who  remain  faithful 
to  her,  to  nurse  their  faith  in  peace  as  they 
will?" 

"These  are  not  the  grounds  of  our  quarrel," 
said  Piers  earnestly,  and  making  a  great 
effort  to  speak.  "  Many  devout  souls  have 
gone  to  their  rest,  beheving  in  the  miracle  of 
the  Mass.  An  error,  I  think,  but  in  com- 
parison with  OUT  bond  of  union,  oui  love  for 
the  same  risen  Christ,  even  such  an  eiroi  as 
.  this  becomes  small.  It  is  not  here  the 
cause  of  the  struggle.  It  is  the  persistence 
with  which  the  priests  keep  back  the  Word 
of  God  from  the  people." 

"  The  people  cannot  understand  it,"  said 
Cecily. 

"  They  should  teach  them,"  said  Piers. 
"  It  is  an  old  story  of  wrong.  Wherever  the 
Church  of  Rome  holds  undisputed  sway, 
there  the  life  and  words  of  our  Lord  have 
been  forbidden  to  be  read.  In  England,  one 
man  after  another  has  perished  on  account 
of  this  sin,  from  the  time  when  Wyclifie 
translated  the  New  Testament  and  his  fol- 
lowers were  trampled  down,  until  the  present 
day." 

"  Do  not  speak,"  said  Cecily  anxiously. 
"You  hurt  yourself,  you  are  turning  pale." 

"I  am  not  afraid,"  said  Piers.  "This  is 
my  last  work  -.  the  last  stone  I  shall  carry 
away  from  the  path  we  are  cutting  through 
rocks,  the  rocks  of  prejudice  and  ignorance 
and  error.  Listen,  dear  Cecily.  Who  knows 
what  place  in  the  band  of  workers  God  is 
keeping  for  you  ?  We  want  to  help  forward 
the  time  when  the  Holy  Gospels,  which  we 
reverence  as  you  do,  shall  be  read  by  the 
people  in  their  own  tongue,  and  none  shall 
call  their  right  in  question.  That  time  will 
come,  but  the  Church  of  Rome  will  have 
no  share  in  the  triumph,  only  shame  and 
reproach ! " 

"  You  see  much  in  the  future  which  others 
cannot  yet  discem,"  said  Cecily,  smiling  sadly. 

"  I  could  say  that  I  see  more  still,"  said 
Piers,  turning  his  eyes  on  her  witli  that  strange 
intensity  of  expression  which  often  precedes 
death.  "  Perhaps  in  every  country  of  the 
world  the  same  victory  may  be  won.  We 
ourselves  shall  not  be  known  or  even  re- 
membered, but  that  signifies  nothing ;  other 
men  will  have  passed  over  our  dead  bodies 
to  the  goal  on  which  our  eyes,  like  theirs,  were 
set,  and  in  a  battle  like  this  each  one  who 
goes  behind  the  veil  receives  his  fair  reward." 

For  some  moments  not  another  word  was 


spoken,  and  Cecily  gave  s(Mne  more  wine  to 
Piers,  who  lay  utterly  exhausted  on  his  narrow 
bed.  His  pain  seemed  less,  but  whenever 
his  face  settled  into  repose  a  ghastly  appear- 
ance of  illness  came  over  it  which  startled 
her  and  roused  her  worst  fears. 

"  Am  I  alone  ? "  he  asked  at  last,  opening 
his  eyes  with  a  start. 

"  No,"  said  Cedly,  bending  over  him,  "  I 
am  here." 

"  Did  you  say  you  had  come  to  take  me 
home  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  true." 

"  But  how  can  that  be  ?"  he  exclaimed,  a 
sudden  apprehension  seizing  him.  "  Cecily, 
you  are  not  putting  yourself  in  peril  f*r  my 

"  I  am  a  good  Catholic,"  said  Cecily 
brightly.    "  What  danger  have  I  to  fear  ?  " 

"  You  have  not  answered  me,"  said  Piere, 
who  had  grasped  her  hand  in  his  own  with 
the  strength  of  fever ;  "  you  are  hiding  some- 
thing. For  God's  sake,  dearest,  be  plain 
with  me,  my  strength  will  not  bear  delay." 

"You  alarm  yourself  for  nothing,"  said 
Cecily  soothingly.  "  Rest  satisfied.  I  have 
litde  to  lose  and  much  to  gain." 

"  But  I  am  not  satisfied,^'  said  Piers,  trying 
to  spring  up,  and  falling  back  with  a  moan 
of  distress.  "You  are  in  danger:  you  have 
risked  your  life  to  save  mine." 

"  You  trust  in  the  protection  of  God," 
said  Cecily.  "  Is  He  not  willing  to  extend 
His  protection  to  me?" 

"You  are  brave  and  good,"  said  Piers, 
looking  up  into  the  beautiful  face  which  was 
bending  over  him ;  "  but  I  cannot  let  you  do 
as  you  will.  If  they  tore  me  to  pieces  again 
it  would  hurt  me  less  than  to  know  you  had 
suffered  for  my  deliverance." 

"  But  I  am  safe,"  repeated  Cecily ;  ' '  Osmond 
is  here,  and  we  shall  take  you  home.  If  the 
Prior  is  kind,  he  will  help  us." 

"I  have  not  seen  him  since  yesteniay," 
said  Piers,     "  I  had  begun  to  fear " 

At  this  moment  a  warning  tap  sounded 
at  the  door,  and  Cecily  would  have  £onc 
towards  it,  but  her  hand  was  held  fast  and  she 
could  not  unloose  the  grasp  of  those  burning 
fingers. 

Again  the  knock,  and  then  the  Prior  came 
in  alone :  "  Your  visit  has  already  been  too 
long,"  he  said ;  "  will  you  follow  me  else- 
where ?  " 

"What  does  this  mean,  father?"  said 
Piers,  turning  his  eyes,  brilliant  with  excite- 
ment and  fever,  on  the  priest.  "  Is  any  harm 
intended?" 

"  Do  not  make  yourself  nnnisy."  said   the 
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Prior  kindly,  and  stooping  over  the  bed  he 
whisperedGome  words  which  Cecily  did  not 
bear,  but  which  had  their  effect,  as  Fieis 
looked  mote  satisfied. 

For  a.  moment  she  waited,  unwilling  to 
leave,  but  another  imperative  s^  from  the 
Prior  foTced  her  to  obey,  and  extricating  her 
hand  from  the  clasp  in  which  it  was  stilt 
held,  she  said  in  a  low  voice :  "  This  evening 


you  shall  be  at  home,"  and  followed  her 
guide  to  the  door. 

Osmond  was  not  in  the  passage  where  he 
had  promised  to  wait,  and  neither  did  Father 
Adrian  appear,  and  as  she  turned  to  the 
Prior  in  amazement  to  ask  the  reason,  she 
received  a  look  from  htm  so  full  of  omiaous 
warning,  that  her  heart  became  sick  with 
sudden  terror. 


SOME  "WONDERS  OF  THE  SEA. 

Be  tbk  RfiV.  J.  G.  WOOD,  M.A. 
III. — MORE     ABOUT     JELLY     FISHES. 


AS  a  rule,  the  jelly  fishes  without  pulsating 
discs  are  not  to  be  found  on  the  shore. 
For  them  we  must  go  seawards  and  search 
for  them  in  the  waves. 

Mot  that  we  shall  be  likely  to  see  them, 
for  in  most  of  them  the  stmcture  is  too  trans- 
lucent to  be  distinguished  from  the  water  by 
any  but  the  most  practised  eyes,  and  if  the 
surface  of  the  sea  be  in  the  least  disturbed, 
they  are  absolutely  invisible.  Some,  how- 
ever, float  upon  the  surface,  and  show  some 
part  of  their  structure  above  it. 

Such,  for  example.is  the  creature  called  For- 
pita,  in  which  the  bell-shaped  disc  is  modified 
into  aflat,  circular,  gristly  plate,  which  acts  as  a 
float,  to  which  are  suspended  a  vast  number  of 
tentacle-hke  appendages. 

When  closely  examined,  the  float  is  found 
to  be  of  very  elaborate  structure.  Instead  of 
being  a  simple  cartilaginous  discas  it  appears 
at  first  sight  to  be,  it  is  composed  of  a  series 
of  extremely  Ihm  circular  plates,  each  suc- 
ceeding one  being  larger  than  its  predecessor. 
Each  plate  is  scalloped  round  the  edge,  and 
marked  with  delicate  hnes,  some  radiating 
&om  the  centre  to  the  circumference,  and 
others  fonnmg  concentric  circles,  so  as  to 
produce  a  pattern  very  like  the  web  of  the 
garden  spider. 

The  disc  thus  formed  constitutes  the  ske- 
leton— if  we  may  employ  such  a  word— of  the 
animal,  and  it  is  clothed  with  a  delicate 
membrane,  falling  into  slight  folds,  nearly 
transparent,  and  of  a  lovely  blue  or  purple 
colour.  Surrounding  the  disc  are  the  ten- 
tacles, which  are  set  closely  together  and 
nearly  cylindrical,  though  they  enlarge 
shghtly  towards  their  tips. 

As  the  disc  does  not  pulsate,  and  the  ten- 
tacles merely  float  in  the  water,  the  Forpita 
has  no  power  of  locomotion,  and  merely 
floats  wherever  the  waves  may  happen  to 


carry  it.  When  thus  displayed,  it  forms  a 
most  beautiful  object.  Lesson,  in  describing 
a  species  which  he  discovered  {Porpiia  Pad- 
JUa)  says  that  it  resembles  a  small  blue  pas- 
sion flower  as  it  floats  on  the  water.  Vast 
numbers  of  this  creature  are  seen  in  company 
with  each  other,  and  Lesson  saw  the  Forpitas 
in  such  fleets  that  they  were  closely  pressed 
together,  and  covered  the  sea  tike  a  large 
sheet  of  ice. 

Similarly  possessed  of  a  cartilaginous  ske- 
leton, the  Velella  has  a  great  advantage  over 
the  Forpita  as  far  as  locomotion  goes.  The 
disc  is  oval  rather  than  circular,  and  across  it 
there  is  an  upright  diagonal  plate  of  the  same 
material  which  acts  after  the  manner  of  a  sail. 
The  whole  of  the  skeleton,  including  also 
the  sail,  is  exceedingly  thin,  not  thicker  than 
tracing  paper,  but  is  wonderfully  strong,  con- 
sidering its  extreme  tenuity.  Like  the  disc 
of  the  Forpita,  both  sail  and  float  are  covered 
with  radiating  and  concentric  lines. 

Some  rimes,  when  southerly  winds  have 
been  long  prevalent,  the  Velella  may  be 
found  on  our  coasts.  I  never  had  the  for- 
tune to  see  a  living  specimen,  but  a  lady  of 
my  acquaintance  once  happened  to  be  at 
Tenby  when  a  large  fleet  of  Velellas  wag 
driven  on  shore  by  the  wind. 

No  inhabitant  of  Tenby  appeared  to  have 
seen  them  before,  but  the  sea-side  people, 
with  the  inherent  poetry  of  tlie  Welsh  lan- 
guage, immediately  gave  them  the  name  of 
Sea  Butterflies.  My  correspondent  states 
that  the  gelatinous  membrane  which  en- 
veloped both  sail  and  raft  "  was  iridescent  in 
a  sort  of  vapoury  transparent  cloud  of  many- 
rintcd  colours,  blue  and  pale  crimson  pre- 
dominating." With  the  letter  a  coloured 
sketch  was  sent,  which  exactly  corroborated 
the  verbal  description. 

She  tried  to  keep  the  creatures  alive,  but 
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utterly  failed,  as  they  all  died  within  a  very 
short  time  and  began  to  putrefy,  so  tbat  the 
only  hope  of  preserving  any  portion  lay  in 
removing  the  membranes  and  drying  the 
skeletons.  This  process  was  not  a  very  easy 
one,  for  the  dead  Velellas  putrefied  so  rapidly 
and  exhaled  so  abominable  an  odour  that,  as 
their  captor  remarked,  the  VelcUas  and  her- 
self were  simultaneously  threatened  with 
extermination.  Two  of  them  she  kindly  sent 
to  me,  and  from  them  and  the  coloured 
drawing  the  above  description  is  taken. 

By  sailors  the  Velella  is  called  the  Sally- 
man,  this  being  the  nautical  equivalent  for 
Sallee-man,  the  sail  of  the  Velella  beating 
some  resemblance  to  the  lateen  sail  of  the 
once  famous  Saike  Rovers, 

In  the  creature  which  now  comes  before 
us  there  is  a  sail,  as  in  the  Velella,  but  it  is 
supported,  not  on  a  flat  raft,  but  on  a  hollow 
float  distended  with  air.  Being  rounded  in- 
stead of  flat,  it  would  be  upset  by  the  slightest 
breeze  were  it  not  for  the  mass  of  tentacles 
and  other  appendages  which  hang  deep  in 
the  water. 

Popularly  it  is  called  by  several  names. 
"  Portuguese  man-of-war  "  is  perhaps  that  by 
which  it  is  best  known,  but  sailors  and  other 
voyagers  mostly  persist  in  calling  it  by  the 
name  of  Nautilus,  and  thereby  puzzling  their 
readers.  I  need  scarcely  say  that  so  far  from 
being  one  of  the  lowest  forms  of  animal  life, 
the  Nautilus  is  one  of  the  highest  next  to  the 
vertebrates,  that  it  has  no  sails,  and  that  it 
either  crawls  on  the  bed  of  the  sea,  or  pro- 
jects itself  through  the  water  with  its  siphon- 
like tube,  just  as  does  the  octopus  with  which 
every  one  is  now  so  familiar. 

It  has  been  well  described  as  the  most 
buoyant  of  animals.  The  depending  ten- 
tacles are  scarcely  heavier  than  the  water  in 
which  they  are  suspended,  the  distended 
float  seems  scarcely  thicker  than  a  soap 
bubble,  and  the  only  weight  to  be  supported 
is  that  of  the  sail.  Sometimes  the  float  is 
eight  or  even  nine  inches  in  its  longest  dia- 
meter, and  the  appendages  attain  a  length  of 
several  feet. 

Like  the  Velella  and  Forpita,  it  has  no 
power  of  directing  its  course,  but  is  blown 
about  by  the  wind  at  random,  and  is  often 
found  stranded  on  the  shore.  Now  and  then 
a  continued  southerly  wind  will  bring  it  to 
our  own  coasts,  but  the  occurrence  is  happily 
rare.  The  scientific  name  of  Physalia  is 
derived  from  a  Greek  word  signifying  a 
bladder,  and  the  whole  group  of  which  it 
forms  a  part  are  called  by  the  name  of  Fhy- 
Eophoridfe,  i.e.  bladder-bearers. 


Like  the  Porpita  and  Velella,  the  Physalia 
is  a  most  lovely  creature.  Blue  of  various 
shades  deepening  into  purple  on  the  crest  or 
sail  is  the  usual  hue  of  the  portion  that  floats 
above  the  surface  of  the  water,  while  the  appen- 
dages that  hang  below  from  it  ate  blue  tinged 
with  carmine.  Both  body  and  tentacles  are 
of  a  crystalline  translucency,  so  that  a  more 
beautiful  object  can  hardly  be  imagined. 

Attractive  as  it  may  be  to  the  sense  of 
sight,  it  is  most  oflensive  to  that  of  touch, 
and  no  one  who  has  once  allowed  a  single 
filament  to  come  in  contact  with  bis  skin  will 
do  so  a  second  time. 

In  a  previous  paper  I  described  the 
weapons  of  the  Stanger  jelly  fish.  The  Phy- 
salia is  iniinitely  more  formidable,  and  those 
who  have  experienced  both  agree  in  saying 
that  the  Stanger  is  to  the  Physalia  what  a 
garden  ant  is  to  a  hornet.  These  lovely 
trailing  filaments  are  covered  with  myriads  of 
poison  sacs,  so  that  the  name  of  Portuguese 
man-of-war,  which  was  given  to  them  wheit 
the  "  Portugals  "  were  the  masters  of  the  seas, 
was  a  singularly  appropriate  title. 

The  poison  probably  varies  in  its  effects 
according  to  the  constitution  of  the  indi- 
vidual who  is  struck,  but  the  strongest  man 
is  for  a  time  reduced  to  helplessness. 

Mr,  Dutertre  narrates  his  first  encounter 
with  a  Physalia.  He  was  alone  in  a  little 
canoe,  when  he  saw  a  Physalia  floating  on 
the  sea.  Not  knowing  what  it  was,  he  took 
hold  of  it  for  the  purpose  of  examining  it. 
No  sooner  had  he  touched  it  than  the  float- 
ing tendrils  wound  themselves  on  his  hand 
and  adhered  as  if  glued  to  it. 

The  body  of  the  animal  was  cool  enough, 
but  as  soon  as  the  filaments  came  upon  his 
hand  he  felt  as  if  the  whole  arm  had  been 
plunged  into  boiling  water.  Pang  after  pang 
shot  through  his  frame,  and  though  he  was 
alone  he  could  not  refrain  from  shrieks  for 
mercy,  and  cries  that  he  was  burning  to  death. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  African  slaves 
once  employed  in  the  West  Indies  brought 
with  them  the  secrets  of  many  poisons. 
These  secrets  were,  however,  only  confided 
to  a  few  of  them,  and  these  Obi  men  and 
women  were  equally  feared  by  whites  and  those 
of  their  own  colour.  There  is  no  doubt  that 
Joanna,  the  beautiful  and  interesting  girl  who 
became  the  wife  ofStedman,  the  celebrated 
traveller,  died  at  the  age  of  eighteen  from 
Obi  poison  administered  by  a  jealous  rival. 

For  a  long  time  it  was  thought  that  some 
of  these  poisons  were  procured  fi'om  the 
Physalia,  the  sinuous  tendrils  being  dried  in 
the  sun  and  reduced  to  powder.     However, 
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as  the  poison-sacs  require  their 
natural  elasticity  before  they 
can  act,  it  is  evident  that  when 
they  were  dried  they  would  lose 
all  their  potency.  Accordingly, 
experiments  were  tried  with  the 
powder,  and,  as  might  have  been 
anticipated,  it  was  foand  to  be 
perfectly  harmless. 

What  maybe  theactual  nature 
of  the  poison  which  produces 
such  terrible  effects  is  not,  I 
believe,  yet  ascertained ;  and 
all  we  know  is  that  it  must  be 
injected  into  the  system  before 
it  can  injure. 

If  it  were  possible  to  use  a 
transparent  surface  and  view 
the  colours  by  transmitted  light, 
as  isdonewith  the  magic  lantern, 
the  artist  might  produce  some 
approach  to  the  singular  beauty 
of  the  next  group  of  jelly  fishes, 
and  the  reader  might  partly 
appreciate  it.  As  it  is,  the  artist 
can  only  deal  with  black  and 
white,  and  give  a  slight  ideai  of 
the  form,  without  attemptii^  to 
render  the  colour,  or  even  the 
graduating  of  light  and  shade. 

So     transparent     are     these 
beings,  and  so  slightly  different  is  their  refrac- 
tive power  from  that  of  the  water  in  which 
they  float,  that  even  when  enclosed  in  a  glass 
vessel  nothing  is  at  first  visible  except  water. 

On  examining  the  water  more  carefully,  a 
little  streak  of  light  is  seen  to  gleam  for  a 
moment,  and  to  vanish  as  suddenly  as  it 
appeared.  Presently  an  opalescent  spot 
shows  itself  and  disappears.  As  the  eye 
becomes  more  trained  to  take  cognisance  of 
these  watery  phantoms,  they  assume  shape, 
and  a  certain  amount  of  outline  soon  becomes- 
visible.  The  many-coloured  patches  are 
then  found  to  be  the  bodies  of  the  imprisoned 
beings,  and  the  streaks  of  light  resolve  them- 
selves into  threads  as  fine  as  those  of  a 
spider's  web,  floating  in  the  water,  and  some- 
times connecting  a  row  of  transparent  glo- 
bules strung  together  like  pearls  on  a  thread. 

One  of  these  inexpressibly  beautiful  crea- 
tures is  indicated  at  Fig.  i.  It  is  called  in 
scientific  language  Playa  diphyet,  but  I  am 
not  aware  that  it  has  any  popular  name. 
Indeed,  like  many  other  beautiful  members 
of  creation,  it  is  so  seldom  seen  that  it  could 
scarcely  possess  a  popular  name. 

The  word  Diphyes  is  formed  ftata.  the 
Greek,   and   s^piifies  "  double  f^rm.'/    The 


name  was  given  by  Cuvier  on  account  of  die 
remarkable  structure  of  the  body,  which 
looks  like  two  distinct  bodies  slightly  joined 
together.  In  later  years,  however,  these 
double-bodied  jelly  fishes  have  been  the 
objects  of  careful  examination,  and  it  is  found 
that  their  swimming-cups  orbells  {nectocalyca) 
form  part  of  a  most  complicated  structure. 
They  pulsate  regularly,'  and  with  such  force 
that  the  animals  traverse  the  water  with  some 
rapidity,  their  long,  slander  filaments  trailing 
after  them  much  as  the  tail  of  a  comet 
follows  the  head. 

In  consequence  of  possessing  these  swim- 
ming-cups, the  whole  group  is  distinguished 
by  the  name  of  Calycophoridae,  i.e.  cup- 
bearers. 

To  procure  one  of  these  creatures  in  a 
perfect  state  is  an  exceedingly  difficult  pro- 
cess. 

Putting  aside  the  fact  that  no  one  can  dis- 
tinguish them  when  in  the  sea,  and  that 
consequently  bucketful  after  bucketful  of 
water  must  be  hauled  up  on  the  chance  of 
finding  a  Diphyes  in  it,  the  extreme  fragility 
of  the  threads  offers  a  considerable  obstacle 
to  the  searcher.  They  are  even  more  easily 
bioken  than  the  spido's  web,  to  which  they 
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have  been  compared,  and  the  slf^htest  toach 
Kill  ferer  them  from  the  double  belL 

There  is,  however,  JEUi  one  hope.  The 
trailing  threads,  although  ihe^  can  be  shot 
oat  to  a  length  of  eighicen  inches  or  more, 
can  be  almost  entirely  retracted  into  the 
body  at  the  will  of  the  animal.  So,  if  the 
oriaccnstomed  movement  of  the  water  caused 
by  the  bucket  should  induce  the  Diphyes  to 
withdraw  its  threads,  it  may  be  safely  trans- 
ferred to  the  glass  vessel  which  is  waiting 
for  it. 

So  delicate  are  those  threads,  that  none  of 
the  Calycophotcs  are  found  within  many 
miles  of  land.  Mid  Pacific  is  their  usual 
home,  and  there  they  are  tolerably  plentiful. 
They  can  float  unhurt  in  the  long,  rolling, 
smooth-topped  billows,  but  the  short,  chop- 
ping seas  caused  by  the  beating  of  the  waves 
against  the  shore,  shatter  to  pieces  such  deli- 
cate organisms  as  theirs. 

Although  the  double  bells  from  which  the 
Diphyes  derives  its  name  are  most  remark- 
able and  complicated  organizations,  the  chief 
interest  of  the  creature  lies  in  the  system  of 
"  fishing-threads,"  as  these  delicate  fibres  are 
sometimes  called. 

In  fact,  the  Calycophores  seem  in  that 
respect  very  like  the  long-aimed  fresh-water 
Polype,  which  has  been  for  so  many  years  a 
favoured  object  of  investigation. 

Although  so  small,  the  Hydra  has  the 
power  of  seizing  the  little  animab  which 
swim  through  the  water.  If  they  once  come 
across  a  single  tentacle  of  the  Polype,  their 
fate  is  certain.  Their  course  is  suddenly 
anchtcd,  and  although  the  thread  be  invisible 
to  our  eyes  without  the  aid  of  a  tolerably 
powerful  magnify  in  g-glass,  the  victim  seems 
to  be  instantaneously  paralyzed,  and  even  if 
the  first  struggle  on  being  seized  should  cause 
it  to  shake  itself  loose  for  a  moment,  it  invari- 
ably dies. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark  that,  in  one  of  its 
many  changes,  the  common  Medusa  assumes 
HO  precisely  the  form  of  the  short-armed, 
frcsh-waterpolype,  that  if  the  two  animals  were 
drawn  to  the  same  scale,  and  the  portraits 
placed  side  by  side,  it  would  not  be  easy  to 
say  which  was  the  perfect  polype  of  the  river, 
and  which  was  the  imperfect  jelly  fish  of  the 
sea. 

A  new  anangement  of  the  various  organs 
now  comes  before  us. 

In  the  Diphyes,  the  principal  thread,  to 
which  the  peari-lilce  sacs  and  their  pendent 
threads  are  attached,  is  very  long.  In  the 
animals  belonging  to  the  Fhysophores  it  is 
quite  short  in  proportion  to  the  fishing-  threads. 


The  swimming  bells  are  increased  in  numbe;. 
and  in  this  case  there  are  six  fully  developed 
bells  en  each  side.  Below  ibem  are  the 
tentacles  and  their  appendages,  and  a  (orrent 
of  fishing-threads  hangs  from  them,  lookir.s 
like  an  inverted  plume  of  spun  glass.  lu. 
one  s[>ecies,  called  HaKitemma  nibrvm,  there 
are  al  least  sixty  swimming  bdls,  the  chief 
stem  beirig  six  or  seven  inches  in  length. 
The  float  is  not  more  than  a  quarter  ol  av. 
inch  long,  the  fishing-threads  are  about  s:x 
or  seven  inches  in  length,  and  the  mass  of 
tentacles,  capsules,  and  oth«  oigans  is  so  great 
and  so  beaudfnlly  disposed,  that  the  creatL:re 
has  been  happily  compared  to  a  garland  cf 
transparent  flowers  endowed  with  life. 

The  details  of  ctmstruction  which  have 
been  discovered  in  the  Fhysophores  are  wod- 
derfiilly  beautifii],  but  our  limited  space  wil! 
not  allow  of  their  description. 

On  our  own  coasts  may  be  plentifiilly  found 
several  species  of  another  group  of  thread- 
bearing  jelly  fishes.  They  move  rapidly 
through  the  water,  but  by  means  of  a  paddle- 
like apparatus,  and  not  by  pulsating  bells. 
On  accoimt  of  their  shape  diey  are  popularly 
called  Sea  Acorns,  and  scientifically  are 
known  by  the  name  of  Cydippe  or  Beroe. 

The  species  which  is  most  commonly  seen 
on  our  coasts  is,  when  full  grown,  about  as 
large  as  an  ordinary  acorn,  and  when  taken 
out  of  the  water  looks  just  like  a  shapeless 
lump  of  translucent  jelly.  When  placed  in 
water  it  instantly  vanishes,  just  as  has  been 
related  of  the  previous  species,  and  at  first 
nothing  can  be  seen  of  it  except  an  occasional 
gleam  of  coloured  light 

After  a  litde  while  it  becomes  more  dis- 
tinctly visible,  and  then  looks  as  if  it  were 
made  of  smooth  glass,  with  slight  bands 
traversing  it  from  end  U)  end,  like  the  lines 
of  longitude  on  a  globe.  Along  these  bands, 
and  always  in  the  same  direction,  little  waves 
of  opalescent  light  axe  seen  to  ripple,  as 
beautiful  and  as  changeable  as  the  colouis  of 
a  soap  bubble. 

On  account  of  the  regularity  of  these 
colour-waves,  the  creatures  were  at  one  time 
called  Fountain  Fishes,  the  always  changing 
hues  being  attributed  to  little  streams  of 
coloured  liquid  perpetually  being  ejected. 

The  creature  is  perpetually  on  the  move, 
turning  over  and  over,  falling  and  rising,  and 
proceeding  in  a  series  of  graceful  curves. 
Trailing  from  it  there  will  soon  appear  two 
long,  very  slender  filaments.  These  threads 
are  of  extreme  delicacy,  but  on  examining 
them  a  little  more  closely,  each  thread  will 
be  seen  to  have  a  row  of  filaments  compara- 
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lively  short,  but  of  still  greater  tenuity,  at- 
tached to  it  throughout  its  whole  length. 
These  arc  the  "  fishing-threads,"  and  the 
Cydippc  will  be  seen  to  extend  and  contract 
the  whole  thread  system  at  will,  so  that  it  is 
not  of  the  same  length  for  two  consecutive 
seconds. 

If  several  specimens  be  placed  in  the  same 
vessel,  they  swim  about  quite  freely,  and  it  is 
a  curious  fact  that  although  the  trailing 
threads  often  come  in  contact  with  each  other, 
they  are  never  entangled,  and  in  spite  of 
their  tenuity  are  not  broken. 

Through  the  ttansparent  tissues  the  diges- 


tive organs  are  visible,  but  the  most  interest- 
ing portion  of  the  structure  is  the  mechanism 
by  which  the  creature  moves,  and  from  which 
the  rippling  light  waves  take  their  origin. 
With  a  little  ingenuity  it  is  always  possible  to 
bring  the  Cydippe  close  to  the  glass  and 
keep  it  there,  so  that  a  microscope  can  be 
brought  to  bear  on  it.  A  half-inch  power 
will  be  sufficient  for  most  purposes. 

If  one  of  the  longitudinal  bands  already 
mentioned  be  brought  into  focus,  a  most 
wonderful  arrangement  will  be  seen.  The 
band  is  composed  of  a  vast  number  of  tiny, 
Battened  flaps,  attached  by  one  edge  to  the 
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ude  of  the  animal,  and,  when  at  rest,  over- 
lapping each  other  like  the  tiles  of  a  house. 
Suppiosing  an  ordinary  Venetian  blind  to  be 
only  three  inches  long,  but  to  retain  the  same 
width,  it  would  present  a  good  imitation  of 
the  structure.  When  the  Cydippe  moves, 
these  little  flaps  rise  and  fall  in  rapid  and 
regular  succession,  so  that  they  act  like  the 
paddle  floats  of  a  steam-vessel.  And,  at  the 
same  time,  their  refractive  power  causes  them 
to  break  up  the  light  into  its  primary  colours, 
and  so  to  produce  the  beautiful  opalescence 
which  ii as  been  mentioned. 

Even  if  the  Cydippe  be  broken  up  by  care- 
less handling,  the  paddle-flaps  will  continue 
their  rhythmical  movements  as  long  as  they 
are  not  severed  from  their  attachments,  and 
so  each  piece  swims  about  just  as  if  it  were 
a  perfect  animal 

The  best  way  to  capture  these  beautiful 
creatures  without  injuring  them  is  to  go  out 
in  a  boat  and  tow  a  light  net  astecn.  I  have 
always  found  that  a  common  entomological 
net  answers  the  purpose  perfectly  welL  On 
a  warm,  calm  day  ihe  Cydippes  float  near 
the  surface  of  the  water,  and  can  be  taken  in 
any  number. 

Suppose  that  we  could  take  a  Cydippe 
rather  more  than  two  inches  in  length,  and 
roll  it  out  as  a  cook  rolls  paste,  until  it  forms 
a  transparent  ribbon  some  four  or  five  feet  in 
length,  we  should  produce  an  object  very 
much  like  the  Venus'  Girdle  {Cestum  Veneris). 

The  creature  mostly  inhabits  the  warmer 
seas,  and  is  found  on  the  shores  of  Naples, 
Nice,  and  other  Mediterranean  localities. 
The  fishermen  generally  caU  it  the  Sea 
Sabre.  When  living  and  seen  in  the  sun- 
shine as  it  winds  its  graceful  course  through 
the  transparent  water,  it  is  a  wonderfully  lovely 
creature,  gleams  of  silvery  radiance,  melting 
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THE  dawning  beam  at  break  of  day, 
The  sun  at  noon,  the  evening  grey. 
The  moon  and  stars  as  through  the  sky 
They  go  in  silent  majesty, 
IJke  angels  singing,  seem  to  say, 
"The  God  who  niade  us  we  obey." 

The  growing  grass,  the  flying  bird, 
The  forest  boughs  by  zephyrs  stirred. 
The  streams  below,  the  clouds  on  high, 
The  winds,  the  showers,  as  they  pass  by, 
X.ike  angeb  singing,  seem  to  say, 
"The  God  who  made  us  we  obey." 


The  summer  flowers  that  come  and  go, 
The  crisping  frost,  the  failing  snow. 
The  stealing  tide  that  laps  the  shore. 
The  lightnings,  thunders,  evermore. 
Like  angels  singing,  seem  to  say, 
"  The  God  who  made  us  we  ob^." 

All  things  that  live,  all  things  that  die. 
In  earth  and  ocean,  aix  and  sky, 
With  ceaseless  voice  reprove  man's  sin, 
Pleading  that  he  new  life  begin. 
And  with  the  angels  join  to  say, 
"  TTie  God  wlio  made  us  we  obey," 
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into  various  shades  of  blue,  pink,  and  purple, 
marking  its  shape. 

At  night  it  is  perhaps  even  more  strikingly        i 
beautiful,  on  account  of  the  phosphorescence        | 
with  which  it  is  endowed,  and  resembles  a 
ribbon  of  fire  as  it  undulates  through  the 
water. 

The  digestive  organs  of  the  Cestum  are 
seen  traversing  the  centre  of  the  body,  and 
occupying  a  very  small  portion  of  the  animal. 
There  are  several  species  of  Cestum,  but 
that  which  is  here  shown  is  the  most  plentiful.  i 

Exigencies  of  space  require  that  this  slight  . 

sketch  of  the  jelly  fishes  should  come  to  an  ' 

end.     Not  many  years  ago  we  knew  com- 
paratively nothing  about   them.      Now  we  ' 
know  just  enough  to  indicate  the  treasures  of  , 
knowledge  which  still  lie  hidden  from  us.     I 
have,  therefore,  selected  a  few  of  the  typical         ' 
forms  of  the  jelly  fishes,  hoping  that  the  I 
reader  may  be  induced  to  study  these  won- 
derful creatures,  and  to  see  with  his  own  eyes 
some  of  the  living  treasures  of  the  deep. 

I  must,  however,  spare  two  or  three  lines 
to  the  wonderful  fresh-water  Medusa,  dis- 
covered by  Mr.  W.  Sowerby  on  June  loth, 
iS8o.  On  that  day  he  was  looking  into  the 
warm-water  tank  of  the  Royal  Botanic  Society, 
when  he  saw  a  number  of  tiny  medusx  swim- 
ming in  it.  Up  to  that  time  medusee  were 
thought  to  be  exclusively  marine,  but  here 
was  a  species  inhabiting  fresh  water.  Space 
is  tacking  for  a  full  description  of  these  won- 
derful  little  beings,  and  I  can  only  say  that 
some  of  them  which  were  transferred  to  Kew 
multiplied  rapidly,  and  I  have  seen  them 
there  swimming  merrily  about.  The  disc  is 
about  as  la^e  as  a  threepenny  piece,  and  it 
pulsates  about  one  hundred  and  twenty  times 
in  a  minute.  The  scientific  name  of  tbis 
little  anomaly  is  Limnoeodium  Sowerfiii. 


zooBjGoogle 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


THE     LAMB     OF     GOD. 

By  professor  CANDUSH,  D.D. 


"Tlie  neit  daj  John  mtli  Jesus  coming  aau  bin 

THE  title  by  which  John  hailed  Jesus  as 
here  relaied  seems  evidently  to  have 
been  taken  from  the  fifty-third  chapter  of 
Isaiah,  a  portion  of  the  Old  Testament  with 
which  the  Baptist  must  have  been  especially 
familiar.  He  had  recognised  himself  to  be 
the  voice  crying  in  the  wilderness  described 
in  Is.  xl  3,  preparing  the  way  for  One  coming 
after  him,  Uie  Servant  of  the  Lord  spoken  of 
in  that  whole  series  of  oracles  {Is.  si. — Ixvi.), 
which  form  one  connected  prophecy.  Now,  in 
the  very  heart  of  that  prophecy  there  is  the 
description  of  the  Servant  of  the  Lord  under 
the  figure  of  a  Iamb  led  to  the  slaughter.  Him- 
self innocent,  but  meekly  suffering  for  the 
people's  sin,  and  making  intercession  for 
them.  Thus  John,  when  he  recognised  Jesus 
as  the  Saviour  who  was  to  come  after  him, 
was  naturally  led  to  hai!  Him  as  the  fulfiller  of 
that  prophecy. 

One  thing  doubtless  that  filled  his  mind, 
as  he  saw  Jesus  coming  to  hira  and  hailed 
Him  thus,  was  the  innocence  and  holiness  of 
His  life.  The  lamb  is  naturally  associated 
with  the  idea  of  purity.  When  we  see  the 
lambs,  white  and  fair,  gamboling  or  lying  down 
in  the  fresh  green  pastures,  we  instinctively 
take  them  as  a  figure  of  a  stainless,  holy 
character ;  and  so  by  calling  Jesus  a  lamb 
the  Baptist  recognised  and  saluted  Him  as 
the  Holy  One.  He  knew  that  this  young 
man  from  Nazareth  was  not  like  the  others 
who  flocked  to  his  baptism,  and  was  surprised 
that  He  should  come  to  seek  it.  During  these' 
thirty  years  Jesus  had  lived  a  perfectly  pure 
and  spotless  life ;  He  was  a  pure  and  holy 
child,  a  pure  and  holy  boy,  a  pure  and  holy 
man;  He  had  been  growing  in  the  obscurity 
of  Nazareth  in  wisdom  and  stature,  and  in 
favour  with  God  and  man ;  and  now  He 
came  forth  a  perfect  example  of  what  human 
nature  in  innocence  and  holiness  ought  to 
be.  Such  too  Jesus  continued  to  be  all 
through  His  life.  Living  in  the  midst  of  the 
Morld's  sins.  He  remained  holy,  harmless,  un- 
i^efiled;  living  in  the  midst  of  temptation. 
He  was  unspotted  from  the  world ;  living  in 
ihe  midst  of  enemies,  they  could  not  con- 
vict Him  of  a  single  sin.  He  was  the  Iamb 
of  God,  pure  and  spotless  to  the  last 

Again,  as  Jesus  was  like  a  lamb  in  inno- 
cence and  purity,  so  was  He  also  in  meekness 
and  lowliness.   When  we  think  of  our  Saviour 


simply  as  holy  and  blameless,  we  have  but  a 
negative  idea  of  His  character  ;  but  the  lamb 
is  selected  as  the  most  appropriate  image  of 
Him,  doubtless  because  along  with  this  nega- 
tive idea  it  also  suggests  what  is  the  most  strik- 
ing positive  feature  in  His  character.  When  we 
study  that.as  depicted  in  the  Gospels,  we  sliall 
find  hardly  anything  so  prominent  in  it  as  His 
lamb-like  humility  and  gentleness.  He  was 
especially  distinguished  by  mar\'ellous  con- 
descension, gentleness,  kindness;  He  lived  in 
a  humble  station,  and  was  ever  ready  to  help 
the  humblest  at  any  cost  of  labojr  or  suffer-  , 
ing  to  Himself. 

Once  more,  His.being  described  as  a  Iamb 
points  to  His  patience  and  resignation  in  His 
sufferings.  For  while  He  was  like  a  lamb  all 
through  His  life  on  earth.  He  was  so  above  all 
in  His  endurance  of  the  cruel  death  that  closed 
it.  It  is  chiefly  in  this  view  that  He  is  de- 
scribed as  a  Iamb  by  Isaiah ;  for  not  only  did 
He  throughout  His  life  show  absolute  purity, 
and  sinlessness,  and  unsurpassed  meekness 
and  lowliness,  but  He  crowned  it  all  by  a 
death  in  which  unparalleled  sufferiiigs  were 
borne  with  unequalled  patience  and  submis- 
siveness.  "  He  was  led  as  a  lamb  to  the 
slaughter,  and  as  a  sheep  before  her  shearers 
is  dumb,  so  He  openeth  not  His  mouth," 
"  When  He  was  reviled  He  reviled  not  again ; 
when  He  suffered  He  threatened  not,  but 
committed  Himself  to  Him  that  judgeth 
righteously."  Nothing  is  more  touching  in 
the  whole  life  of  our  Lord  than  the  meekness 
and  resignation  with  which  He  bore  His  suf- 
ferings. He  yielded  Himself  of  His  own 
free  will  to  His  enemies,  and  in  all  the  Ion* 
course  of  shameful  and  cniel  treatment  thai 
He  received  He  never  let  a  single  word  of 
reproach  or  anger  escape  His  lips.  When 
we  study  the  narrative  of  His  sufferings  we 
cannot  but  feel  how  true  is  the  picture  drqivn 
centuries  before  by  the  prophet,  and  with 
what  beautiful  fitness  He  is  represented,  both 
in  His  life  and  death,  as  a  lamb,  pure  and 
spotless,  meek  and  lowly,  suff'ering  in  silence 
and  without  complaint. 

This  brings  us  to  the  second  great  truth 
involved  in  the  name  "  the  Lamb  of  God." 
It  points  to  Christ  as  a  sacrifice  for  sin  ;  not 
only  living  a  holy  life,  and  enduring  with 
perfect  meekness  a  cruel  death,  but  dying 
for  sin.    For  why  did  He  suffer?    Why  did 
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the  holy  God,  the  righteous  Judge,  permit 
one  who  was  so  good  to  bear  such  a  load  of 
evil?  If  suffering  and  death  be  the  wages 
of  sin,  surely  one  who  never  sinned  should 
not  suffer  or  die.  But  why — might  the  Bap- 
tist say,  if  such  questions  perplexed  him — 
why  were  the  Iambs  slain  in  God's  worship 
day  by  day  continually  from  ancient  times? 
Why  did  Abel  bring  the  firstlings  of  his  flock 
an  offering  to  God  ?  Why  did  Noah  offer  a 
sacrifice  of  every  clean  beast  ?  Why  did 
Abraham  offer  a  tarn  instead  of  his  son  ? 
Why  were  the  Israelites  commanded  to  kill  a 
lamb  in  every  household  when  they  came  out 
of  Egypt?  Why  was  the  altar  of  God  ever 
red  with  the  blood  of  guiltless  beasts,  and 
ever  smoking  with  their  burnt  offerings  ? 
What  did  all  these  things  mean  ?  Such  a 
one  as  John  could  not  but  know,  and  this 
knowledge  would  give  him  the  key  to  the 
sufferings  of  Christ.  Without  shedding  of 
blood  is  no  remission,  and  the  blood  shed 
and  sprinkled  on  the  altar  covered  the  sins 
of  the  worshipper  before  God.  If  this  was 
not  clear  enough,  the  sayings  of  that  prophecy 
from  which  John  learned  to  think  of  the 
.  Saviour  as  a  lamb  would  direct  him  to  the 
solution  of  the  enigma.  "  He  was  wounded 
for  our  tiansgre^ions  ....  the  Lord  laid 
on  Him  the  iniquity  of  us  all  ...  .  He  bare 
the  sin  of  many."  When  Jesus  is  spoken  of 
as  the  Lamb  of  God,  we  must  think  of  Him 
not  only  as  a  pure  and  holy  one,  a  meek  and 
patient  sufferer,  but  as  a  sacrifice,  suffering  for 
our  sins. 

This  is  more  clearly  brought  out  in  the 
words  "which  taketh  away  3ie  sin  of  the 
world."  He  takes  or  bears  sin,  becoming  one 
with  sirmers,  and  making  common  cause  with 
them ;  and  He  suffers  all  that  sin  deserves. 
Hence  it  was  that  He  suffered,  not  only  at 
Ihe  hands  of  men,  but  of  God  too.  It  was 
not  merely  the  ills  and  miseries  of  life  that 
He  bore,  not  merely  the  contradiction  of 
sinners  against  Himself,  not  merely  the  trea- 
chery of  Judas,  the  malice  and  rage  of  tlie 
Jews,  the  injustice  of  Pilate,  the  cruelty  of 
the  Roman  soldiers,  nor  the  assaults  of  Satan. 
In  all  these  He  saw  and  feit  the  judgment  of 
God  against  our  sin.  "  It  pleased  the  Lord 
'o  bruise  him;  he  hath  put  him  to  grief." 
jesus  received  the  agony  He  had  to  bear  as 
a  cup  given  Him  by  the  Father— "The  cup 
that^  my  Father  giveth  me,  shall  I  not  drink 
"  ?"  Hence  the  unknown  and  inconceivable 
tJitterness  of  his  sufferings.  Many  men  have 
"ved  amid  as  much  privation  and  hardship 
*s  Jesus  did,  and  died  in  as  great  bodily 
anguish ;  but  in  the  sufferings  of  Christ  there 


was  that  which  gave  a  sting  to  all  these 
things  :  He  was  bearing  sin.  He  was  under  a 
full  sense  of  the  guilt  of  those  with  whom 
He  had  made  himself  one,  and  of  the  power 
and  terror  of  the  wrath  of  God  due  to  their 
sin.  It  was  by  this  that  His  soul  was  troubled 
and  made  exceeding  sorrowful,  even  unto 
death ;  for  this  He  was  amazed  and  very 
heavy ;  for  this  He  prayed  in  an  agony  in 
Gethsemane  that  the  cup  might  pass  from 
Him ;  by  reason  of  this  He  cried  out  on  the 
cross,  "  My  God,  my  God,  why  hast  thou 
forsaken  me?"  The  more  perfectly  sinless  He 
was,  the  more  intensely  He  hated  sin,  so  much 
the  more  certainly  did  He  feel  the  evil  of  it, 
and  the  awfulness  of  God's  wrath  against  it. 
Thus  He  bore  sin. 

But  He  not  only  bears  sin,  but  also  takes 
it  away.  There  was  a  foreshadowing  of  this 
in  the  Old  Testament  sacrifices.  When  the 
Israelite  presented  a  lamb  as  an  offering  to 
God,  and  it  was  slain,  and  the  blood  put  on 
the  altar,  it  was  said,  "  It  shall  be  accepted 
for  him  to  make  atonement  for  him,"  or 
"  The  priest  shall  make  atonement  for  him, 
and  it  shall  be  forgiven  him."  But  such 
sacrifices  could  not  really  take  away  sin. 
They  might,  by  God's  appointment,  cancel 
the  outward  disabilities  attached  to  ceremo- 
nial offences  ;  they  could  not  purge  the  con- 
science from  moral  guilt.  Even  John  could 
only  call  to  repentance,  and  baptize  with 
water  as  a  symbol  of  the  forgiveness  of  sin ; 
but  he  pointed  to  One  coming  after  him 
greater  than  he,  who  could  baptize  with  the 
Holy  Spirit  For  Jesus  by  bearing  our  sin 
has  taken  it  away ;  by  fully  enduring  its  con- 
sequences He  has  made  an  end  of  it,  died  to 
sin,  and  so  enabled  all  who  will  enter  into 
His  suffering  to  die  to  sin  also.  Thus  He  has 
made  atonement  and  obtained  forgiveness  for 
us.  We  have  the  proof  and  pledge  of  that 
in  His  resurrection.  "He  was  delivered  for 
our  offences,"  so  He  bore  sin  ;  "  He  was 
raised  again  for  our  justification,"  so  He  takes 
it  away. 

Now,  let  us  note  further  that  Jesus  is  here 
called  not  merely  a  lamb  that  taketh  away  sin, 
but  God's  Lamb.  As  a  pure  and  holy  man, 
God  claims  Him  as  His  own ;  He  says  of  Him, 
"  Behold  my  servant,  mine  elect,  my  beloved, 
my  holy  one,  my  righteous  servant."  His 
holy  character  and  life  all  the  time  He  was 
on  earth  showed  Him  to  be  of  God,  not 
from  below,  but  from  above;  and  proved 
Him  to  be  such  a  one  as  God  would  not  be 
ashamed  to  acknowledge  as  His  own,  nay, 
to  claim  emphatically  as  His.  Then  as  the 
bearer  and  taker-away  of  sin  Jesus  is  God's 
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Lamb,  the  Lamb  that  God  has  proviiled,  He 
whom  God  has  sanctiiied  ana  scni  into  the 
world  for  this  very  end,  that  He  might  take 
away  sin.  The  lambs  that  were  offered  in 
sacrifice  of  old  were  the  property  of  the 
worshipper,  the  produce  of  his  own  fold  or 
the  purchase  of  his  money.  True,  in  one 
view,  even  these  were  of  God,  for  it  was  He 
who  gave  them  power  to  get  wealth,  and  who 
permitted  them  to  use  the  life  of  the  animal 
for  that  purpose.  He  said,  "  I  have  given 
you  the  blood  upon  the  altar  to  make  atone- 
ment for  your  souls."  But  in  a  far  higher  sense 
Christ  is  God's  Lamb — His  own  Son,  sent  in 
the  likeness  of  sinful  flesh  and  for  sin. 
"  Herein  is  love,  not  that  we  loved  God,  but 
that  He  loved  us,  and  sent  His  Son  to  be 
the  propitiation  for  our  sins." 

Again,  Christ  is  not  one  out  of  many,  but 
the  oily  One — not  a  lamb,  but  the  Lamb  of 
God.  There  were  many  lambs  offered  in 
Old  Testament  times.  Day  by  day,  on  the 
Sabbath  days,  at  the  monthly  and  yearly 
feasts,  lambs  were  offered  in  the  Temple;  at 
the  Passover  one  was  slain  in  every  family  of 
the  nation  ;  and  whenever  any  of  the  people 
sinned  they  were  to  bring  a  lamb  or  a  kid 
for  a  sin-offering.  So  any  particular  sacrifice 
could  only  be  one  Iamb  out  of  many ;  but 
these  were  all  only  images  and  shadows  of 
this,  the  real  and  true  Lamb  of  God;  for 
there  may  be  many  shadows  of  one  r^ity. 
When  an  object  is  unseen,  and  one  light  after 
another  is  kindled  to  light  it  up,  a  shadow 
will  be  formed  by  each,  and  with  every  new 
light  a  new  shadow,  giving  a  different  side  or 
aspect  of  it ;  but  when  the  full  light  of  day 
shines  forth,  and  we  are  able  to  look  at  the 
thing  itself,  what  was  so  variously  shadowed 
forth  is  seen  to  be  but  one.  So  in  pre- 
Christian  times  men  could  not  see  the  very 
image,  but  only  a  shadow  of  the  good  things 
to  come,  and  as  one  hght  after  another  was 
shed,  upon  them  there  was  ever  a  new  shadow 
formed,  till  at  last  there  were  a  great  many  of 
them  ;  but  when  Christ  the  substance  came, 
and  full  hght  was  thrown  upon  the  scene,  all 
those  shadows  disappeared,  and  it  was  seen 
that  all  the  different  types  pointed  to  the  one 
reality — Jesus  Christ  the  Lamb  of  God, 
How  thankful  should  we  be  that  our  minds 
are  not  distracted  by  a  multitude  of  diverse 
objects  of  contemplation,  but  that  we  can 
concentrate  our  whole  attention  on  that  one 
glorious  spectacle  that  is  presented  to  our 
view — the  Lamb  of  God  that  taketh  away 
the  sin  of  the  world  I 

"  But,"  we  may  imagine  one  of  John's 
hearers  saying  in  his  heart  as  he  listened 


eagerly  to  these  words,  "  this  is  not  all  1  need 
to  know.  It  is  well  to  hear  of  such  a  lamb 
as  you  say  God  has  provided  for  a  burnt 
offering  in  place  of  the  legal  viclinis,  'a 
sacrifice  of  nobler  name  and  richer  blood 
than  they ; '  but  I  crave  to  know  also  for 
whom  it  is  offered,  whose  sins  He  takes  away, 
and  who  has  a  right  to  come  to  God  through 
Him.  In  these  old  sacrifices  there  never 
was  any  difficulty  on  this  poinL  It  was 
always  distinctly  understood  for  whom  the 
various  sacrifices  were  offered.  Some  were 
for  the  whole  people,  some  for  particular 
classes  who  might  be  involved  in  particular 
sin,  I  (ould  always  find  some  sacrifice  or 
other  so  wide  in  its  bearing  as  to  take  me  in, 
or  if  from  some  speciality  in  my  case  none  of 
these  seemed  quite  to  pacify  my  conscience, 
1  could  always  procure  a  lamb  for  a  sin- 
offering  for  myscU  alone.  But  now  you  bid 
me  give  up  all  these,  and  look  to  Jesus  alone. 
I  crave  to  be  assured  that  this  sacrifice  will 
cover  my  case  and  take  away  my  sin. 
Whose  sin  then  is  it  that  he  takes  away? 
You  say  it  is  the  sin  of  the  world,  but  what 
are  we  to  understand  by  that?  Are  we  to 
take  it  in  the  widest  possible  sense  as 
meaning  that  Jesus  takes  away  the  sin  of 
every  human  being  that  ever  was  or  shall  be? 
Or,  again,  does  it  only  mean  that  He  is  the 
Saviour,  not  of  one  nation  only,  but  of  a 
vast  multitude  from  all  nations  of  the  earth  ?  " 
If  we  look  at  the  words  of  John  more 
narrowly,  we  maybe  led  to  think  that  neither 
of  these  is  what  was  in  his  mind.  He  says 
not  the  sins,  but  the  sin  of  the  world.  If  he 
had  been  thinking  of  the  number  of  those 
whose  sin  Jesus  bears,  how  many  or  few  they 
are,  he  would  most  likely  have  used  the 
plural ;  but  as  he  uses  the  singular,  he  seems 
to  have  been  thinking,  not  so  much  of  the 
extent,  as  of  the  nature  or  character  of  sin, 
and  of  the  world.  The  sin  of  the  world  is 
the  sin  which  belongs  to  the  world  as  such, 
which  is  from  the  world,  of  the  world,  just  as 
Jesus,  the  sin-bearing  Lajnb,  is  of  God.  "  All 
that  is  in  the  world,  the  lust  of  the  Sesh,  and 
the  lust  of  the  eyes,  and  the  pride  of  life,  is 
not  of  the  Father,  but  of  the  world;"  and 
here  we  have  all  that  as  it  were  summed  up 
in  one,  and  set  in  opposition  to  God.  In  the 
world,  and  of  the  world,  there  is  but  sin  ;  on 
God's  side  there  is  a.  sin-bearing  Iamb.  See 
how  God  and  the  world  are  set  over  against 
each  other ;  see  how  God  overcomes  with 
good  the  evil  that  is  in  the  world.  He  sends 
forth  His  Son  as  a  lamb  without  blemish  and 
without  spot,  and  He  comes  into  a  world  of 
sin ;  He  does  not  shrink  from  that  sin,  He 
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grapples  with  it  in  a  lire-and-death  struggle, 
He  takes  it  upon  Himself,  and  though  it 
weighs  Him  down  to  the  dust  of  death  He 
rises  a  conqueror,  He  overcomes  and  takes 
away  the  sin  of  the  world.  May  we  not 
suppose  that  such  was  the  picture  the  Baptist 
saw  with  the  eye  of  prophecy  and  of  faith,  the 
world  with  its  sin  on  the  one  hand,  and  God 
with  His  sin-bearing  Lamb  on  the  other, 
encountering  each  other  on  Calvary;  and 
that  in  view  of  this  great  conflict  and  its 
glorious  issue,  he  exclaimed,  "  Behold  the 
Lamb  of  God  which  taketh  away  the  sin  of 
the  world  ! " 

If  this  be  so,  it  is  highly  unnatural  to 
suppose  any  reference  to  the  extent  of 
Christ's  work  here.  When  I  see  the  day 
breaking  and  the  sun  rising  over  the  horizon, 
doing  battle  as  it  were  with  the  dark  mists 
and  clouds,  and  at  length  scattering  them 
all  with  his  rays,  I  exclaim,  "  See  how  the 
light  of  the  sun  dispels  the  darkness  of  the 
earth ; "  I  am  not  at  all  thinking  of  how 
much  of  the  earth's  surface  is  illuminated, 
whether  the  whole  or  not,  but  only  of  that 
darkness  that  belongs  to  the  earth  as  such, 
and  to  every  part  of  it  in  common,  and  of  that 
glorious  light  that  has  power  to  conquer  and 
drive  it  away.  Brethren,  what  a  blessed 
thing  it  is  that  in  this  sense  the  Lamb  of 
God  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world ! 
For  what  is  your  sin  or  mine  ?  Is  it  not  just 
the  sin  of  the  world,  the  sin  we  have  in 
common  with  all  our  fellow-men  ?  I  know, 
indeed,  that  men  are  apt  to  feel  as  if  it  were 
not  so.  Hardly  a  conscience-stricken  soul 
perhaps,  but  feels  that  there  never  was  sin 
like  his.  Mine  have  been  more  gross  and 
heinous  sins,  cries  one ;  mine  more  open 
and  scandalous,  says  another  ;  ah,  but  mine 
have  been  more  numerous,  puts  in  a  third ; 
but  mine  more  aggravated  because  committed 
against  greater  light,  and  privileges,  and 
professions.  Each  may  be  ready  to  take  up 
the  words  of  Paul,  "  Sinners,  of  whom  I  am 
chief."  But  be  your  sins  as  peculiar  as  they 
may  in  nature  and  circumstances,  yet  at 
bottom  "  there  is  no  difference,  for  all  have 
sinned ; "  the  sin  of  one  is  the  sin  of  all,  one 
common  plague,  the  sin  of  the  world,  is  in 
the  hearts  of  all,  one  common  doom  hangs 
over  alL 

"  There  hath  no  temptation  taken  you  but 
such  as  is  common  to  man,"  and  so  too  there 
is  no  sin  into  which  you  have  fallen  but  such 


as  is  common  to  man.  No  matter  though  there 
may  be  peculiar  circumstances  about  your 
sin  that  seem  to  make  it  different  from  all 
others — it  is  not  so  in  reality.  It  is  but  your 
pride  that  makes  you  think  your  sin  is  so 
peculiar,  that  it  cannot  be  met  by  the  com- 
mon remedy  provided  for  sinners  of  this 
guilty  world ;  the  mode  of  your  sin  may  be 
different  from  any  other,  but  the  sin  itself  in 
its  essential  features,  its  guilt,  and  vileness, 
and  danger,  is  the  same  in  every  case.  "All 
we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray,  we  have 
turned  every  one  to  his  own  way ;"  each  has 
had  a  way  of  his  own  of  wandering,  yet  all 
are  alike  in  this,  that  they  have  gone  astray, 
and  no  matter  whether  it  be  in  this  direc- 
tion or  in  that,  no  matter  whether  only  a  few 
steps  or  long  miles  away,  all  alike  are  lost. 
But  the  Lord  hath  laid  on  him  the  iniquity  of 
us  all,  and  there  again  we  mark  the  unity, 
the  one  iniquity  common  to  all. 

When  Moses  lifted  up  the  serpent  in  the 
wilderness,  it  was  one  sting  by  which  all  the 
people  were  perishing,  one  venom  in  the  veins 
of  all.  But  one  remedy  was  provided  for  all, 
and  when  any  dying  Israelite  was  pointed  to 
the  brazen  serpent,  he  needed  not  to  ask 
whether  it  was  intended  to  heal  the  whole 
people  or  not;  when  he  saw  one  and  another 
healed,  he  was  convinced  that  it  healed  the 
plague  of  all,  that  it  would  heal  him:  he 
looked  to  it  and  lived. 

Even  so  it  is  with  the  Lamb  of  God.  Tha 
sin  that  He  takes  away  is  the  sin  that  is 
common  to  all,  and  what  is  sufficient  to  take 
it  away  from  one  is  sufficient  for  all,  for  any. 
Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  1  You  are  not 
called  to  provide  a  lamb  for  yourselves,  nor 
to  present  a  lamb  in  sacrifice  to  God,  but 
simply  to  look  to  the  lamb  that  God  has 
provided  and  accepted.  Lay  aside  then  all 
thought  of  doing  anything  for  your  forgive- 
ness, and  be  content  just  to  look  and  ga/e  on 
what  God  has  done ;  behold  this  great  sight, 
the  Lamb  of  God  bearing  and  bearing  away 
the  sin  of  the  world.  So  looking  on  Him 
whom  God  has  provided  you  will  mourn  with 
a  deep  and  lasting  sorrow  for  sin,  but  you 
will  also  find,  your  conscience  purged  from 
dead  works  to  serve  the  living  God,  and 
beholding,  as  in  a  glass,  the  glory  of  the  Lord 
in  the  face  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God, 
you  will  be  changed  into  the  same  image 
from  glory  to  glory,  even  as  by  the  Spirit  of 
the  Lord. 
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IT  Ji  ir.'.^Te ,'.>.g  to  r.V.ice  W  h'j-w  ptat  an 
ttU:.'.:  •J'-';  itn-.ior.s  --X  I'f.e  Lo;'ii  Prayer 
in  the  Keva-fi  New  1  estaicer.t  iil-^^tiate  ar.d 
ttyrtvx.t  the  chanu:teT  and  scrape  of  the 
entire Kevu>i'>n.  If  welo-A  atthe  "Preface" 
of  the  Kevi'.ed  Version,  we  obserre  that  the 
general  "  hca/lir.^s-"  ur:dcr  which  the  revisers 
ctai^ify  their  wo.-k  are  "  Text,  Translaticm, 
Language,  ar.']  >Iatgir.al  Note*,"  The  ver- 
■ioiu  of  ihe  Lord's  Prayer  are  related  to 
each  of  these  jiarticulara.  The  three  follow- 
ing funJamenlal  resolutions  are  literally  illus- 
trated by  these  versions :  "  That  the  revision 
be  ftoconilucte-I  as  to  comprise  both  marginal 
renderings  ai>d  such  emendations  as  it  may 
be  found  necessary  to  insert  in  the  t«t  of, 
the  Authorised  Version;  that  we  do  not  con- 
temjilate  any  new  translation  of  the  Bible,  or 
any  altcralion  of  the  language,  except  where, 
in  the  judgment  of  the  most  competent 
Kholars,  such  change  is  necessary;"  and 
"  that  in  such  necessary  changes,  the  style  of 
Ihe  language  employed  in  the  existing  ver- 
sion be  closely  followed." 

The  new  versions  of  the  Lord's  Prayer  are 
interesting  and  important  to  us  on  this  ac- 
count }  but  still  more  so  in  view  of  the  unique 
position  which  the  prayer  holds  in  the  wor- 
shit>  and  faith  of  Cliristendom. 

Few,  if  indeed  any,  portions  of  the  New 
Testament  can  be  regarded  as  so  sacred  and 
precious  as  this  prayer.  The  name  it  has 
received  everywhere  by  the  common  consent 
and  usage  of  Christian  people  of  all  sections 
of  the  Church,  suggests  its  pre-eminent  value, 
and  accords  to  it  the  highest  place  in  the 
esteem  of  all  good  men.  It  is  our  "  Model 
Prayer,"  the  prayer  which  prescribes  and 
governs  the  method  and  spirit  of  all  prayer 
and  supplication.  It  is  the  key-note  of  all 
prayer-worship;  the  one  prayer  whose  form 
and  feeling  are  without  fault.  It  is  the 
prayer  we  first  teach  our  children  ;  the  prayer 
of  the  whole  congrL-gation  ;  the  rallying-cry 
of  multitudes  of  souls  to  whom  prayer  is  an 
unusual  act,  and  who  can  recall  this  when 
nothing  fise  is  possible  or  present;  tlie  one 
prayer  which  may  be  heard  everywhere  in  all 
the  Churches,  however  diverse  and  contra- 
dictory tlicir  creeds  may  be,  Catholic  and 
Protestant,  Trinitarian  and  Unitarian,  all  join 
in  this  prayer  to  the  one  God  and  Father 
of  all 

Unless  there  are  strong  and  irrefutable 
reasons,  no  translator  or  reviser  should  touch 
it.     Not  only  would  it  thus  come  to  pass 


that  certain  verses  in  the  Gospels  wooM  'r  s 
amended  and  aJieied.bsiihecLost  freq-jeE-.._ 
uttered  prayer  upon  the  iips  of  tdoi  ih= 
whole  world  over,  would  be  possibly  robbei 
of  its  cfaann  and  beauty. 

It  is,  of  cotnse,  remembered  that  the  ver- 
sion with  niic^  Protestant  £n~'.ishiDen  have 
been  familiar  for  nearly  three  ceatnries  has 
Dot  been  in  vogue  in  all  lanes  and  amoTig 
all  people^  Roman  Caiholics  have  bad  a 
different  version,  not  in  all  points  corre- 
sponding with  the  New  Vetaioo,  but  nearer  to 
it  than  the  old.  Immedialely  after  the  issoe 
of  the  revision,  it  was  pointed  out  by  the 
Toilet,  the  leading  Catholic  journal  in  Eng- 
land, that  the  New  Vernon  almost  exactly 
follows  the  Vulgate  and  the  Rheims  Veisons ; 
and  especially  that  Catholic  versions  omit 
the  Doxology  in  St.  Matthew,  as  is  the  case 
in  the  Bevised  Version. 

Fev  people  comparative  have  reflected 
upon  the  drcumstance  that  we  have  always 
had  in  our  New  Testament  two  different  vi- 
sions of  this  prayer,  the  one  in  St  Matthew 
and  the  other  in  St  Luke.  Such  reflections 
shotUd  have  led  many  to  feel  that  even  ac- 
cepting frankly  the  theory  {of  plenary  iasp- 
ration,  we  cannot,  with  the  New  Testament 
in  our  hands,  ding  over-closely  to  literalism 
and  forget  the  greater  importance  of  the 
inner  and  spiritual  meaning.  The  "words" 
which  our  Lord  speaketh  to  us — of  whatever 
kind  they  may  be — are  "spirit  and  life."  It 
is  for  the  spiritual  and  the  living  essence 
of  them  that  we  should  always  hunger  and 
thirst. 

We  will  place  the  two  versions  of  the 
Lord's  Prayer  as  we  find  them  in  St  Matthew 
and  Sl  Luke  in  the  Revised  Version,  side  by 
side,  that  we  may  look  a  little  carefully  at  our 
losses  or  our  gains. 

Whatever  the  endingoi  the  beautiful  prayer 
may  be,  it  begins  in  both  Gospels  and  in  all 
versions  with  the  same  gracious,  helpfii!,  up- 
lifting thought  of  God.  The  man  who  bends 
in  prayer  before  God  with  the  words  and  the 
spirit  of  this  model  upon  his  lips,  approaches 
the  Infinite,  the  Almighty,  and  the  everlast- 
ing One,  as  a  child  approaches  a  father. 
With  this  thought  of  God  within  our  hearts 
we  do  not  come  to  Him  as  to  a  supreme 
moral  governor,  an  absolute  monarch  of  the 
universe,  but  to  One  to  whom  we  owe  life, 
and  breath,  and  all  things,  and  who  cherishes 
for  us  an  infinite  fatherly  love.  But  even  in 
the  first  portion  of  the  prayer  there  is  a  dij^ 
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ference  from  the  Authorised  Version.  In  the 
latter,  both  St.  Matthew  and  St.  Luke  give 
us  the  same  words  at  the  beginning.  Here, 
wliile  St.  Matthew  has  "  Our  Father  which 
art  in  heaven,"  St.  Luke  has  only  "  Father." 
The  first  is  ample,  ardent,  and  apprqpriaiive ; 
the  latter,  simple,  intense,  and  profound. 

"  Hallowed  be  Thy  name  "  is  preserved 
in  St.  Matthew  and  St.  Luke,  showing  us 
that  our  earliest  attitude  in  coming  to  the 
Eternal  Fadier  requires  us  to  think  of  Jlim 
rather  than  of  ourselves.  The  name  of  God 
is  the  divine  idea  of  Him  which  we  have 
received  into  our  hearts  when  we  call  Him 
"Father  !" 

There  is  agreement  all  round  in  respect  to 
the  succeeding  words,  "  Thy  kingdom  come." 
We  said  that  we  are  taught  by  the  opening 
cry  of  this  wonderful  prayer  to  think  of  God 
as  a  Father,  and  not  as_a  moral  governor,  or 
monarch  of  the  universe.  But  now  we  have 
to  pray  for  the  coming  of  a  "kingdom"  la 
not  that  kingdom,  however,  a  divine  sodety, 
of  wJiich  God,  in  and  through  Christ  Jesus 
our  Lord,  is  the  head?  And  a  divine  society 
is  very  diflerent  from  a  community  of  indi- 
viduals held  together,  as  the  indignant  con- 
ceptions of  many  persons  often  suggest,  by 
arbitrary  and  despotic  claims.  The  stoutest 
Republican  spirit  can  lift  this  cry  to  the 
great  Father-King  in  heaven. 

The  amplifying  and  explicative  sentence, 
"Thy  will  be  done,  as  in  heaven,  soon  earth," 
is  only  given  by  St.  Matthew  in  the  Revised 
Version.  In  the  Old  Version,  with  reversed 
forms,  the  words  are  given  by  both  Evan- 
gelists. It  is  true  that  it  is  germinally  and 
.spiritually  present  in  the  simpler,  briefer 
form  in  St.  Luke ;  but  we  may  be  thankful 
still  to  retain  the  larger  and  more  instructive 
form  of  St.  Matthew,  After  so  many  multi- 
tudes of  human  hearts  in  many  ages  have 
been  saying,  or  trying  hard  to  say,  "  Thy  will 
be  done,"  it  would  have  been  a  very  painfully 
appreciable  loss  if  the  words  had  not  re- 
mained in  one  of  the  versions.  This  is  the 
place  to  remark,  that  it  was  surely  scarcely 
necessary  to  have  substituted  "as  in  heaven, 
so  on  earth,"  for  "  in  earth,  as  it  is  in 
heaven." 

The  petition  for  the  "  bread  "  is  different 
in  die  two  Evangelists  in  the  Authorised  Ver- 
sion. The  old  and  the  new  remain  the  same 
in  St.  Matthew,  and  the  same  in  St.  Luke ; 
but  the  margin  in  both  Gospels  gives  the 
rendering  "  our  bread  for  the  coming  day." 
There  is  probably  more  of  present,  pending, 
urgent  feeling,  in  the  text  of  both  versions ; 
and  something  of  anxiety  as  well  as  pious 


trust  in  the  marginal  rendering.  The  old 
dispute  as  to  tlie  derivation  and  meaning  of 
ciriowiov  is  not  definitely  setUed  by  the 
revisers.  As  is  well  known,  this  word  is 
found  nowhere  else  either  in  sacred  or 
classical  literature,  excepting  in  the  parallel 
passage  in  Luke  xi.  3.  The  Evangelists, 
it  is  conjectured,  coined  the  word  as  a 
Uansiation  of  the  Aramaic  expression  which 
our  Lord  used.  As  an  illustration  of  the 
wide  difference  of  opinion  which  still  pre- 
vails, we  may  mention  that  so  spiritual 
and  evangelical  an  interpreter  as  Professor 
Plumptre  adheres  to  the  idea  which  is  ex- 
pressed by  the  translation  of  the  word  in  the 
Vulgate,  involving  a  prayer  for  the  nourish- 
ment of  the  higher  life  of  the  spirit,  over  and 
above  material  substance, /<iflu  ^u/£rjvAi/a»- 
tialU.  Thoiuck  considers  that  the  term  iB 
meant  to  define  the  bread  more  accurately 
in  its  nature — nourishment  for  the  tme  being 
of  man — or  what  is  sufficient  for  existence — 
what  is  enough.  We  are  reminded  by  some 
fathers  and  commentators  that  in  the  con- 
text we  are  taught  by  our  Lord  to  "  seek 
first  the  kingdom  of  God,"  and  promised  that 
"all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto  us." 
Such  great  names  as  those  of  Cyprian,  Augus- 
tine, and  Ciirysostom  favour  the  argument  for 
the  spiritual  interpretation  of  the  petition  Oq 
this  ground.  It  is  affirmed  that  the  majority 
of  the  early  fathers  saw  and  maintained  that 
the  bread  prayed  for  is,  not  "  that  which 
perisheth,"  but  that  "which  abidetli  unto 
eternal  life."  The  New  Version,  however, 
neither  in   text    nor  margin,    favours  this 

The  prayer  for  forgiveness  is  different  in 
the  two  Evangelists,  and  departs  &om  the 
Authorised  Version.  We  do,  however,  pray 
in  St.  Matthew,  according  to  both  versions, 
to  be  forgiven  our  d^ls,  and  in  Sl  Luke  our 
sins.  A  debt  is  a  duty,  that  which  we  owe, 
or  ought  to  do.  As  Professor  Plumptre  says, 
"  A  duty  unfulfilled  is  a  debt  unpaid."  The 
Book  of  Common  Prayer  has  tlie  word  "  tres- 
passes," which  is  probably  the  most  frequently 
used  form.  A  debt  is  an  obligation  owing,  a 
trespass  is  a  transgression  of  the  law.  The 
one  change  in  the  translauon  of  this  portion 
of  the  prayer  which  has  been  somewhat  gene- 
rally approved,  is  that  which  makes  the  plea 
foe  our  Father's  forgiveness  to  depend  upon  . 
our  own  more  emphatically  than  in  the  Au- 
thorised Version.  We  are  now  required  to 
say,  "  Forgive  us  our  debts  as  we  also  have 
forgiven  our  debtors."  And  yet — may  it 
not  be  claimeil  for  the  Old  Version  even 
here — that  all  this  was  really  implied  in  the 
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plea,  that  forgiveness  of  our  debiors  was 
recognised  by  us  as  the  spirit  and  habit  of  our 
life,  which  is,  as  some  will  feel,  even  more 
emphatic  and  comprehensive  than  the  new 
form? 

Much  religious  and  theological  difficulty 
has  always  been  fell  with  respect  to  the  nent 
petition,  with  which  diRicul^  it  is  not  the 
object  of  this  paper  to  concern  itself  The 
old  words  are  deeply  familiar  lo  us  all — 
"  Lead  us  not  into  temptation."  This  and 
the  next  petition  are  alike  in  both  St.  Matthew 
and  St.  Luke  in  the  Authorised  Versions. 
In  the  New,  both  are  altered  to  "  Biing  us 
not  into  temptation."  It  is  well  for  us  to  be 
reminded  that  the  same  Greek  word  is  trans- 
lated as  "  trial "  and  "  temptation  " ;  and  it  is 
of  the  test,  which  it  may  be  hard  to  bear  and 
undergo,  that  the  prayer  manifestly  speaks. 
Our  Lord  so  prayed  in  the  garden  of  Geth- 
semane. 

It  is  in  regard  to  the  next  petition  that 
most  controversy  has  arisen,  and  will  no 
doubt  continue  to  exist.  Few  of  the  many 
millions  who  have  offered  that  petition  have 
erer  dreamt  that  it  might  probably  have 
another  rendering.  We  are,  according  to 
the  New  Version,  to  pray,  "  Deliver  us  from 
the  evil  one."  "  One  "  is  printed  in  italics, 
and  the  margin  says  "  or  evil."  The  revisers 
do  not  cbim  to  be  perfectly  "consistent"  in 
the  use  of  italics.  They  say  that  they  have 
"acted  on  the  general  principle  of  printing 
in  italics  words  which  did  not  appear  to  be 
necessarily  involved  in  the  Greek,"  The 
use  of  italics  in  the  instance  before  us,  and 
the  marginal  note  taken  together,  do  not  give 
much  apparent  authority  to  the  new  petition ; 
and  suggest  to  not  a  few  intelligent  people  the 
observation,  that  the  revisers  might  as  well  have 
omitted  the  word  "one"  altogether  in  the  text, 
and  have  given  .as  the  marginal  rendering — 
"or  evil  one."  Scholars  of  the  most  com- 
petent acquirements,  and  of  great  experience, 
are  divided  in  opinion  upon  this  matter.  It  is 
certain  that  none,  however  learned,  can  affirm 
either  rendering  to  be  infallibly  right.  The 
Rev.  Canon  Cook,  Editor  of  the  "  Speaker's 
Commentary,"  has  issued  a  protest  against  the 
change.  As  to  the  grammatical  point  which 
occasions  difficulty,  that  the  Greek  may  be 
either  neuter  or  masculine—-"  evil "  in 
the  abstract,  or  "  the  evil  one," — a  clever 
writer  has  made  the  suggestive  observation, 
that  the  Enghsh  language  cannot  imitate  the 
undoubted  ambiguity  of  the  Greek  original, 
as  the  Germans  do  when  they  improve  upon 
Luther  by  rendering  "  Erlose  uns  von  dem 
}tdsen,"  in  stead  of  "von  dem  Uebel."  "That," 


says  this  writer,  "  is  the  ideal  translation,  and, 
tike  the  Greek,  would  be  understood  by  the 
superstitious,  infalUbly  of  a  Person  ;  by  the 
cultured,  of  abstract  Evil"      It    has    been  , 

pointed  out,  that  the  prayer  avoids  persona/         1 
terms,  excepting  only  in  tiie  invocation  ;  and  i 

the  neuter  form,  to  -wovTipov,  is  more  genera)  ' 

than  the  masculine,  and  includes  in  this  way  I 

the  whole  ^rtittj  of  evil^phyaical  and  moral,  | 

internal  and  external,  temporal  and  eternal.  i 

To  translate  it  as  the  revisers  suggest  would  I 

be  to  limit  its  wide  and  comprehensive  scope  | 

and  meaning.     Alford  speaks  quite  positively  | 

against  the  masculine  reading,  saying  that  the  i 

"introduction  of  the   mention    of  'the  evil  ' 

one 'would  here  be  quite  incongruous,  and 
even  absurd."     It  would  have  been  well,  it  ' 

seems  to  us,  had  the  revisers  taken  more  to  i 

heart,  here  and  elsewheie,  the  weighty  remark 
of  Tischendorf,  that  "  the  question  must  often 
no  longer  be  which  is  the  more  aneierti,  but 
which  is  pre-eminent  by  Us  proper  force  and 
reasonableness."  At  any  rate,  vrith  the  am- 
biguity existing  in  their  own  minds,  it  was 
scarcely  wise  to  insert  "evil  one^'  in  the  test. 

Witii  respect  to  the  omission  of  the  Dox- 
ology,  it  seems,  that  though  our  ears  have 
been  accustomed  to  its  grand  music,  and  our 
hearts  to  its  inspiring  sentiments,  the  evidence 
is  against  its  retention.  'I'he  internal  and  the 
external  evidence  seem  to  be  equally  strong 
against  it.  Vet  it  appears  in  the  Curetonian, 
or  old  Syriac  Version,  which  is  held  to  be  as 
ancient  as  the  second  century.  It  probably 
found  its  way  from  the  ancient  liturgies  to  die 
margins  of  the  MSS.,  and  through  long  and 
devout  usage  and  illustrious  sanction  passed 
from  the  margin  into  the  text  The  best 
MSS.  do  not  contain  it,  nor  the  earlier  ver- 
sions.    The  Catholics  do  not  include  it. 

Upon  the  whole,  then,  as  will  have  been 
seen — our  judgment  and  sympathy  are  rather 
with  the  old  than  with  the  new  versions  of 
the  prayer.  Much,  no  doubt,  of  the  sympathy 
arises  through  long  familiarity  and  tender 
associations  ;  but  it  may  fairly  be  urged,  that 
a  prayer  which  has  constituted  the  short  and 
simple  liturgy  of  millions  of  Protestant  Eng- 
lishmen during  many  generations  should  not 
be  given  up  lightly ;  not  even  though  scholars 
of  the  highest  rank,  and  divines  of  acknow' 
ledged  learning  and  piety,  unite  to  require  its 
surrender.  Many  of  us  will  spend  our  "ap- 
pointed time  "  in  the  use  of  the  familiar  ver- 
sion, and  still  put  forward  some  claim 
to  be  regarded  as  the  true  friends  of  a  free 
criticism  and  translation  of  the  sacred  Scrip- 
tures. 

WILLIAM   DORUNC. 
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By    S.   a.    WHITEHOUSE. 


USE  I"  sighed  little  Ruth  Graham,  as 
she  tiudged  home  from  school  one 
bright  Sunday  aAemooD  in  early  spring — 
"  I'm  sure  I'm  of  no  use.  Teacher  said  we 
could  all  give  up  sometliing  for  Jesus'  sake ; 
but  I  don't  see  how  I  can  ;  I've  nothing  to 
give."  And  opening  the  little  gate  she  made 
her  way  into  the  pretty  thatched  cottage 
which  was  her  home. 

"  That's    right,    Ruth  i "    cried   a   loud, 


cheery  voice.  "  I'm  glad  you're  home  early, 
for  your  uncle  and  I  thought  we'd  have  a  bit 
of  a  walk  before  tea,  as  it's  so  fine.  Look 
after  the  fire,  child,  and  get  the  tea-things 
out  against  we  come  home,"  and  Mr.  and 
Mrs.    Graham  left    the    cottage  in  Ruth's 

Though  bright  out-of-doors,  it  was  chilly 
within,  and  Rulh  soon  made  herself  com- 
fortable on  her  little  stool  by  the  fire,  and 
began  the  new  book  she  had  brought  home 
from  the  school  library.     Sut  her  thoughts 
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wandered  from  the  book,  for  her  mind  was 
still  occupied  by  the  afternoon's  lesson.  It 
had  been  about  the  call  of  the  four  fisher- 
men apostles  to  leave  their  boats  and  follow 
Christ,  and  the  teacher  had  tried  to  impress 
on  her  class  the  duty  laid  on  each  to  be 
ready  to  give  up  all  for  His  sake.  Before 
the  lesson  was  finished  the  bell  for  the  close 
of  school  had  nmg,  and  thus  little  Ruth  had 
been  left  unsatisfied.  She  longed  to  live  for 
the  Saviour,  of  whose  love  she  had  so  often 
heard ;  but  she  could  not  see  how  she  could 
give  up  all  for  Him,  when  she  herself  had 
nothing.  She  had  heen  too  shy  to  ask  for 
help  from  her  teacher,  so  she  had  come  home 
full  of  sad  perplexity,  and  she  sat  for  a  long 
time  thinking  on  this  subject,  and  forgetful  of 
all  else. 

She  was  at  length  startled  out  of  her 
reverie  by  a  sharp  voice  behind  her. 

"  Good  gracious,  Ruth  1 "  it  cried ;  "  what 
have  you  been  about  ?  There's  the  fire  out, 
and  the  kettle  off  the  boil,  I'll  be  bound. 
Bless  my  heart,  child !  you're  of  no  more 
use  than  a  baby.  There  I  take  my  things 
up-stairs,  and  don't  stand  staring  like  that  1 " 
And  Mrs.  Graham  tied  a  large  apron  over 
her  smart  Sunday  gown,  and  bustled  about 
to  make  up  for  Ruth's  neglect.  Poor  little 
gitl !  her  aunt's  words  came  as  an  echo  and 
confirmation  of  her  own  thoughts,  and  she 
carried  a  heavy  heart  to  bed  that  night,  after 
an  evening  made  unhappy  by  her  aunt's  dis- 
pleasure. 

Ruth's  parents  had  died  when  she  was 
only  a  few  months  old,  and  her  uncle,  a 
kind-hearted  man,  had  taken  her  into  his 
childless  home.  He  was  employed  in  a 
factory  near  his  house,  and,  as  he  earned, 
good  wages  and  his  wife  was  a  capital 
manager,  there  was  no  lack  of  comfort  in 
the  cottage.  Mrs.  Graham  was  a  brisk,  in- 
dustrious woman,  and,  as  she  boasted  to  her 
neighbours,  "  had  always  done  her  duty  by 
Ruth ; "  but  she  forgot  that  "  love  is  the 
fulfilling  of  the  law,"  and  a  warm,  motherly 
kiss  or  loving  word  would  have  made  the 
little  girl's  life  much  happier  than  any  out- 
ward comforts  could  do.  There  was  a  deep 
spring  of  love  in  the  child's  heart,  but  as  yet 
nothing  had  called  it  forth,  and  she  often 
longed  for  some  one  whom  she  could  love, 
and  who  would  return  her  aftection. 

Ruth  was  awakened  next  morning  by  the 
sunlight  streaming  into  her  room,  and  when 
she  opened  her  window  she  was  greeted  by 
the  songs  of  the  birds,  and  a  soft  breeze 
blew  the  curls  back  from  her  face.  It  was 
so  bright  and  beautiful  that  she  forgot  her 


sorrow  of  the  previous  evening,and  remcmbei- 
ing  that  it  was  washing-day — a  time  of  some 
affliction  to  Ruth  generally — she  determined 
to  try  to  hel[)  her  aunt  as  much  as  possible,  to 
make  up  for  her  carelessness  yesterday  afler- 
noon.  Washing,  however,  usually  had  cot 
a  pleasing  efl'ect  on  Mrs.  Graham's  temper, 
and,  as  it  was  holiday-time,  Ruth  rather 
dreaded  the  morning,  and  was  therefore 
very  much- relieved  when  her  aunt  called  her 
into  the  washhouse,  and,  giving  her  a  basket, 
said,  "  I  want  you  to  go  to  Beech  Farm,  and 
ask  Mrs.  Pope  to  let  me  have  half-a-dozen  of 
her  Spanish  fowl's  eggs.  It's  high  time  to 
set  the  white  hen,  and  she  promised  to  kt 
me  have  some  ^gs  to  put  under  her.  You 
needn't  hurry,  child,  for  1  don't  want  you 
clattering  about  while  I'm  washing.  Mind 
you  don't  break  the  eggs,"  she  called  after 
Ruth  as  she  left  the  cottage. 

The  little  girl  was  glad  of  the  walk  on 
such  a  lovely  morning ;  but  there  was  one, 
or  rather  several,  drawbacks  to  her  perfect 
enjoyment  of  it,  and  those  dfawbacks  were — 
cows  1  Her  way  lay  through  two  or  three 
long  fields,  by  one  side  of  which  ran  a  pretty 
rocky  stream,  bordered  by  trees  and  bushes, 
and  those  fields,  Ruth  felt  sure,  would  at 
this  time  be  occupied  by  her  special  dread — 
a  herd  of  cows.  It  was  of  no  use  to  yield  to 
her  fear,  for  she  dare  not  speak  of  it  to  her 
aunt ;  so,  with  a  beating  heart,  she  made  her 
way  to  the  turn-stile,  hoping  to  find  her  foes 
peacefully  reposing  at  the  other  end.  of  the 
field.  But,  no  I  there  was  one  particularly 
savage-looking  cow  grazmg  close  to  the  foot- 
path, and  tossing  its  head  and  lashing  its  tail 
in  the  most  alarming  manner.  Ruth  lingered, 
hoping  that  it  would  move  ;  but  at  last  she 
crept  through  the  gate  on  tip-toe,  fearful  of 
exciting  the  cow's  wrath,  and  made  her  way 
near  to  the  edge  of  the  stream,  keeping  a 
close  watch  on  her  enemy's  movements, 
ready  to  take  instant  flight  at  any  dangerous 
indications. 

As  she  walked  quickly  And  fearfully  along 
she  was  surprised  to  hear  a  harsh  laugh, 
mingled  with  what  seemed  to  be  the  piteous 
mews  of  a  kitten.  She  soon  came  to  a  spot 
where  the  field  sloped  down  to  the  stream, 
and  there  stood  a  big  boy,  enjoying  the 
cruel  sport  of  teasing  a  tiny  kitten.  He  had 
fastened  it  securely  to  a  long  stout  stick,  and 
was  dipping  it  into  the  water,  until  it  was 
nearly  drowned,  and  then  lifting  it  out,  so  as 
to  prolong  the  poor  creature's  sufferings. 
Ruth  forgot  all  about  the  cows,  and,  running 
down  the  bank,  she  laid  her  hand  on  the 
boy's  arm,  crying,  "  Oh,  Tom  I  please  don't 


ONLY  A  CAT. 


779 


do  that.  Poor  little  thing !  do  pull  U  out  of . 
the  water,  and  let  me  have  it." 

"  Nonsense ! "  cried  the  boy,  shaking  her 
hand  off.  "  It's  jolly  fun  to  hear  it  squeak. 
Missis  said  I  was  to  drownd  it,  and  a  long 
way  of  drowning  is  as  good  as  a  short."  And 
poor  pussy  was  again  dipped  into  the  water. 
The  little  girl's  indignation  and  sorrow  knew 
no  bounds,  and  at  last  she  burst  into  tears, 
and  with  sobs  begged  the  cruel  lad  to  spare 
the  kitten,  or  to  kill  it  at  once.  Her  en- 
treaties would  have  had  little  effect,  but  Tom 
saw  his  master  crossing  the  field,  and,  fearing 
to  get  into  trouble,  he  flung  the  stick  into 
the  stream,  and,  with  a  mocking  laugh  at 
Ruth's  tearful  face,  ran  quickly  away. 

Ruth  saw  in  a  moment  that  the  stick  in 
falling  had  lifted  the  kitten  out  of  the  water, 
and  it  was  resting  on  a  stone  in  the  middle 
of  the  stream.  The  little  girl  pulled  off  her 
shoes  and  stockings,  and,  jumping  from  rock 
to  rock,  reached  the  poor  little  creature, 
untied  it,  and  returned  safely  to  the  bank 
with  her  dripping  burden.  She  then  ran  as 
fast  as  possible  to  Beech  Fann,  where  kind, 
motherly  Mrs.  Pope  listened  to  her  tale, 
dried  pussy's  wet  fur,  and  gave  it  a  saucerfnl 
of  warm  milk  before  the  kitchen  fire.  For-, 
tunately  Ruth  did  not  forget  her  aunt's 
message  about  the  eggs,  and,  with  them  in 
one  basket  and  pussy  in  another,  she  made 
her  way  home  with  a  happy  heart, 

Mrs.  Graham's  clothes  had  been  drying 
quickly  on  this  breezy  morning,  so  she  was 
prepared  graciously  to  grant  Ruth's  request, 
as  with  her  kitten  in  her  extended  pinafore 
she  pleaded,  "Do  let  me  keep  this  dear 
little  thing  I "  "  Well,  yes,"  she  said,  "  It  '11 
be  a.  good  thing  to  have  a  cat  to  keep  down 
the  mice."  So  the  kitten  found  a  home  in 
the  cottage,  to  Ruth's  great  joy. 


The  rescued  kitten  soon  recovered,  and 
became  a  daily  increasing  pleasure  to  Ruth. 
It  certainly  was  a  pretty  little  creature,  and 
was  as  full  of  life  and  fun  as  most  kittens. 
But  in  Ruth's  opinion  there  never  was,  and 
there  never  would  be,  another  cat  like  her 
pussy,  so  beautiful  and  winning  in  its  ways, 
and  so  quick  in  learning  all  the  tricks  which 
she  taught  it.  The  love  so  long  shut  up 
in  the  child's  heart,  was  poured  forth  on  her 
httle  pet  It  was  only  a  cat,  but  it  was 
something  on  which  slie  could  lavish  her 
"love  and  caresses,  and  which  could  heartily 
return  her  affection.  How  delightful  it  was 
to  see  pussy  waiting  for  her  when  she  came 
back  ftom  school,  ready,  as  soon  as   she 


appeared,  to  run  to  meet  her  with  joyful 
purrs !  It  was  so  pleasant  to  be  welcomed 
and  loved,  that  the  little  girl's  face  grew 
brighter,  and  her  laugh  often  sounded  merrily 
through  the  garden  as  she  chased  her  kitten 
down  the  paths  or  watched  her  playing  with 
the  withered  leaves. 

But  just  as  Ruth's  life  was  growing  brighter 
and  happier  a  shadow  fell  over  the  cottage. 
One  afternoon,  when  she  returned  from 
school,  she  was  surprised  to  find  the  kitchen, 
usually  so  neat  at  that  hour,  still  uncleared, 
the  &re  low,  and  no  preparations  made  for 
tea.  She  heard  footsteps  in  her  aunt's  room 
above,  and  presently  Mrs.  Graham  and  a 
stranger  came  down-stairs.  After  the  gentle- 
man had  gone  she  came  into  the  kitchen, 
and  Ruth  was  astonished  to  see  that  her  eyes 
were  swollen  with  crying.  She  soon  learnt 
that  her  uncle  had  met  with  an  accident  in 
the  factory,  and  one  arm  was  so  much  in- 
jured that  the  doctor  feared  that  it  must  be 
amputated.  Ruth  was  not  old  enough  fully 
to  understand  all  the  suffering  that  would 
come  upon  them,  if  the  bread-winner  of  the 
family  were  laid  aside;  but  she  was  very 
sorry  for  her  uncle's  sake,  and  even  pussy  could 
not  cheer  away  the  gloom  of  that  sad  evening. 

For  the  next  few  weeks  Ruth  was  left  very 
much  to  herself,  and  the  company  of  her 
kitten  now  became  dearer  than  ever.  Ruth 
received  many  sharp  words  from  her  aunt, 
for  the  poor  woman  was  greatly  harassed  by 
wakeful  nights  and  busy  days.  The  little 
girl  did  all  she  could  to  help  her,  and  was 
really  of  great'  use;  but  on  some  days  all 
her  efforts  seemed  only  rewarded  by  hard 
words  and  sour  looks.  Her  life  would  have 
been  very  unhappy  if  it  had  not  been  for  her 
beloved  cat  In  the  evening,  when  her  work 
was  done,  she  liked  to  sit  in  the  porch  with 
kitty  in  her  lap,  and  when  quictty  crying 
over  some  sharp  rebuke  from  her  aunt,  it  was 
very  comforting  to  hear  her  favourite's  gentle 
purr,  and  to  feel  the  soft  furry  head  rubbed 
against  her  cheek,  as  if  in  sympathy. 

One  lovely  evening  Ruth  was  standing  at 
the  gate  with  her  cat  in  her  arms,  when  a 
pretty  basket-carriage  stopped,  and  a  lady 
who  was  in  it  begged  her  to  bring  a  glass  of 
water  for  a  little  girl,  rather  older  than  Ruth, 
who  was  with  her.  When  she  returned  with 
the  water  the  child  began  to  admire  her  cat, 
and  Ruth,  always  proud  to  show  off  the 
beauty  and  cleverness  of  her  pet,  put  her 
through  all  her  tricks.  The  little  girl  was 
charmed,  and,  turning  to  her  governess,  said, 
"  Miss  Bird,  don't  you  think  mamma  would  let 
me  buy  this  cat  ?  Shesaid  I  might  have  one." 
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"  I  dare  say  she  would,  Lucy,"  was  the 
answer;  "but  perhaps  the  little  girl  is  too 
fond  of  her  cat  to  part  with  it," 

"  Oh  yes  ! "  cried  Ruth,  pressitig  pussy 
very  closely  to  her.  "Indeed,  I  couldn't 
sell  her ;  I  love  her  so  much." 

"  But  I  would  give  you  a  sovereign  for  it  1 " 
exclaimed  Lucy,  who  was  a  spoiled  child,  and 
not  accustomed  to  be  denied  any  desire. 
"  You  could  easily  get  another  cat." 

"But  another  cat  wouldn't  be  iny  kitty," 
said  Ruth.     "  No,  no,  I  cannot  give  her  up." 

"Well,  I  think  you  are  a  very  silly  little 
girl,"  cried  Lucy,  much  vexed.  "A  sovereign 
would  be  a  great  deal  for  you  to  have." 

Miss  Bird  interposed,  and  telling  Ruth,  if 
she  changed  her  mind,  she  might  bring  the 
cat  to  Major  Roberts's  house,  they  drove 
away.  Ruth  felt  certain,  however,  that 
nothing  would  alter  her  feeling,  and  bestowed 
more  affection  than  ever  on  pussy. 

During  this  time  Ruth  had  not  forgotten 
the  subject  which  had  occupied  her  thoughts 
some  weeks  before.  Her  Sunday  teacher 
had  been  away,  and  so  Ruth  had  never  had 
any  answer  to  her  doubts.  But  on  the 
Sunday  following  this  incident  she  was  de- 
lighted to  find  that  her  own  teacher,  Miss 
Maurice,  had  returned,  and  as  she  happened 
to  walk  part  of  the  way  home  with  the  little 
girl,  Ruth  found  courage  to  tell  her  of  her 
perplexity.  Miss  Maurice  was  pleased  to 
see  that  her  lesson  had  been  remembered, 
and  was  very  glad  to  help  the  child.  "  You 
must  not  think,  dear  Ruth,"  she  said,  "  that 
you  cannot  serve  God  because  you  have  no 
money.  If  you  try  to  do  what  is  right  every 
day,  you  arc  serving  Him,  and  you  may  be 
His  little  servant  by  giving  up  what  you 
like  yourself,  in  order  to  help  some  one 
else.  Tlie  great  thing,  my  child,  is  to  do 
everytbmg  we  can  to  please  Him,  and  if  we 
do  the  little  daily  duties  for  His  sake,  some 
day  He  may  call  us  to  do  something  greater. 
Don't  be  cast  down,  Ruthie.  God  is  so 
good  that  the  Bible  tells  us  He  even  accepts 
our  wisAa  to  do  right,"  and,  kissing  the  little 
girl,  she  left  her  much  comforted. 

That  night,  as  Ruth  knelt  by  her  little 
bed,  she  prayed  earnestly  that  God  would 
show  her  a  way  to  please  Him,  little  think- 
ing what  pain  the  answer  to  that  prayer 
would  bring  her. 


The  next  day  Mrs.  Graham  was  un- 
usually gruff  and  hard  to  satisfy.  Little  Ruth 
was  busy  all  the  morning,  but  nothing  she 
did  could  please  her  aunt,  and  the  time  wore 


drearily  away.  Her  uncle's  ann  had  been 
healing,  but  for  the  last  day  or  two  there  had 
been  a  relapse,  and  the  doctor  expressed  great 
anxiety  about  it  Though  Mr,  Graham  had 
earned  good  wages,  he  had  never  thought  of 
saving  much  money,  and  the  long  weeks  of  en- 
forced idleness  had  exhausted  their  little  store. 

In  the  evening  Ruth  learnt  the  secret  of 
her  aunf  s  ill-humour,  for  the  poor  woman 
told  hei,  with  an  unusual  burst  of  confidence, 
that  they  were  very  much  behindhand  with 
the  rent,  and  that  the  landlord  had  threat- 
ened that  if  the  amount  were  not  forth- 
coming by  the  next  afternoon  they  would  have 
to  leave  the  cottage.    She  ended  by  saying — 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  where  the  money 
is  to  come  from,  for  it's  a  whole  pound  we 
owe,  I'm  certain  it  '11  be  your  uncle's  death 
if  we  have  to  leave  this  place,  for  we've  lived 
in  it  ever  since  we  were  wed." 

Ruth  sat  sadly  in  the  porch  that  evening 
thinking  over  her  aunt's  trouble.  Pussy  was 
gamboling  on  the  path,  darting  out  at  the 
flickering  shadows,  and  frisking  after  her  own 
tail.  Ruth  was  thinking  howpretty  she  looked, 
when  suddenly  she  remembered  the  offer 
which  Miss  Lucy  had  made  for  her  cat.  It 
was  just  the  sum  which  her  aunt  needed  to 
pay  the  rent ;  but  the  idea  of  parting  with 
the  kitten,  her  chief  joy  and  comfort,  was  so 
painful  that  she  tried  to  banish  it  from  her 
thoughts.  But  her  teacher's  words  and  her 
own  prayer  of  £he  previous  evening  came 
into  her  mind,  and  she  felt  that  this  nas 
the  answer  she  had  asked  for.  The  twi- 
light thickened,  and  pussy  crept  into  her 
lap,  and  curled  herself  up  to  sleep  with 
gentle  purrs,  not  heeding  the  tears  which 
bedewed  her  soft  fur,  and  not  knowing  of 
the  struck  which  was  going  on  in  her  little 
mistress's  heart  At  last  Mrs.  Graham 
called  Ruth  sharply  in  and  sent  her  to  bed, 
with  a  reproof  for  staying  out  so  late.  She 
knelt  long,  praying  with  many  tears  that 
God  would  help  her  to  do  what  was  right, 
and  then,  creeping  into  bed,  she  sobbed 
herself  to  sleep. 

When  Ruth  awoke  next  morning  she  felt 
a  heavy  weight  on  her  heart,  and  soon 
remembered  her  resolve  of  last  night.  While 
she  was  dressing  she  could  not  help  hoping 
that  something  would  happen  to  prevent  her 
from  carrying  it  out.  Her  aunt,  however, 
during  breakfast  told  her  that  she  could 
not  go  to  school  that  day,  as  she  wanted  her 
to  go  on  an  errand  in  the  opposite  direction, 
and  this  Ruth  knew  would  lead  her  past 
Major  Roberts's  house.  The  poor  child 
could  eat  little  of  her  basin  of  bread  and 
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milk,  and  pussy  had  an  extra  feast  as  bet  last. 
How  pretty  she  looked,  and  how  lovingly  she 
rubbed  herself  against  the  little  girl's  arm  j 

Ruth  put  on  her  little  sun-bonnet,  and, 
taking  pussy  in  her  aims,  set  out  on  ber  sad 
mission.  It  was  a  quiet  lane,  and  Kuth 
indulged  in  many  a  hearty  fit  of  crying  before 
she  reached  Major  Roberts's  door.  Her 
gentle  ring  was  answered  by  the  cook,  a  stout, 
motherly  soul,  to  whom  Ruth  timidly  ex- 
plained her  errand.  She  was  taken  into  the 
kitchen,  which  filled  her  with  wonder  by  its 
lai^e  fire  and  handsomely  covered  dresser, 
and  Miss  Lucy  soon  came  in. 

"  I'm  so  glad  you've  changed  your  mind  !" 
she  cried.  "  You  see  you  can  easily  get 
another  cat;  but  I  did  so  want  this  onej  she 
is  so  pretty  J "  and  she  hugged  the  cat  de- 
lightedly. 

"  Please,"  faltered  Ruth,  "  you'll  be  very 
kind  to  her,  won't  you?" 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  Lacy ;  "  I  shall  give  her 
plenty  to  eat,  so  she  will  be  very  fond  of 
me.  Here  is  the  money  I  promised  you  for 
her ; "  and  she  went  off  to  show  her  new  pet 
to  her  mother,  nithout  allowing  poor  Ruth 
time  to  give  a  farewell  hug  to  her  beloved 
cat.  In  her  secret  heart  she  thought  that  no 
amount  of  food  would  make  up  to  pussy  for 
all  the  love  she  bestowed  on  her.  Cook's 
kind  heart  felt  for  the  little  girl,  for  she  had 
remarked,  what  had  escaped  the  notice  of 
the  spoiled  child,  how  sorrowfully  Ruth  had 
given  up  her  pet,  and  the  good  woman  gave 
her  a  hearty  kiss,  and  slipped  a  large  rosy 
apple  into  her  hand  when  she  left. 

Ruth  soon  executed  her  aunt's  errand,  and 
returned  quietly  and  mournfully  with  the 
bright  sovereign  held  tightly  in  her  hand. 
Her  aunt  was  washing  when  she  reached 
home,  and  her  temper,  usually  much  tried  on 
those  necessary  occasions,  was  made  spe- 
cially exacting  by  her  anxiety  about  the 
rent.  Poor  Ruth  was  blamed  for  having 
been  so  long,  and  till  dinner-time  no  suit- 
able opportunity  occurred  for  giving  her  aunt 
the  sovereign.  But  as  she  was  clearing  away 
the  dinner  things  Ruth  ventured  to  say — 

"  Please,  aunt,  here's  the  pound  for  the 
rent,"  and  put  the  sovereign  down  on  the 
table  beside  her. 

"Bless  my  heart,  child  !"  cried  Mrs.  Gra- 
ham, "where  did  you  get  it?  You  can't 
have  earned  it." 

Ruth  had  to  swallow  down  a  chokbg  sob 
before  she  could  say,  "  I've  sold  my  kitty. 
Miss  Lucy  Robots  saw  her  the  other  day, 
and  said  she'd  buy  her ;  so  I  took  her  tlus 
morning." 


"  Well,  well,"  said  her  aunt,  much  softened, 
"  you're  a  good  child,  Ruth.  When  we  get 
straight  again,  you  shall  have  another  cat." 
She  little  thought  how  much  her  niece  had 
given  up  in  parting  with  the  thing  which  she 
loved  best  in  the  world  j  for  to  her  it  was 
only  a  cat,  and  could  be  easily  replaced. 
But  God  measures  our  sacrifices  by  what 
they  are  to  us,  and  not  by  their  actual 
worth. 


Pussy's  departure  seemed  the  begimung 
of  better  days  for  the  cottage,  for  Mrs.  Gra- 
ham obtained  some  employment  from  a 
lady  in  the  neighbourhood,  who  paid  her 
well,  and  sent  many  a  delicacy  for  the  sick 
man.  With  the  nourishing  food,  which  his 
wife  was  now  able  to  get  for  him,  he  rapidly 
improved,  and  the  doctor  gave  good  hopes 
of  his  recovery.  So  the  summer  slipped 
away,  and  though  Ruth  sorely  missed  her 
little  companion,  she  felt  glad  that  she  had 
been  able  to  give  her  up. 

At  last  a  day  came  when  her  uncle  was 
well  enough  to  go  out  to  church,  and  though 
thin  and  pale,  his  ann  was  so  much  belter 
that  he  hoped  in  a  week  or  two  to  be  at 
work  again.  Ruth  was  sitting  in  the  porch 
that  evening,  feeling  very  happy  at  her  uncle's 
recovery,  when  the  gate  clicked,  and  looking 
up  she  saw  the  kind,  rosy  face  of  Major 
Roberts's  cook.  "I  thought I'drunin, dearie," 
she  said,  "as  I'm  going  to  church,  to  say 
that  Miss  Lucys  tired  of  the  cat,  and  if  you 
like  to  have  it  back,  you  can.  And  there's  a 
cake  for  you,  lovey,"  and  the  good-natured 
soul  bustled  away  without  waiting  for  thanks. 
Ruth  was  pleased  with  the  cake,  for,  poor 
child!  she  did  not  have  many,  and  still  more 
with  cook's  kindness.  But  her  delight 
about  her  dear  pussy  knew  no  bounds.  How 
could  Miss  Lucy  be  tired  of  her?  but  how 
glad  she  would  be  to  have  her  back  1  Ruth 
spent  the  rest  of  the  evening  in  pleasant 
conjectures  as  to  kitty's  growth  and  appear- 
ance, and  having  gained  her  aunt's  consent 
that  she  might  fetch  her  the  next  evening, 
she  went  happily  to  bed. 

How  delightful  it  was  to  wake  next  morn- 
ing with  the  sun  pouring  into  her  room,  and 
to  feel  that  before  nigjjit  she  would  have  her 
pet  back  1  The  day  passed  very  slowly,  but 
at  last  tea  was  over,  and  Ruth,  arrayed  in  a 
dean  pinafore  and  her  Sunday  hat,  set  out. 
She  made  such  haste  that  she  was  quite  out 
of  breath  when  she  reached  the  gate,  and 
had  to  walk  about  to  get  cool  before  she 
rang.     Cook  opened  the  door,  but  she  did 
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not  look  as  bright  as  usual,  but  ushered 
Ruth  into  the  kitchen,  and  then  busied  her- 
•clf  about  something  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room.  After  a  few  minutes  Miss  Lucy  came 
in,  and  going  up  to  Ruth,  put  a  packet  into  ber 
luuid  and  said,  "  Here  are  some  sweets  for 
jrou,  little  girl"  Ruth's  face  brightened  and 
she  waited,  expecting  to  see  pussy  appear. 
After  a  pause,  Lucy  continued  with  some 
embarrassment,  "  I'm  sorry  about  yonr  cat ; 
but  this  morning  she  got  at  some  fish  my 
brother  brought  home,  and  he  was  so  angry 
that  he  set  his  dogs  at  her,  and  they  killed 
her.  But  I  dare  say  you  can  get  another 
as  pretty,"  she  added,  with  an  attempt  at 
consolation. 

The  colour  faded  from  Ruth's  face  and 
the  light  from  her  eyes.  For  a  moment  she 
stood  as  if  turned  to  stone,  then  flinging  the 
sweets  passionately  on  the  ground,  crying, 
"  He  was  wicked  and  cruel  to  do  it,  and  I 
hate  him  for  it .' "  she  left  the  kitchen  in  a 
storm  of  angry  tears. 

Cook  let  her  out,  and  on  returning  to  the 
kitchen  found  Miss  Lucy  busy  picking  up 
the  scattered  sweetmeats. 

"  What  a  rude,  ungrateful  little  girl ! "  she 
cried.  "  What  a  passion  she's  in  just  over  a 
cat!" 

"  Why,  miss,"  said  cook  reproachfully, 
"the  poor  child's  cut  up  about  her  peL 
Any  one  can  see  how  she's  set  her  heart  upon 
it."  And  the  good  woman  whisked  off  a 
tear  which  had  &Uen  on  the  plate  she  was 
wiping. 

Meanwhile  Ruth  had  gone  into  a  field  near 
by,  and  was  lying  on  the  ground  with  her 
face  hidden  in  the  grass.  She  thought  of 
her  pretty  pet,  so  soft,  so  gentle  and  loving 
in  her  ways,  and  then  of  her  being  terrified 
by  dogs,  and  cruelly  killed  by  them,  till  her 
whole  body  shook  with  her  passionate  grief 
But  quieter  thoughts  came,  and  conscience 
whispered  that  she  had  been  wrong  to  speak 
so  rudely  and  hastily  to  the  young  lady,  who 
had  meant  to  be  kind.  So  after  her  sobs 
were  hushed,  the  little  girl  timidly  crept  back 
to  the  kitchen  door,  and  when  cook  appeared, 
she  lifted  her  tear-stained  face  and  said — 
"  Please,  ma'am,  it  was  wrong  for  me  lo  speak 
rudely  to  the  lady;  please  tell  her  I'm  sorry." 
Cook  could  not  speak,  but  she  took  Ruth  in 
her  arms  and  gave  her  a  hearty  hug,  and  the 
child  never  knew  what  a  help  her  simple  con- 
fession of  wrong-doing  was  to  the  kind-hearted 
but  hasty  woman,  and  how  often  the  remem- 
brance of  it  checked  her  angry  words  at  some 
undeserved  rebuke. 

Ruth  went  sorrowfully  home.     It  was  get- 


ting dusk,  and  ^e  did  so  wish  she  could 
creep  up  to  bed  without  going  in  to  her 
uncle  and  aunt.  But  that  could  not  be,  so 
after  taking  off  her  things  she  went  quietly 
into  the  kitchen.  The  only  light  came  From 
the  wood  fire,  which  snapped  and  flickered  on 
the  hearth,  setting  weird  shadows  dancing  on 
the  wall. 

«  Well,  child,  irfiere's  die  cat  ?  "  cried  her 
aunt 

"  It's  dead,"  said  Ruth  with  another  burst 
of  grief,  and  then  with  many  sobs  she  told 
her  sad  tale.  Her  uncle  was  vexed  at  the 
cruel  death  of  the  poor  creature,  but  he  was 
surprised  at  Ruth's  intense  sorrow. 

"  Why,  my  lass,"  he  said,  "  if  you  were  so 
fond  of  your  cat,  why  did  you  sell  her?  1 
thought  you'd  got  tired  of  her." 

"  Oh  no,"  said  Ruth  earnestly,  "  I  could 
never  be  tired  of  her ;"  and  then  little  by 
little  she  told  them  of  her  teacher's  words,  of 
her  own  longing  to  do  something  for  God, 
and  of  her  wish  to  help  them  in  Iheir  trouble. 
When  she  had  finished,  she  was  gently  lifted 
on  to  her  aunt's  knee,  and  with  her  head  on 
her  breast,  and  the  rough  but  kindly  hand 
stroking  her  hair,  Ruth  felt  a  happiness  steal 
into  her  heart  such  as  she  had  never  known 
before.  After  a  time  her  aunt  gave  her  her 
supper,  and,  as  she  was  woru  out  with  crying, 
sent  her  early  to  bed. 

After  she  had    gone,   Mr.   Graham  and 

s  wife  sat  for  some  time  in  silence  gazing 
at  \he  fire.  At  last  he  said — "  Do  you  mind, 
wife,  what  Parson  read  to  us  in  church  yester- 
day, about  the  ;blessed  Lord's  taking  a  child 
and  teaching  His  disciples  by  it  ?  Seems  lo 
me,  He's  done  that  to-night  for  us  by  our 
little  maid." 

Yes,"  said  his  wife;  "  I  never  thought,  as 
we're  poor  folk,  the  Lord  would  look  for  any- 
thing from  us,  but  to  live  honest-tike  and  pay 
our  way,  and  go  to  church,  but  Ruth  don't 
seem  to  think  that's  enough.  And  I've  been 
very  cross  to  her,"  she  added  contritely, 
"  since  I've  been  worrited  about  you.  But 
I'll  try  and  be  more  mother-like  to  her;  and 
perhEtps  the  Lord  will  teach  us  what's  right 
by  her." 

Little  Ruth's  deed  of  loving  sacrifice  was 
the  beginning  of  happier  days  for  the  house- 
hold. It  bound  her  closely  to  her  uncle 
and  aunt,  and  she  never  again  felt  the  want 
of  kind  and  loving  words.  She  led  them 
by  her  simple  act  to  think  of  something 
beyond  the  daily  round  of  cares,  and  uncon- 
1  sly  painted  them  to  Him  who  "spared 
His  own  son,  but  delivered  Him  up  for 
us  all." 
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FIRST   EVENING. 
Optnin?  Hymn:    "Lflrd,  s  mtlcbind  »nd  IobIj."    Lm- 

'  I  "HE  story  of  Naaman  seems  to  be  full  of 

-'-  lessons  for  children.  Let  us  take  as  the 
first  lesson,  the  first  thing  that  strikes  us  as 
we  look  at  him,  and  that  is  his  leprosy.  It 
was  a  strange  atid  terrible  disease.  There  is 
nothing  like  it  in  our  country.  A  leper,  pos- 
sibly, is  the  most  pitiable  object  amongst  all 
the  multitude  of  sufferers.  Leprosy  could 
never  be  hidden,  for  the  skin  of  the  leper 
was  turned  into  white  scales,  from  the  crown 
of  his  head  to  the  sole  of  his  foot.  And  just 
as  a  leper  could  never  escape  the  notice  of 
others,  so  he  would  never  be  able  to  hide  the 
fearful  fact  from  himself— that  he  was  a  leper. 

We  pity  those  who  are  afflicted,  and  we 
may  well  do  so.  But,  strange  to  say,  we  may 
often  find  that  piliable  as  their  cases  may  be, 
it  would  be  well  for  us  if  we  imitated  their 
example.  Not  only  might  many  of  them  be 
taken  by  us  as  patterns  for  patience,  but  we 
might  learn  lessons  of  industry,  cleverness, 
and  indomitable  courage.  There  are  a  thou- 
sand tales  told  of  the  blind,  and  deaf  and 
dumb,  the  lame  and  crippled,  the  sick  and 
the  poor,  who  instead  of  being  a  burden  to 
themselves  and  a  burden  to  others,  have 
served  God  in  the  midst  of  their  sufferings, 
by  serving  their  day  and  generation.  It  has 
always  been  so.  It  is  so  now.  At  home 
and  abroad  we  ate  ever  meeting  with  those 
who  have  been  remarkable  for  some  bodily 
infirmity,  and  who  yet  have  succeeded  in 
accomplishing  some  great  work. 

You  have  seen  the  blind  standing  by  the 
way-side  begging,  and,  as  a  rule,  they  have  a 
placard  hanging  about  their  neck  with  the  | 
tidzAs,PUy  the  poor  biind.  They  are  sure  to 
be  pitied,  for  their  affliction  speaks  for  itself, 
and  every  one  can  see  that  they  are  blind. 
But  all  the  blind  are  not  beggars.  Some 
have  found  out  that  there  is  something  they 
can  do.  They  have  found  out  that  they  can 
do  more  than  others,  who  do  not  seem  to 
have  been  so  heavily  afHicted.  For  instance, 
they  can  do  more  than  the  deaf  and  dumb. 
They  can  hear.  And  the  ear  has  been  called 
the  gateway  to  the  mind.  The  deaf  and 
dumb  labour  under  more  grievous  difficulties 
than  the  blind.  The  blind  can  iwt  only 
hear,  but  their  power  of  hearing  is  so  accu- 


rate and  exact,  that  they  are  placed  by  this 
peculiar  faculty  on  the  same  level  as  ordinary 
men.  The  touch  and  smell  of  the  blind  is 
as  remarkable  as  the  quickness  in  the  eye  of 
the  deaf  and  dumb. 

The  number  of  blind  men  who  have  be- 
come distinguished  is  large.  To-day  you 
would  find  that  one  of  our  most  eminent 
Members  of  Parliament  is  bhnd.  He  not 
only  takes  bis  part  in  the  debates,  but  he 
holds  the  chief  position  in  the  Post-Office. 
There  was  a  similar  member  in  the  Belgian 
Chamber  of  Deputies,  who  often  made  the 
Chamber  ring  with  his  original  and  eloquent 
speeches — but  he  was  blind.  A  boy  called 
blind  Jack  was  celebrated  for  his  boldness  in 
swimming  and  diving.  He  lost  his  sight 
through  small-pox  when  he  was  six  years  of 
age,  and  at  fifteen  he  dived  at  Knaresborough 
and  brought  up  the  body  of  a  man  who  had 
been  drowned.  He  afterwards  became  a 
surveyor,  and  most  of  the  roads  over  the 
Peak  in  Derbyshire  were  altered  by  his 
directions — but  he  was  blind.  A  poor  blind 
girl,  residing  in  one  of  the  provinces  of 
Fftnce.hadfor  many  years, as  her  greatest  com- 
fort, read  her  embossed  Bible  with  her  fingers ; 
getting  out  of  health,  and  becoming,  partially 
paralyzed,  the  hand  was  also  affected,  and 
gradually  all  power  of  touch  was  lost.  Her 
agony  at  her  loss  was  great,  and  in  a  moment 
of  despair  she  took  up  her  Bible,  bent  down 
her  head  and  kissed  the  open  leaf,  by  way, 
as  she  supposed,  of  a  last  farewell.  In  the 
act  of  doing  so,  to  her  great  surprise  and 
sudden  joy,  she  felt  the  letters  distinctly  with 
her  hps.  And  from  that  day  she  still  reads 
her  Bible  with  her  lips — but  she  was  blind. 

It  would  seem  that  lepers  have  their 
chance,  as  well  as  the  blind.  For  in  the 
midst  of  all  our  troubles,  God  is  good  to  all, 
and  His  tender  mercies  are  over  all  His 
works.  The  disease  of  leprosy,  while  affect- 
ing the  skin,  leaves  the  patient  for  a  while  in 
the  possession  of  all  his  powers.  So  that 
even  a  leper  can  do  something  ;  for,  without 
respect  of  persons,  "  where  there's  a  will 
there's  a  way." 

We  pity  Naaman  because  he  was  a  leper. 
But  leper  as  Naaman  was,  he  was  captain  of 
Che  host  of  the  King  of  Syria ;  he  was  a 
great  man  with  his  master,  because  by  him 
the  Lord  had  given  deliverance  unto  Syria; 
and  he  was  also  a  mighty  man  of  valour. 

We  have  here  one  of  those  descriptions 
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for  which  the  Bible  is  noted.  Many  things 
are  toJd  us  in  few  words.  We  are  also  re- 
minded of  another  Sible  fact.  The  Bible  is 
a  selection.  We  are  not  told  everything. 
For  instance,  nothing  is  said  about  the  cause 
of  Naaman's  leprosy,  or  how  it  was  he  came 
to  be  so  successful  i  and  nothing  is  told  us  of 
what  he  did  after  he  was  cured. 

But  notice  how  exact  and  distinct  the  in- 
formation is  which  is  given  to  us.  Look  at 
the  drawing.  How  clearly  the  man  stands 
out.  How  easy  it  is  for  us,  from  this  de- 
scription, to  see  Naaman,  and  to  see  what 
manner  of  man  he  was. 

Jesus  speaks  himself  of  Naaman,  and 
speaks  in  such  a  way  of  bini  as  to  lead  us  to 
single  him  out  fram  the  many  other  lepers  of 
his  time,  Naaman,  leper  though  he  was, 
not  only  made  for  himself  a  position,  but 
deserved  the  success  he  achieved.  For  we 
are  told  he  was  a  brave  and  valiant  man. 
His  time  was  short.  The  creeping  leprosy 
would  presently  disqualify  him  for  any  great 
work.  But  his  shortening  day  would  call  to 
him,  "  Work  while  it  is  called  to-day,  for  the 
night  comeih  in  which  no  man  can  work." 

There  is  something  more  that  we  ought  to 
notice.  Wc  arc  told  distinctly,  "that by  him 
the  Lord  had  given  deliverance  unto  Syria." 
Naaman,  heathen  as  he  was,  may  have  te- 
ceived  in  his  way  some  revelation  of  the 
truth,  that  he  was  not  left  to  his  own  strength 
and  courage  to  fight  his  battle  of  life.  Naa- 
man was  a  martyr  to  leprosy,  and  like  the 
noble  army  of  martyrs,  who  have  struggled 
with  their  blindness,  their  deafness,  their 
sickness,  their  poverty,  might  have  witnessed 
the  good  confession:  "The  excellency  of 
the  power  is  of  God,  and  not  of  us.  We  are 
troubled  on  every  aide,  yet  not  distressed  j 
we  are  perplexed,  but  not  in  despair ;  perse- 
cuted, but  not  forsaken ;  cast  down,  but  not 
destroyed." 


SECOND   BVENIKG. 
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In  the  story  of  Naaman,  we  find  "  a  little 
maid  "  b  brought  before  us  as  distinctly  as 
Naaman  the  leper.  Child  as  she  was,  she 
was  aa  remarkable,  in  her  way,  as  Naaman 
the  Syrian.  She  is  placed  before  us  as 
plainly  as  the  little  child  whom  our  Lord 
took,  and  Set  in  the  midst  of  his  disciples. 

It  was  not  any  leper  whose  case  was  taken 
as  an  example,  but  the  case  of  Naaman  the 
leper,  who  was  captain  of  the  host  of  the 
Kmg  of  Syria,  and  honourable,  because  byhim 


the  Lord  had  given  deliverance  unto  Sj-ria. 
And  so  it  is  not  any  child,  any  girl,  whose  con- 
duct is  noticed.  The  little  child  was,  in  her 
way,  as  great  as  the  mighty  man  of  valour. 
Her  purpose,  like  the  purpose  of  Naaman, 
was  the  same,  Naaman  served  others,  ac- 
cording to  the  will  of  God,  and  the  little  maid 
did,  as  we  shall  see,  a  great  service  to  Naaman. 

As  we  look  at  this  little  maid  who  was 
carried  away  a  captive,  we  are  reminded  thai 
great  and  grievous  changes  may  be  made  in 
our  circumstances.  In  those  days,  and  in 
the  country  where  the  girl  was  bom,  it  was  a 
time  of  war.  The  nations  were  always  fight- 
ing. They  were  ever  killing  each  other,  and 
making  prisoners.  No  one  was  safe.  No 
one  could  tell  what  a  day  would  bring  forth. 
One  day  the  Httle  girl  is  in  her  home,  play- 
ing with  her  brothers  and  sisters,  or  waiting 
on  her  mother.  And  then,  she  is  a  stranger 
in  a  strange  land,  a  captive — a  little  slave, 
and  she  is  set  to  wait  upon  Naaman's  wife. 
For  the  Syrians  had  gone  out  by  companies 
into  Samaria,  and  had  stolen  the  child,  and 
brought  her  with  them  to  their  own  land. 

Such  calamities  as  these  seem  unlikely  to 
happen,  and  we  look  at  our  children  and 
the  children  of  others  as  being  safe  from  any 
such  dangers.  But  even  in  oui  times,  and 
in  our  country,  we  are  taught  that  any  of  us 
may  be  brought  to  desolation  in  a  moment. 
You  remember  the  sinking  of  the  Prinass 
Alkf  in  the  Thames,  when  so  many  men  and 
women  and  children  were  drowned.  There 
was  one  little  boy  I  know  was  left,  for  we 
had  to  get  him  mto  the  Orphan  Working 
School.  And  you  have  only  to  read  the 
long  lists  of  httle  children  which  are  published 
twice  a  year,  who  have  lost  their  parents  in 
different  ways,  and  you  will  find  there  are  to- 
day the  same  sad  stories  of  suffering,  and 
want,  and  woe. 

As  we  read  the  history  of  the  litUe  maid, 
we  pity  her  case  as  we  pitied  the  case  U 
Naaman.  A  mere  child,  and  the  child  a 
girl;  torn  away  from  her  home  in  all  the 
tenderness  of  girlhood,  apparently  the  least 
able  to  bear  such  a  disaster.  Well,  she  had 
lost  her  father,  and  her  mother,  and  her 
friends,  but  there  was  some  one  whom  she 
liad  not  lost.  The  Syrians  took  her  away, 
just  as  she  was,  with,  as  you  would  say,  only 
the  clothes  she  had  upon  her.  No;  the 
little  maid  had  something  else  with  her. 
Something  she  could  not  lose — something 
that  even  the  Syrians  could  not  take  from 
her.  The  little  maid  was  a  Hebrew,  and  she 
seems  to  have  had  a  Hebrew  teaching,  and 
she  certainly  had  a  Hebrew  faith.    You  often 
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liear  of  the  blessing  of  thoughts  about  Goil, 
and  of  faith  in  God ;  and  the  blessing  lies  in 
this,  that  happen  what  may,  or  go  where  you 
will,  you  will  find  these  things  can  never 
perish  or  be  lost. 

As  a  child  living  in  those  days  in  Samaria, 
she  would  have  often  sat  at  home,  listening 
to  the  Ulk  of  the  times.  How  the  mantle  of 
the  great  prophet  Elijah  had  fallen  upon 
Elisha.  How  Elisha  had  raised  a  little  child 
to  life.  And  how  the  widow's  pot  of  oil  was 
never  empty.  She  must  not  only  have 
listened  to  these  things,  but  she  must  have 
pondered  over  them  in  her  heart;  for  she 
appears  not  only  never  to  have  forgotten 
them,  but  to  have  thought  about  them,  and 
reasoned  about  them. 

The  temptation  of  the  little  maid  would 
have  been  to  ay  night  and  day,  or  to  be 
sulky  and  sullen.  And  you  would  have  quite 
understood  her  not  being  able  to  reconcile 
herself  to  her  altered  circumstances.  But 
somehow  or  other,  she  does  not  fret  or  sulk, 
but  she  seems  to  accept  her  condition,  and 
to  make  the  bestof  it,  by  beconung  interested 
in  those  she  finds  around  her.  Surely  we 
shall  not  be  far  wrODg  if  we  suppose  this 
little  maid,  who  believed  in  Elisha,  believed 
also  in  the  God  of  Elisha.  And  that  in  the 
multitude  of  her  thoughts  within  her,  God's 
comforts  delighted  her  soul.  She'  talks  and 
acts,  at  any  rate,  as  if  she  did  believe  in  God. 

But  whoever  we  are,  or  whatever  may 
happen  to  us,  we  have  always  some  oppor- 
tunity or  other  of  doing  good.  Tor  after  all, 
go  where  we  may,  or  be  lefl  where  we  may, 
we  are  still  in  God's  world.  And  whoever  we 
are,  or  whatever  may  happen  to  us,  we  are 
all  still  the  children  of  God.  How  natural  it 
is  for  children,  after  some  accident,  to  be 
looking  round  to  find  their  father,  and  how 
easy  it  is  for  a  child  to  make  himself  at  home 
anywhere,  if  his  father  is  with  him. 

And  the  little  maid  waits  on  Naaman's 
wife.  There  would  be  many  strange  sights 
in  a  strange  land.  There  would  be  one 
sight,  however,  that  she  would  never  have 
seen  in  her  own  country.  She  would  never 
have  seen  a  leper  in  bis  own  house.  Lepers 
in  Israel  lived  by  themselves,  and  no  one 
was  allowed  to  go  near  them.  When  they 
went  out  of  doors,  they  were  obliged  to  warn 
other  people  of  their  approach,  by  calling 
out  "Unclean!  unclean  I"  But  the  little 
maid  lives  now  with  a  leper.  And  what  does 
she  do  7  Well,  she  thinks  about  him,  and 
thinks  about  what  she  can  do  for  him.  And 
it  was  not  long  before  she  said  unto  her 
mistress,  "  Would  God,  my  lord  were  with 
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the  prophet  that  is  in  Samaria,  for  he  would 
recover  him  of  his  leprosy."  And  she  went 
in,  and  told  her  lord,  saying,  "  Thus  and  thus 
said  the  maid  that  is  of  the  land  of  Israel." 

The  httle  maid's  heart  was  moved  within 
her  as  she  looked  upon  her  master,  and  the 
little  maid  was  the  means  of  directing 
Naaman  to  Elisha ;  but  not  only  so,  she  was 
the  means  of  directing  Naaman  to  the  God 
of  Elisha. 

It  was  only  a  little  girl,  only  a  little  girl's 
talk,  and  that  girl  was  only  a  little  slave,  but 
of  little  children  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
For  it  was  then,  and  is  now,  and  it  will  ever 
be,  that  "out  of  the  moudi  of  babes  and 
sucklings  God  has  ordained  strength." 

THIRD  EVENING. 

OptningHnnn;  "Dear  J«bi, ever itmriidB."  Lenon  : 
I  King!  T.  IS— 19.    CaDcTiutiiic  UTOn:  '^Noo  the  diy  i> 

The  scene  in  the  history  of  Naaman 
changes,  and  with  the  change  of  scene 
there  is  a  fresh  manifestation  of  character, 
and  a  fresh  lesson.  Naaman  is  a  man  of 
action,  and  he  loses  no  time.  In  his  hurry 
he  makes  a  mistake.  He  gets  the  King  of 
Syria  to  write  a.  letter  to  the  King  of  Israel, 
and  with  this  letter  he  starts  on  his  journey. 
He  is  a  rich  man,  and  so  can  pay  for  every- 
thing, anything  that  he  wants.  Money 
answereth  all  things ;  and  so  he  takes  with 
him  plenty  of  gold  and  silver,  more  than 
^3,000,  and  ten  changes  of  clothes.  We  are 
surprised  that  he  should  take  (Rothes  with 
him,  but  the  people  in  those  countries  did 
not  dress  as  we  do.  Their  clothes  differed 
in  value,  but  they  were  all  of  the  same  shape  : 
they  were  loose,  uncut  garments,  which  would 
fit  one  man  as  well  as  another,  and  so  could 
be  given  away  as  presents. 

Naaman  travels  in  his  chariot,  with  his 
letter,  and  brings  it  to  the  King  of  Israel. 
There  is  some  mistake.  There  are  often 
mistakes  made  about  letters.  The  King  of 
Israel  puts  his  own  meaning  upon  it,  and 
reads  it  as  if  it  were  a  declaration  of  war. 
Had  he  remembered  Elisha  he  might  have 
taken  it  as  a  command  to  secure  his  services, 
but  the  King  seems  to  have  fo^otten  that 
there  was  a  prophet  in  Israel  There  was 
some  excuse  for  the  King  of  Israel's  error, 
for  the  King  of  Syria  had  written  as  if  the 
King  of  Israel  could  cure  Naaman,  or  as  if  he 
might  have  used  his  influence  with  Elisha,  and 
compelled  him  to  exert  his  miraculous  power. 
But  he  could  do  neither  the  one  thing  nor  the 
other. 

The  King  of  Israel  is  in  dismay,  and 
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rent  his  clothes.  Naaman  finds  that  some- 
thing is  wrong,  and  his  temper  is  ruffled.  At 
this  point  Elisha  sends  a  message,  "  Where- 
fore hast  thou  lent  thy  clothes?  Let  him 
come  now  to  tne,  and  he  shall  know  that  there 
is  a  prophet  in  Israel."  Elisha  docs  not 
either  corae  himself,  nor  does  he  even 
mention  Naaman's  name.  Naaman  is  not 
half-pleased,  but  he  is  a  leper,  and  there  is 
some  prospect  of  a  cure,  and  so  he  goes 
with  his  horses,  and  with  his  chariot,  and 
stands  at  the  door  of  Elisha.  Then  Elisha 
sent  a  messenger,  possibly  Gehazt,  to  him 
saying,  "Go  and  wash  in  Jordan  seven  times, 
axid  thy  flesh  shall  come  again  to  thee,  and 
thou  shah  be  dean."  Naaman's  pride  is 
touched,  and  he  is  wroth,  and  leper  though 
he  is,  he  goes  away  saying,  "  Behold,  I 
thought.  He  will  surely  come  out  to  me,  and 
stand,  and  call  on  the  name  of  the  Lord  his 
God,  and  strike  his  hand  over  the  place,  and 
recover  the  leper.  Are  not  Abana  and 
Fharpar,  rivers  of  Damascus,  better  than  all 
the  waters  of  Israel  7  may  1  not  wash  in 
them  and  be  dean?"  So  he  turned  and 
went  away  in  a  rage. 

This  was  a  long  speech.  You  are  reminded 
by  it  of  some  diild  in  a  temper,  who  has 
been  displeased  and  disappointed,  and  who 
has  a  long  story  to  tell,  as  it  stands  by  itself 
and  sulks  over  its  imagined  wrongs.  Or  you 
may  have  heard  some  grown-up  persons,  in  a 
passion,  telling  their  talc  of  some  affront  they 
have  received,  not  having  put  away  their 
childish  temper. 

Naaman  was  a  heathen.  He  had  not 
received  any  training.  He  had  also  done 
some  great  things,  and  evidently  thought  that 
some  deference  should  be  shown  him.  But 
Naaman  was  still  a.  leper,  it  was  very  foolish 
of  him  to  be  in  such  a  passion.  No  one  ever 
bettered  himself  by  turning  sulky.  The 
message  brought  by  Gehazi  ought  to  have 
been  received  with  thankfulness  and  joy. 

But  Naaman  has  servants,  and  his  servants 
are  his  friends.  "And  his  servants  came 
near,  and  spake  unto  him,  and  said,  My 
father,  if  the  prophet  had  bid  thee  do  some 
great  thing,  wouldest  thou  not  have  done  it  ? 
how  much  rather  then,  when  he  saith  unto 
thee,  Wash,  and  be  clean  ?  "  The  servants 
serve  their  master,  by  serving  him  rather 
than  his  temper.  They  persuade  and  prevail, 
and  Naaman  is  himself  again.  For  he  goes 
down  and  dips  himself  seven  times  in  Jordan, 
according  to  the  saying  of  the  man  of  God  ; 
and  his  desh  came  again  like  unto  die  flesh 
of  a  little  child,  and  he  was  dean. 

With  his  hands  full  of  gifts,  and  his  mouth 


full  of  thanks,  in  the  midst  of  his  company, 
he  returns  from  the  Jordan,  and  stands 
before  Elisha,  with  not  only  a  new  skin  but 
also  a  new  heart.  He  would  leave  behind  him 
his  treasure  with  the  prophet,  just  as  he  left 
behind  his  leprosy  in  the  river  of  Israel. 
"  Behold,"  he  says,  "now  1  know  that  there 
is  no  God  in  all  the  earth,  but  in  Israel :  now, 
therefore,  I  pray  thee,  take  a  blessing  o[  thy 
servant."  Again  he  is  disappointed.  Elisha 
does  not  care  for  silver  and  gold,  nor  for 
changes  of  clothes.  He  is  not  to  be  paid 
for  the  cure  of  the  leprosy,  for  it  was  not  by 
him  that  Naaman  was  healed.  "  He  ui^ed 
him  to  take  it,  but  he  refused." 

Then  Naaman's  eyes  are  opened,  or  half- 
opened.  He  must  give  thanks  to  God,  and 
must  serve  and  worship  Him.  But  how  can 
he  do  this  in  a  strange  land?  Instead  of 
giving  anything  in  exchange  for  the  cure  of 
his  leprosy,  he  becomes  a  beggar.  For 
Naaman  said,  "  Shall  there  not  then,  I  pray 
thee,  be  given  unto  thy  servant  two  moles' 
burden  of  earth  ?  for  thy  servant  will  hence- 
forth oGfer  neither  burnt -offering  nor  sacrifice 
unto  other  gods,  but  unto  the  Lord."  Naa- 
man was  only  after  all  but  a  child,  and  he 
spoke  as  a  child.  He  thought  that  the  God 
of  Israel  could  only  be  worshipped  in  the 
land  of  Israel,  and  that  if  he  were  to  worship 
him  at  home,  he  must  take  back  some  of  the 
holy  ground  with  him  from  Samaria. 

Elisha  gives  him  leave  to  take  the  earth, 
and  Gehazi,  the  servant  of  Elisha,  puts  it  into 
sacks,  and  Naaman  goes  away  in  peace,  and 
commences  his  journey  homewards.  But 
something  happens,  and  it  is  about  that  we 
shall  have  to  taJk  next  Sunday. 

FOURTH  EVENrNG. 

Opcding  Hjrmn :  "  If  Tnu9  Chdil  wu  leot."  Le*»D  : 
1  JCiTtp  v.  20-i;.    Cun^udiDE  Hymn:    "Now  the  O^j  ii 

The  story  of  Naaman  would  seem  to  have 
closed  with  the  cure  of  his  leprosy.  The  pro- 
phet would  have  returned  to  tus  chamber, 
thanking  God  for  the  power  He  had  given  him 
to  work  a  mirade.  And  Naaman,  with  his 
troop,  would  be  on  their  road  back  again  to 
their  own  country.  TTie  Lord  had  done  great 
things  for  them,  whereof  they  were  glad  We 
would  not  disturb  Elisha  as  he  humbles  him- 
self before  his  God,  nor  Naaman  as  he  sits 
musing  in  his  chariot.  Verily  God  is  not  far 
from  either  one  of  them. 

But,  no,  it  can  never  be ;  yes,  it  is ;  Gehazi 
is  on  Naaman's  track,  running  as  if  for  bis 
life.  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  Well,  it 
is  the  last  thing  you  would  have  thought  of. 
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For  Gehazi,  the  servant  of  Elisha  the  man  of 
God,  had  said  within  himseif,  "  Behold,  my 
master  has  spared  Naaman  this  Syrian,  in  not 
receiving  at  his  hands  that  which  he  brought : 
but  as  the  Lord  liveth,  I  will  run  after  him, 
and  take  somewhat  of  him."  So  Gehazi 
followed  after  Naaman. 

You  would  not  have  expected  such  a 
servant  in  the  house  of  Elisha.  The  man,  at 
the  first,  might  have  had  bad  thoughts,  01 
even  done  wrong  things,  but  living  with  such 
a  master,  he  would,  you  would  think,  have 
ceased  to  do  evil  and  learnt  to  do  well.  Old 
things  would  have  passed  away ;  all  things 
would  have  become  new.  But,  no.  Great 
religious  privileges  are  not  necessarily  sure  to 
keep  a  person  from  falling  into  temptation. 
And  the  temptation  that  besets  Gehazi  is  a 
temptation  that  easily  besets  us  all.  Most 
of  us  have  hidden  in  our  hearts  the  love  of 
money.  Were  we  to  see  heaps  of  gold  and 
silver  that  seemed  to  be  wailing  to  be  given 
away,  we  should  find  ourselves  set  3  longing 
and  craving  for  some  portion  for  ourselves. 
And  he  who  trusts  in  his  own  heart  is  a  fool, 
for  the  heart  is  deceitful  above  all  things,  and 
desperately  wicked;  who  can  know  it? 

The  eye  of  Naaman  would  be  turned 
naturally  in  the  direction  of  the  house  of  the 
prophet,  and  would  catch  sight  of  the  flying 
figure.  The  whole  company  would  be  arrested 
immediately,  and  Naaman,  finding  that  some 
one  is  coming  after  him,  lights  down  from  his 
chariot  and  goes  to  meet  Gehazi. 

Our  heart  sickens  at  his  tale.  And  the 
man  swears  as  well  as  lies.  He  rounds  off 
his  story  with  an  oath.  He  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  tell  a  lie,  and  now  he  finds  he  can 
call  the  all-seeing  God  to  bear  witness  to  the 
lie.  There  are  many  who  swear  who  do  not 
know  what  they  are  doing.  But  a  servant 
of  a  man  of  God  must  have  known  better. 
Listen  to  what  Gehazi  is  saying. 

"  My  master  has  sent  me,  saying,  Behold, 
even  now  there  be  come  to  me  from  Mount 
Ephraim  two  young  men  of  the  sons  of  the 
prophets  :  give  them,  I  pray  thee,  a  talent  of 
silver,  and  two  changes  of  garments."  You 
know,  as  you  hear  him  talk,  that  he  is  say- 
ing what  is  not  tnie.  The  story  of  the  two 
young  sons  of  the  prophets  is  a  made-up 
tale.  Notice  also  that  he  says  nothing  about 
the  gohi,  but  only  asks  for  the  silver  and  the 
clothes,  for  he  is  anxious  not  to  awaken 
suspicion.  Naaman  would  be  glad  as  he 
heard  what  Gehazi  had  to  say.  Elisha  had 
refused  his  gifts,  but  the  prophet  would  seem 
to  have  thought  better  of  his  claim.  He 
would  not  take  anything  directly  for  himself. 


but  he  would  ask  for  others  belonging  to  him. 
Naaman  would  have  now  different  thoughts 
of  the  God  of  Israel  and  the  man  of  God.  It 
is  not  much  tjiat  he  gives  after  all,  but  at  any 
rate  his  cure  is  no  longer  a  free  gift.  He 
can  now  do  what  he  wanted  to  do, 

"  And  Naaman  said.  Be  content,  take  two 
talents.  And  he  urged  him,  and  bound  two 
talents  of  silver  in  two  bags,  with  two  changes 
of  garments,  and  laid  them  upon  two  of  his 
servants  ;  and  they  bare  them  before  him." 

Geliazi  succeeds  in  getting  hold  of  some 
of  the  spoil.  He  looks  at  the  men  going 
before  him,  stooping  with  the  weight  of  the 
silver  and  tbe  clothes.  But  what  will  he  do 
with  his  booty  now  he  has  got  it  i*  Will  it 
be  safe  for  him  to  carry  it  home  with  him  to 
his  master's  house  ?  He  knows  wliat  he  will 
do.  He  will  leave  it  at  the  tower,  and  it  will 
be  safe  there.  So  when  the  men  come  to 
the  building,  he  takes  their  burdens  from 
them  and  lets  the  men  go,  and  they  return  to 
Naaman. 

Everything  is  settled.  No  one  has  seen. 
No  one  has  known.  He  has  covered  his 
sin,  and  he  prospers.  He  shelters  himself 
in  his  cloak,  and  goes  in,  and  stands  before 
Elisha,  his  master.  There  would  seem  to  be 
a  cloak  for  sin. 

But  Gehazi  has  forgotten  something.  Most 
sinners  forget  something  or  other.  Gehazi 
has  forgotten  that  his  master  is  a  man  of  God, 
and  that  God  has  often  helped  his  master  to 
do  things  which  no  man  could  do  except 
God  were  with  him.  Everything  is  naked 
and  opened  before  the  eye  of  Him  with 
whom  we  have  to  do ;  and  Elisha  is  shown 
in  a  moment  the  whole  transaction.  Gehazi 
tells  another  lie,  as  his  master  taxes  him  with 
being  absent  from  the  house.  But  nothing 
now  is  of  any  avail ;  his  sin  has  found  him 
out  And  the  leprosy  of  Naaman  cleaves  to 
him,  and  he  goes  out  from  the  presence  of 
Elisha  a  leper  as  white  as  snow. 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  warns 
us  to  take  heed  and  beware  of  covetousness, 
for  a  man's  life  consistcth  not  in  the  abun- 
dance of  the  things  which  he  possesseth.  We 
are  told  also,  "  Be  not  deceived,  for  whatso- 
ever a  man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap!" 

There  is  the  forgiveness  of  sins  for  all,  for 
God's  mercy  endureth  for  ever,  and  the 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  his  Son,  cleanseth  from 
all  sin.  But  all  sinners  must  suffer,  for  we  read 
— "  Many  sorrows  shall  be  to  the  wicked." 

There  is  something,  however,  belter  than 
the  forgiveness  of  sin,  and  that  is  the  preven- 
tion of  sin.  And  for  this  better  thing  let  us 
pray,  "Lord,  dcliv^^  u?  frontSK'U'.-,  ,v. 
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LOVING  FACES. 


COMMON  to  all  races, 
Common  to  us  all, 
Arc  the  loving  faces, 
Faces  great  and  small. 

Faces  of  our  mothers, 
Lighting  up  our  home; 

Faces  of  our  brothers, 
As  the  world  we  roam. 

Faces,  loving  faces, 
Lifting  up  their  light. 

With  a  thousand  graces, 
Shining  in  thcnigbt; 

Lighting  up  with  glory 
Ail  this  darkened  earth, 

Telling  us  the  story 
Of  our  heavenly  birth. 

For,  in  holy  faces. 
Faces  full  of  love. 

We  may  find  the  traces 
Of  our  God  above. 

So  to  all  the  races. 

So  to  us  and  all. 
By  these  loving  faces 

God  to  us  doth  call. 
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I.— HOME  NOTES. 


PKESIDKNT  OAKFIELO:  A 
•yHE  death  of  GcDeral  Gaifidd,  President  of  the 

United  Stales,  which  took  place  on  the  evcnicg 
of  tlic  iQth  of  September,  after  eleven  veeks  of  auf- 
feiing  from  the  bullet- wound  inflicted  by  an  assassin 
OQ  the  ind  of  July,  has  touched  the  heart  of  the 
civilised  world  with  profound  emotion.  The  drcum- 
staoces  of  the  case  were  singularly  calculated  to  draw 
forth  not  only  common  human  sympathy,  but  also  to 
stir  those  feelings  of  enthusiasm  and  admiration 
which,  after  all,  respond  so  readily  in  the  breasts  of 
men  generally  to  the  spectacle  of  great  mora! 
quahties.  Even  had  there  been  nothing  exceptional 
in  General  Garfield's  personal  character  and  history, 
the  crime  by  which  he  fell  would  have  provoked  the 
eiecratioD  of  all  righteous  men,  and  the  prolonged 
anguish  which  he  endured  would  have  excited  deep 
commjseritioa.  But  the  world  knows  now,  what  it 
scarcely  knew  six  months  ago,  that  General  Garfield 
was  a  man  who  represented  one  of  the  noblest  types 
of  American  citizenship,  and  who  possessed  qualities 
which  eminently  fitted  him  to  serve  the  Slate  and  to 
further  the  much-needed  task  of  purifying  and  elevat- 
ing the  tone  and  practice  of  its  public  and  political 
life.  He  had  just  reached  the  full  maturity  of  fif[y 
yean;  his  splendid  powers  were  at  their  best,  and 
the  popular  vote  had  placed  him  in  the  position  of 
chief  Magistrate  of  the  Great  Republic,  in  which 
capacity  he  had  the  best  opportunity  of  nsing  his 
gifts  and  influence  for  his  country's  good. 

In  his  private  life  he  exemplilied  qualities  fully  in 
harmony  with  those  which  distinguished  his  public 
career.  He  had  made  his  way  from  the  humblest 
beginnings,  by  steadfast  and  honourable  labour  and 
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eminence  and  influence.  Left  with  other  children  in 
the  charge  of  a  widowed  mother,  who  now  survives 
to  lament  the  loss  of  a  son  who  coald  not  but  be 
her  pride  and  joy,  he  had  to  set  to  work  for  his  liveli- 
hood while  yet  scarcely  more  than  a  child.  The 
story  of  his  straggles  and  progress  is,  happily,  one 
which  has  many  parallels  on  both  sides  of  the 
Atlantic,  although  the  condition  of  social  life  in 
America  probably  afforded  him  opportunities  of 
more  rapid  advancement  than  he  could  have  com- 
manded in  England.  He  had  a  love  of  learning 
which  was  eager  and  strong  from  his  boyhood ;  and 
by  diligently  using  every  spire  moment  in  the 
intervals  of  manual  labour,  he  acquired  considerable 
knowledge.  By  rigid  lelf-denia!  he  was  enabled  to 
meet  the  expense  of  a  college  training,  and  his  pro- 
gress was  so  marked  and  substantial,  that  while  yet  a 
young  man  of  six-and- twenty  he  was  appointed 
President  of  Hiram  College,  Ohio.  Long  before 
this  he  had  became  a  simple-hearted  and  earnest 
Christian  believer,  and  now  in  hts  important  position, 
with  three  hundred  yowig  men  under  his  care,  he 


fulfilled  the  double  duty  of  teacher  and  preichCTr 
vinning  with  his  students  an  influence  ov«r  mind  and 
heart,  the  remembrance  of  which  is  still  gratefuUy 
cherished. 

The  circumstances  of  the  time,  however,— for  the 
question  between  slavery  and  free  labour  was  becom- 
ing more  and  more  the  pressing  question  for  the 
United  States — and  his  noticeable  gifts  as  a  speaker 
and  a  man  of  native  and  cultivated  sagacity,  marked 
him  for  a  political  career.  He  threw  in  his  lot  witk 
the  anti-slavery  parly,  and  speedily  won  recognitiolk 
both  by  constituencies  and  by  the  Government. 
When  the  CivU  War  came,  he  served  as  a  soldier 
with  conspicuous  gallantry  and  ability,  until  called  by 
Lincoln  to  assist  in  council  rather  than  in  the  field. 
When,  only  a  few  months  ago,  he  was  summoned  to 
the  Ftesidential  Chair,  he  entered  upon  liis  duties 
with  characteristic  strength  of  will  and  loftiness  of 
purpose  ;  and  it  was  his  attitude  of  resolute  hostility 
towards  the  corruption  and  abuses  that  had  crept 
into  the  admiidslrative  system  of  the  United  Stales, 
which  provoked  an  obscure  adherent  of  an  opposing 
political  party  to  commit  the  dastardly  crime  which 
has  now  had  a  fatal  result. 

Nolbing  kas  been  mare  impressive  in  connection 
with  this  sad  event  than  the  effect  which  President 
Garfield's  sufferings  and  death  has  had  upon  political 
parties  in  the  Sutes.  For  the  time  the  waters  of 
strife  have  been  at  test ;  and  there  has  been  snch  a 
calm,  such  a  laying  aside  of  animosity,  such  a  common 
feeling  of  sympathy  and  unity,  as  American  political 
life  has  scarcely  known  before.  The  prolonged  tuf- 
fering  of  the  President,  his  splendid  Ibilitnde  nads 
hii  trials,  and  the  passionate  devotion  anct  heroic 
courage  of  his  wife,  have  altogether  thrust  into  the 
background  those  differences  which  usually  divide  the 
American  politicians  into  fiercely  hostile  camps, 
and  have  concentrated  the  tearful  and  almost  breath- 
less attention  and  sympathy  of  the  entire  nation.  It 
Ls  difficult  to  believe  that  such  an  experience  will  not 
have  a  permanent  effect  for  good  upon  American 
political  life.  And  England  has  rendered  to  the  late 
President  a  tribute  of  respect  and  sympathy,  and  to 
the  American  people  a  token  of  profound  and  earneit 
brotherhood,  which  canoot  be  forgotten.  The  Queen, 
in  sending  her  loving,  womanly  messages  to  Mlt, 
Garfield,  and  in  paying  her  royal  tribute  to  the 
memory  of  the  President,  has  not  Only  expressed  her 
own  feehng,  but  has  rightly  interpreted  that  of  all  her 
people.  It  affords  some  alleviation  to  the  pain,  dis- 
appointment,  and  regret,  occasioned  by  Genual 
Garfield's  tragic  death,  when  we  remember  that  that 
death  has  already  been  so  fruitful  in  gracious  in- 
Quences,  and,  not  least,  that  it  has  so  drawn  the 
hearts  of  England  and  America  together. 

THE  HOF-OAItDBNS   OV  KENT. 

Hop-picking,  on  a  sunny  autumn  day,  in  the  plea- 
sant garden  {roundf  of  ^ei>'(  i?  P'*\5f  {'^v?'^^^ 
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tuiesque  of  the  many  pieluresque  sights  which  nital 
Enj^land  affords,  and  the  customaty  method  of  having 
tlie  crop  gathered  in  affords  a  fine  opportunity  fci 
some  twenty  or  thiily  thousand  of  the  poor  of  London 
to  get  every  year  a  sight  of  green  fields  and  a  breath 
of  fresh  air  and  Co  enjoy  for  some  three  Or  fonr 
weeks  an  outdoor  life  which  affords  a  striking  Con- 
trast lo  their  habitual  sairoundings  and  dperiences. 
Unhappily,  however,  the  gain  has  jls  lerrible  draw- 
backs. The  company  which  goes  down  on  these 
eicumons  is  very  mixed  snd  includes  some  of  the 
lowest  and  most  vicious  elements  of  our  poorer  popu- 
lation. In  many  instances  no  provision  is  made  for 
the  decent  accommodatioii  of  the  promiscuous  multi- 
tude, no  effectual  oversight  is  exercised,  and  beeT< 
houses  on  every  hand  offer  their  temptations.  The 
effect  of  sacb  conditions  upon  the  nnlaught,  unregu- 
lated throng,  who  in  their  ordiDary  life  have  had  but 
little  opportunity  of  learning  self-respect  and  Bclf- 
trainl,  to  say  nothing  of  a  higher  law,  may  readily  be 
imagined.  Folly,  blasphemy,  and  vice  run  riot,  and 
the  Hmonnt  of  inischief  done  is  incalcnlable  and  de- 
plorable. This  dark  picture,  however,  is  not  without 
its  brighter  spots.  A  society  was  foonded  in  1866 
by  the  Rev.  J.  T.  Stralloo,  rector  of  Ditton,  for  the 
conveyance  and  improved  lodging  of  hop-pickers, 
under  the  presidency  of  Earl  Sydney,  and  some  good 
work  lias  been  accomplished  throngh  its  agency. 
Mr.  Stratton  has  also  organized  a  movement  for 
providing  missionaries  and  tent-services  for  the  hop- 
picheis,  and  this  year  twenty-one  missionaries  have 
been  at  work  in  connection  with  tbe  local  clergy. 
Some  gratifying  evidences  have  been  afforded  that 
these  efforts  have  not  been  in  vain  ;  but  it  seems  also 
unquestionable  that  a  state  of  things  remains'  which 
is  a  scandal  to  the  country  and  with  regard  to  which 
the  intervention  of  the  law,  in  the  way  of  regulative 
enactment  and  supervision,  might  be  of  much  advan- 
tage. From  year  to  year  the  same  complaints  are 
made.  Legislative  measures  cannot  make  people 
sober  or  mora] — as  our  great  pleasure  resorts  for  the 
rich,  as  well  as  these  scenes  of  summer  outing  for  the 
poor,  bear  witness — bat  at  any  rate  open  scandals  may 
he  dealt  with. 

FKIBNDLES3  yODHa  SERVANT-CIKLS. 
We  are  glad  once  again  to  direct  attention  to  tbe 
quiet  but  usefiil  work  of  the  Metropolitan  Associa- 
tion for  Belriending  Young  Servants,  one  of  a  num- 
ber  of  valuable  organiiations  demanded  by  the  con- 
ditions of  social  life  in  our  great  cities.  The  purpose 
of  the  Association,  which  wai  started  about  six  years 
ago,  is  indicated  by  its  name;  butwe  may  mention  that 
the  class  whom  it  seeks  to  help  consists  especially  of 
friendless  girls  between  13  and  iS  years  of  age,  who 
have  been  taught  in  the  pauper  schools  of  the  metro- 
polis, or  who  are  entering  npon  the  struggle  for  a 
livelihood  under  equally  if  not  more  disadvantageous 
circumstances.  Atiout  two  hundred  girls  discharged 
from  the  pauper  schools  are  every  year  assigned  to 
the  care  of  the  Association,  and  already  there  are 
upwards  irf  nine  hundred  girli  on  the  books,  vho  are  | 


systematically  befriended  and  looked  after  by  the- 
lady  visitors  of  the  Association.  Tbe  Association 
has  also  established  free  registries,  under  competent 
paid  supervision,  for  enabling  such  girls  to  oblaia 
suitable  situations,  and  Homes  in  which  they  may 
find  refuge  and  guidance  yhen  out  of  employment. 
The  address  of  the  Secretary  is  14,  Grosvenor  Strefl, 
S.W.  In  the  direction  indicated  by  this  Society, 
not  only  in  London  but  all  over  the  country,  espe- 
cially in  large  towns  and  cities,  there  is,  we  ore  satis- 
fied, an  almost  lioimdless  sphere  for  the  exercise  of 
womanly  tact,  sympathy,  and  generoos  aid,  a  sphere 
for  "women's  work  (or  women  "  of  the  best  kind, 
demanding  the  best  qnalitics. 

AN  APPBAL  FOE  THE  VAUDOtS. 

A  most  touching  appeal  has  been  issned  by  Mrs. 
C.  Gamett  on  behalf  of  tbe  poor  people  of  one  of  ibe 
Vaadois  villages,  in  the  Hautes  Alpes,  who  seem  to 
be  in  imminent  danger  of  perishing  from  starvation. 
In  a  desolate  spot  in  the  heart  of  the  Vaudois  v-Jleys 
is  Dormilheuse,  a  mountain  plateau,  "  the  impreg- 
nable refuge  of  the  Vaudois."  There  a  handful  of 
this  brave  and  devoted  Protestant  people  found  a  safe 
hiding-place,  while  their  countrymen  were  slanghtered 
by  thousands,  for  the  truth  and  for  conscience,  in  the 
more  accessible  spots  t>elow  and  around,  aad  there 
their  descendants  remain  to  this  day.  But  for  some 
seven  years  or  so  their  life  has  been  a  terribly  hard 
one;  an  unbroken  succession  of  bad  harvests  has 
reduced  them  to  a  state  of  famine ;  their  supply  of 
fodder  has  failed,  and  their  cattle  are  perishing.  The 
winters  have  been  of  fearful  severity,  and  the  constant 
fall  of  avalanches  has  been  a  source  of  tenor  and  of 
injury,  "The  only  hope  of  these  Vaudois,"  says 
Mrs.  Gamett,  "is  emigration.  Nine  families  hare 
gone  and  are  doing  well  in  Algeria.  It  costs  about 
£ts  fo''  ^  family  to  remove  and  build  the  house  and 
obtain  the  stock,  required  by  tbe  Algerian  Govern- 
ment, before  possession  of  the  land  is  granted. 
About  ^500  would  save  these  people.  In  (he  lime 
of  Cromu'ell  England  gave  ^£'33,000  for  them,  and 
compelled  the  French  Government  to  stop  the  terrible 
persecution  raging  against  their  fellow  Protestants. 
Charles  II.  stole  this  national  fund,  but  surely  there 
ate  enoui;h  Protestants  in  England  left  to  save  from 
the  slower  torture  of  starvation  the  children  of  those 
whom  our  fathers  rescued  from  the  &re  and  sword.'' 
Mrs.  Gamett,  having  given  other  particulars,  pleads. 
"  Oat  of  a  full  heart  I  beg  tot  the  Dean  of  Ripon's 
'Dormilheuse  Emigration  Fund 'the  sympathy  an  J 
help  of  the  Christians  of  England ;  "  and  she  adds, 
"  either  the  inhabiUnls  of  D(»iniUteuse  must  be  helpeil 
now,  or  the  stainless  Vaudois  Church  must  be  lost  in 
the  Roman  Catholic  department*  around." 

oua  paisoNS  and  thkib  population. 
The  &ct  that  the  prisons  of  England  and  Wales 
sntain  an  average  papulation  of  upwards  of  twenty 
thousand  is  one  wliich  demands  the  consideration  Dot 
only  of  the  Government  and  Legislature  of  this 
coonliy,  but  also  of  every  thonglitfiti  and  benevolent 
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person.  The  care  of  this  prison-population  was 
assigned  in  1878  lo  Goveranient  Commissioners,  in 
accordance  wilh  an  Act  passed  in  1877,  and  from 
time  to  lime  copious  reports  have  been  issued  giving 
an  account  or  the  Ubonis  of  this  body,  and  statisCicE 
and  statements  indicating  the  principal  results  which 
liave  been  achieved  and  which  are  being  aimed  at.  A 
glance  at  these  reports,  such  as  we  have  recently 
taken,  shows  that  they  present  a  great  number  of 
interesting  particulars,  and  that  a  course  of  real 
teform  in  prison  management  has  been  qnietly 
«Dtered  upon,  and  is  malting  real  if  not  r^pid  pro- 
gress. Under  the  direction  of  the  Commissioners 
the  number  of  prisons  has  been  reduced  one  half— 
from  113  to  67 — although  accommodation  has  been 
provided  for  about  the  same  number  of  prisoners  as 
previously.  The  concentration  of  management  thus 
effected  has  not  only  reduced  the  cost  of  admioistra- 
tion  v»y  materially,  but  has  also  been  associated  with 
important  sanitary  and  diadplinaiy  improvement: 
A  more  humane  system  of  punishments  for  breaches 
of  discipline  has  been  extensively  adopted ;  some 
Steps  have  been  taken  in  the  utilisation  of  prison- 
lalionr,  and  measures  of  various  kinds  have  been 
taken  with  the  general  purpose  of  encouraging  reform 
in  the  character  and  habits  of  prisoners,  and  of 
preventing  crime.  In  parlicular,  we  may  note  tl 
at  the  recommendation  of  the  Commissioners,  the 
Treasury  have  consented  to  grant  for  the  aid  of 
prisoners  on  ihrir  discharge  a  sum  of  £\ 
annum,  part  of  which  will  be  available  fot  distribution 
by  aid  societies.  The  Commissioners  are  pursuing 
important  inquiries  as  to  the  conditions  of  crime,  its 
relation  to  the  prevalence  of  pauperism,  and  the  best 
means  both  of  arresting  its  spread  and  progress  and 
of  cutting  off  its  sources  of  supply.  Bad  associations 
in  early  life  are  the  great  direct  cause  of  that 
criminality  of  which  the  law  can  lake  account.  Mere 
education  has  been  proved  to  be  do  specific  for  the 
collection  of  vicious  tendencies  and  the  counteraction 
of  evil  influences  ;  but  it  is  a  force  to  be  pressed  into 
the  service  of  moral  and  religious  agencies.  To  leave 
children  to  grow  up  in  poverty,  idleness,  and  ignor- 
ance, is  the  certain  way  to  keep  up  the  numbers  of 
our  prison  population. 

WORK  AMD  AIMS   OF  THE  HOWAKD 

While  we  freely  recognise  the  official  services  in 
the  cause  of  prison  administration  and  refonn,  which 
we  have  noted  above,  we  are  satisfied  that  there  is 
^litl  ample  scope  and  large  demand  for  the  beneficent 
latx>uis  of  such  a  society  as  the  Howard  Associatioii. 
Tlii^  Assodatioo  has  done  much  in  keeping  before 
the  country  and  the  Government  many  special  aspects 
of  prison  experience  and  criminal  life,  and  in  promot- 
ing beneficial  action  with  respect  to  them.  In  pottt- 
calar  it  has  iocessanlly  urged  the  re-consideration  of 
the  methods  in  which  juvenile  crime  has  been  dealt 
with  in  this  country,  and  has  taken  great  pains  to 
collect  information  as  to  the  most  practicable  and 
effident  means  of  dealing  with  juvenile  offenders. 


To  its  1at>ouis  we  are  indebted  to  a  Urge  extent  for 
the  growth  of  public  feeling  and  for  legidative  action 

place  of  imprisonment  for  child  criminals.  The 
Association  also  has  pressed  home  upon  the  public 
mind  the  importance  of  measntes  for  arresting  intem- 
perance, a  great  source  of  crime;  the  desirability  of 
the  adoption  of  some  means  of  revising,  nttder  certain 
condtdons,  criminal  sentences;  the  value  of  moral 
influences  in  the  treatment  of  criminals  ;  and  the  pro- 
bable advantage  of  some  modification  of  the  present 
method  of  dealing  with  habitual  misdemeanants.  It 
may  be  that  some  of  the  objects  sought  by  this 
Association  may  not  altogether  unreasonably  be  clas- 
siEed  as  "  crotchets,"  but  if  >o,  they  are  crotchets  of  a 
generous  kind,  and  its  main  operations  are  directed 
towards  the  attainments  of  ends  which  must  com- 
mend themselves  to  the  sjimpathy  and  intelligent 
interest  of  all  who  consider  earnestly  questions  of  this 
profoundly  significant  and  important  character.  The 
Association,  which  has  its  head-quarters  at  5,  Bishops- 
gate  Street  Wiihont,  E.G.,  does  its  work  on  a  very 
modest  income  of  a  few  handreds  a  year,  and  we 
observe  from  its  recent  Report  that  it  is  in  want  of 

COMOKEGATiONALISTS  AND   HOME   UISSIONS. 

The  Congregational  Union,  a  body  consisting  of 
delegated  representatives  of  the  Congregational 
Churches  of  England  and  Wales,  has  been  recently 
celebrating  its  fiftieth  annivcisar;  in  Manchester, 
under  (he  presidency  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Allon.  There 
was  an  attendance  of  upwards  of  sixteen  hundred 
delegates,  and  the  various  meetings  held  in  the  Free 
Trade  Hall  attracted  vast  and  enthusiastic  audiences. 
Tilt  occasion  is  being  taken  to  call  upon  the  Congre- 
gational Churches  tliroughont  the  country  eamesdy 
to  consider  the  best  methods  of  more  effectually  pro- 
viding for  the  spiritual  necesnties  of  our  growing 
population.  It  seems  to  be  generally  felt  among  the 
leaders  of  Congregationalism  that  the  time  has  come 
fot  more  systematic  and  confederated  action  on  (he 
part  of  the  churches  of  that  order,  especially  with 
respect  to  home  mission  work,  and  the  convictJOD  ii 
growing  that  such  action  is  quite  compatible  with  the 
maintenance  of  (be  ecclesiastical  principles  of  inde- 
pendency in  their  integrity.  The  remarkable  social 
changn  going  on  in  this  country,  many  of  which  are 
indicated  by  the  recent  census,  seem  to  indicate  the 
need  of  some  effort  in  the  way  of  more  complete 
adaptation  of  the  church  methods  of  many,  if  not  ail, 
Christian  denominations.  In  particular,  the  remark- 
able tendency  of  the  population  to  abandon  the  rural 
districts  and  to  swell  the  numbers  in  our  great  towns 
and  cities,  is  bringing  about  a  very  important  alter.-i- 
tion  in  the  conditiona  and  requirements  of  evangelistic 
work.  The  Episcopal  Church  bu  developed  and  ii 
developing — although  perhaps  not  always  in  methods 
which  we  can  approve — a  remarkable  degree  of 
flexibility  in  organization  and  arrangement,  and  is 
manifesting  a  zeal  in  seeking  to  overtake  the  religious 
necessities  of  the  hour  which  command  sympathy  and 
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respect,  and  deserve  imiutkiii.  Tlie  want  of  the  hour 
is  probably  not  so  much  new  nielhods  of  spreiding  the 
Cliristian  failh  as  a  more  complete  adJQSlment  of  old 
metbods  lo  new  circumstaaccs,  and,  above  all,  a  more 
profound  sense  of  the  supreme  claims  of  the  Kingdom 
of  God.  The  Congregational  is  is  seem  to  be  realising 
in  fullet  measuies  these  great  ttuths.  Theyare  raising 
»  Jubilee  Fund  especially  wilh  a  view  to  the  eiten- 
lioo  and  incieased  efficiency  of  home  mission  work, 
and  the  effoit  has  been  Bnpported  with  a  munifi- 
cence and  sympathy  which  seem  to  promise  consider- 
able financial  results.  A  beginning  has  been  made 
by  offerings  anountine  to  about  ;^6o,ooo. 

n.— MISSION  JOTTINGS. 

THR    BIBLE    FOB    THB    CHISESE. 

From  an  interesting  skrtch,  given  in  an  American 
periodical,  of  the  labour  which  has  been  eipended 
upon  the  iniDstation  of  the  Bible  into  the  Chinese 
language^  we  gather  a  lew  noteworthy  facts.  No 
less  than  six  ver^iioni  of  the  Holy  ScHptuies  have 
been  given  to  the  people  of  China  in  their  own  tongue 
within  the  present  century.  Before  enumerating 
these,  however,  it  may  be  wortb  while  to  mention 
that  the  work  when  iinderlafcen  by  Protestants  was 
not  wholly  new  in  llie  Chinese  Empire.  II  had  pro- 
bably been  entered  upon  by  the  Nestorians,  resident 
there  for  many  centuries,  and  it  had  certainly  been 
approached,  although  with  the  timidity  and  reserve 
characteristic  of  their  commnnion,  by  the  Roman 
Catholic  missionaries  who  for  more  than  three  hun- 
dred years  have  laboured  in  China.  It  is  said 
that  a  complete  lisnslation  ol  the  Bible  was  completed 
about  the  year  1700,  and  it  is  known  that  a  hun- 
dred years  ago,  a  Chinese  version  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment was  in  nse  in  a  college  in  Naples  where  young 
Chinese  converts  were  being  trained  for  the  priesthood 
in  Ihrar  own  country.  It  is,  however,  a  notcworihy  fact 
that.sofarasis  known,  not  a  single  complete  copy  of  the 
Bible  has  ever  been  pat  into  the  hands  of  a  Chinese 
convert  by  the  Roman  Catholic  missionaries,  and 
that  no  encouragement  has  ever  been  given  by  them 
to  any  effort  lo  print  and  distribute  the  Written 
Word  for  the  benefit  of  the  thousands  of  adherents 
of  their  Church  in  the  Chinese  Empire. 

The  British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society  took  its  &rst 
steps  towards  the  production  of  a  Chinese  version  of 
the  Scriptures  in  1S05,  when  inquiries  were  set  on 
foot  on  the  subject.  The  idea  was  at  ftr^t  entertained 
of  making  use,  as  a  basis,  of  a  manuscript  version  of 
a  portion  of  the  New  Testament,  contaiued  in  the 
British  Museum )  but  it  was  found  that  the  cost  of 
printing  five  thousand  copies  of  this  fragment  would 
be  over  ^6,000,  and  the  scheme  was  abandoned  on 
the  score  of  tlie  e^tpense.  The  entire  Chinese  Bible  is 
now  printed  in  China  for  about  four  shillings.  In 
the  following  year,  1S06,  the  Society  announced  that 
■■a  commencement  bad  been  made  in  Seram- 
pore,  Bengal,  in  transiating  the  Scriptures  into 
Chinese,     with    advantages     unattainable    in    this 


country."  The  chief  part  in  this  great  work  was 
undertaken  by  Dr.  Marshman,  who  secured  the  assis- 
tance of  Chinese  scholars,  and  after  sixteen  years  of 
incessant  toil,  in  the  face  of  extraordinary  difficulties, 
was  brought  to  a  successful  issue.  In  1E21  the  first 
known  entire  veisioa  of  the  Bible  in  Chinese  was 
printed  at  Serampore.  It  was  in  some  respects  im- 
perfect, and  was  often  rude  and  undramatic  in  style, 
but  it  is  a  monument  of  noble  industry  and  apostolic 
zeal,  and  laid  a  good  foundation  for  further  elTarts- 
About  the  same  time  that  Dr.  Marshman's  labours 
had  commenced,  Dr.  Morrison,  of  the  London  Mis- 
sionary Society,  was  engaged  on  the  same  work,  into 
which  he  threw  an  ardour  equal  to  that  of  his  con- 
temporary, and  an  ability  and  scholarship  at  leist 
equal  to  his.  After  labouring  for  several  years  alone 
at  his  task,  having  arrived  in  China  in  1S07,  Dr. 
Morrison  was  joined  in  his  enterprise  by  Dr.  Milne, 
and  in  1823  the  completed  work  was  published. 
Dr.  Morrison,  however,  felt  in  common  »ith  his 
brother  missionaries,  that  this  version  was  far  from 
perfect,  and  had  made  arrangements  with  a  view  to  a 
revision,  when  he  was  snatched  away  by  death. 
Three  missionaries — GulzlaH,  Kfcdhurst,  and  Bridg- 
man,  took  up  the  task,  and  in  1S35  produced  a 
revised  Chinese  New  Testament,  which  was  the  only 
version  used  by  the  Protestant  missionaries  in  China 
for  the  next  ten  or  twelve  years.  Shortly  after  the 
Treaty  of  Nanking  in  1841,  which  opened  five 
Chinese  ports  to  foreign  residents,  the  missionaries 
representing  four  societies— one  English,  two  Ameri- 
cans, one  local — formed  a  committee  for  the  produc- 
tion of  3  new  version  of  the  New  Testament  in 
Clynese.  This  is  known  as  the  Delegates'  Version, 
and  was  completed  in  1S50 ;  it  is  considered  an 
admirable  translation.  The  re.translation  of  the  Old 
Testament  then  commenced,  but  a  difference  of 
opinion  divided  the  committee,  and  ultimately,  about 
1861,  two  versions  were  issued.  Another  complete 
translation,  the  fifth  of  those  mentioned,  bad  been 
previously  finished  by  Iifr.  Gutzlaff,  and  extensively 
circulated  in  one  province.  In  1871  a  version  of  the 
New  Testament  in  the  colloquial  language,  called  the 
Mandarin  dialect,  which  had  occupied  a  committee 
six  yeais  in  preparation,  was  completed,  and  two 
years  later  the  Old  Testament  in  the  same  dialect 
was  published,  as  the  result  of  the  labours  of  a  bishop 
of  the  Episcopal  Church  of  America.  This  is  alto- 
gether the  most  popular  version  of  the  Scriptures  in 
Chinese,  and  is  largely  purchased  hy  the  people. 
Several  additions  have  been  made  to  these  transla- 
tions by  versions  in  local  dialects.  In  the  whole  of 
the  eighteen  provinces  of  China  the  Bible  is  now 
being  freely  distributed  to  persons  of  every  class. 
Our  space  is  filled,  and  yet  we  find  that  we  have 
done  little  more  than  give  a  bald  enumeration  of 
what  has  been  done  in  this  important  field  of 
laboiu'.  How  much  toil,  and  suHering,  and  devotion, 
and  prayer,  and  hope,  and  faith  are  represented  by 
these  Chmese  versions  of  the  Bible  on^  the  day  of 
God  will  reveal. 
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CHAPTER  XLVIII. — THE   MOST   MISERABLE. 

IT  was  past  noon  when  Felicita  was  driven 
up  to  the  hotel  in  the  village.  She  told  the 
driver  she  would  be  ready  to  return  to  Stans 
as  soon  as  the  horses  were  rested ;  and  then 
she  wandered  out  into  the  village  street, 
thinking  she  might  come  across  some  peasant 
at  work  atone,  or  some  woman  standing  idly 
at  her  door,  with  whom  she  could  fall  mto  a 
casual  conversation,  and  learn  what  she  had 
come  to  ascertain.  But  she  rnet  with  oo  soli- 
tary villager ;  and  she  strayed  onward,  almost 
unwittingly  in  the  direction  of  the  cemetery. 
In  passing  by  the  church,  she  pushed  open 
one  of  the  heavy  swinging  doors  and  cast  a 
glance  around ;  there  was  no  one  in  sight, 
but  the  gabble  of  boys'  voices  in  some  vestry 
close  by  reached  her  ear,  and  a  laugh  rang 
after  it  which  echoed  noisily  in  the  quiet 
aisles.  The  high  altar  was  lit  up  by  a  light 
from  a  side  window,  and  her  eye  was  arrested 
by  it.  Still,  whether  she  saw  and  heard,  or 
was  deaf  and  blind,  she  scarcely  knew.  Her 
feet  were  drawn  by  some  irresistible  attrac- 
tion towaids  the  grave  where  her  husband 
was  not  buried. 

She  did  not  know  in  what  comer  of  the 
graveyard  it  was  to  be  found ;  and  when  she 
entered  the  small  enclosure,  with  its  wooden 
cross  at  the  head  of  every  narrow  mound, 
she  stood  still  for  a  minute  or  two,  hesitat- 
ingly, and  looking  before  her  with  a  bewil- 
dered and  reluctant  air,  as  if  engaged  in  an 
enterprise  she  recoiled  from.  A  young  priest 
was  passing  to  and  fro  with  his  breviary  in 
his  hands  and  his  lips  moving  as  if  in  prayer  j 
but  at  the  unexpected  sight  of  an  English 
traveller  thus  early  in  the  season,  his  curiosity 
Was  aroused,  and  he  bent  his  steps  towards 
her.  When  he  was  sufficientlj'  near  to  catch 
her  wandering  eye,  he  spoke  m  a  quiet  and 
courteous  manner. 

"  Is  Madame  seeking  for  any  special  spot  ?  " 
he  inquired. 

"Yes,"  answered  Felicita,  fastening  upon 
him  her  large  sad  eyes,  which  had  dark  rings 
below  them,  intensifying  the  moumfulness  of 
their  expression ;  "  I  am  looking  for  a  grave, 
the  grave  of  a  stranger,  Roland  Sefton. 
I  have  come  from  England  to  6nd  it." 

Her  voice  was  constrained  and  low ;  and 
the  words  came  in  brief,  panting  syllables, 


which  sounded  almost  like  sobs.  The 
priest  looked  closely  and  scrutinizingly  into 
the  pallid  face  turned  towards  him,  which 
was  as  rigid  as  marble,  except  for  the  gleam 
of  the  dark  eyes. 

"Madame  is  suffering;  she  is  ill !"  he  said. 

"No;  not  ill,"  answered  Felicita,  in  an 
absent  manner,  as  if  she  was  speaking  in  a 
dream ;  "  but  of  all  women  the  most  Miser- 
able." 

It  seemed  to  him  that  the  English  lady 
was  not  aware  of  what  words  she  uttered. 
He  felt  embarrassed  and  perplexed  :  all  the 
English  were  heretics,  and  how  heretics 
could  be  comforted  or  counselled  he  did  not 
know.  But  the  dreamy  sadness  of  her  face 
appealed  to  his  compassion.  The  only  thing 
he  could  do  for  her  was  to  guide  her  to  the 
grave  she  was  seeking. 

For  the  last  nine  months  no  hand  had 
cleared  away  the  weeds  from  around  it  or 
the  moss  from  gathering  upon  it.  The  litfle 
pathway  trodden  by  Jean  Merle's  feet  was 
overgrown,  though  still  perceptible,  and  the 
priest  walked  along  it  with  Felicita  following 
him.  Little  threads  of  green  were  filling  up 
the  deep  clear-cut  lettering  on  the  cross ;  and 
grey  and  yellow  lichens  were  creeping  over 
the  granite.  Since  the  snow  had  melted,  and 
the  sun  had  shone  hotly  into  the  high-lying 
valley,  there  had  been  a  rapid  growth  of 
vegetation  here  as  everywhere  else,  and  the 
weeds  and  grass  had  flourished  luxuriantly ; 
but  amongst  them  Alice's  slip  of  ivy  had 
thrown  out  new  buds  and  tendrils.  The 
priest  paused  before  the  grave,  with  Felicita 
standing  beside  him  silent  and  spell-bound. 
She  did  not  weep  or  cry,  or  fling  herself 
upon  the  ground  beside  it  as  he  had  expected. 
When  he  looked  askance  at  her  marble  faca 
there  was  no  trace  of  emotion  upon  it;  except- 
ing that  her  lips  moved  very  slightly,  as  if  they 
formed  the  words  inscribed  upon  the  cross. 

It  is  not  in  good  order  just  at  present,"  he 
said,  breaking  the  oppressive  silence.  "The 
peasant  who  took  charge  of  it,  Jean  Merle, 
disappeared  from  Engelberg  last  summer,  and 
never  since  been  seen  or  heard  of.  They 
say  he  was  paid  to  take  care  of  this  grave ; 
and  truly  when  he  was  here  there  was  no 
weed,  no  soil,  no  little  speck  of  moss  upon 
it  There  was  no  other  grave  kept  like  this. 
Was  Roland  Sefton  a  relative  of  Madame  ?  " 


794 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


"Yes!"  she  whispered,  or  he  thought 
she  whispered  it  from  the  motion  of  her  lips. 

"  Madame  is  not  a  Catholic?"  he  asked. 

Felicita  shook  her  head- 

"  What  a.  pity  !  what  a  pity  ! "  he  con- 
tinued, in  a  tone  of  mild  regret,  "  or  I  could 
console  her.  Yet  I  will  pray  the  good  God 
and  ihe  Mother  of  Sorrows  to  give  her  com- 
fort. If  she  only  knew  the  solace  of  opening 
her  heart,  even  to  a  fellow-mortal ! " 

"  Does  no  one  know  where  Jean  Merle 
is  ?  "  she  asked,  in  a  low  but  clear,  penetrat- 
ing voice  whidi  startled  him,  he  said  after- 
wards, almost  as  much  as  if  the  image  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  had  spoken  to  him.  With 
the  effort  to  speak  a  slight  colour  flushed 
across  the  pale,  wan  face,  and  her  eyes 
fastened  eagerly  upon  him. 

"No  one,  Madame,"  he  replied;  "the 
poor  man  was  a  misanthrope,  and  lived  quite 
alone  in  misery.  He  came  neither  to  con- 
fession nor  to  mass;  but  whether  he  was  a 
heretic  or  an  atheist  no  man  knew.  Where 
he  came  from,  or  where  he  went  to,  was 
known  only  to  himself.  But  they  think  he 
must  have  perished  on  the  mountains,  for  he 
disappeared  suddenly  last  August.  His  little 
hut  is  falling  into  ruins ;  it  was  too  poor  a 
place  for  anybody  but  him." 

"  I  must  go  there ;  where  is  it  ?  "  she 
Hiquired,  turning  abruptly  away  from  the 
grave,  without  a  tear  or  a  prayer,  he  observed. 

The  spell  that  had  bound  her  seemed 
broken,  and  she  looked  agitated  and  hurried. 
There  was  more  vigour  and  decision  in  her 
face  and  manner  than  he  could  have  believed 

fiossible  a  few  minutes  before.  She  was  no 
onger  a  marble  image  of  despair. 

"  If  Madame  will  go  quite  through  the 
village,"  he  answered,  "  it  is  the  last  house 
on  the  way  to  Stans.  But  it  cannot  be 
called  a  house ;  it  is  a  ruin.  It  stands  apart 
from  all  the  rest,  like  an  accursed  spot ;  for 
no  person  will  go  near  it.  If  Madame  goes, 
she  will  find  no  one  there," 

With  a  quick  yet  stately  gesture  of  farewell 
Felicita  turned  away,  and  walked  swiftly 
down  the  little  path,  not  running,  but  mov- 
ing so  rapidly  that  she  was  soon  out  of 
sight.  By-and-by,  when  he  had  had  time  to 
think  over  tlie  interview  and  to  recover  from 
his  surprise,  he  followed  her;  but  he  saw 
nothing  of  her — only  the  miserable  hovel 
where  Jean  Merle  lived,  into  which  she  had 
probably  found  an  entrance, 

Felicita  had  learned  something  of  what  she 
had  come  to  discover,  Jean  Merle  had  been 
living  in  Engelberg  until  the  last  summer, 
though  now  he  had  disappeared.     Perished 


on  the  mountains  I  Oh  I  could  that  be  true? 
It  was  likely  to  be  true.  He  had  always 
been  a  daring  mountaineer,  when  there  was 
every  motive  to  him  to  be  careful  of  his  life ; 
and  now  what  could  make  it  precious  to 
him  ?  There  was  no  other  reason  for  sud- 
denly breaking  off  the  thread  of  his  life  here 
in  Engelberg;  for  Felicita  had  never  ima- 
gined it  possible  that  he  would  return  to 
England.  If  he  had  disappeared  he  must 
have  perished  on  the  mountains. 

Yet  there  was  no  relief  to  her  in  the 
thought.  If  she  had  heard  in  England  that 
he  was  dead,  there  would  have  been  a  sense 
of  deliverance,  and  a  secret  consciousness  of 
real  freedom,  which  would  have  made  her 
future  course  lie  before  her  in  brighter  and 
more  tranquil  light.  She  would  at  last  be 
what  she  seemed  to  be.  But  here,  amid  the 
scenes  of  his  past  life,  there  was  a  deep  com- 
punction in  her  heart,  and  a  profound  pity 
for  the  miserable  man,  whose  neighbours 
knew  nothing  about  him,  but  that  he  had 
vanished  out  of  their  sight  That  slie 
should  come  to  seek  him,  and  find  not  even 
his  grave,  oppressed  her  with  anguish,  as  she 
passed  along  the  village  street,  till  she  saw 
the  deserted  hut  standing  apart,  like  an 
accursed  place,  the  fit  dwelling  of  an  outcast. 

The  short  ladder  that  led  to  it  was  half 
broken ;  but  she  could  climb  it  easily,  and 
the  upper  part  of  the  door  was  partly  open, 
and  swinging  lazily  to  and  fro  in  the  light 
breeze  that  was  astir  after  the  stonn.  There 
was  no  difficulty  in  unfastening  the  bolt 
which  held  the  lower  half,  and  Felicita 
stepped  into  the  low  room.  She  stood  for 
a  while,  how  long  she  did  not  know,  gazing 
forward  with  wide-open,  motionless  eyes,  the 
brain  scarcely  conscious  of  seeing  through 
them,  though  the  sight  before  her  was  re- 
Bected  on  their  dark  and  glistening  surface. 
A  comer  of  the  roof  had  fallen  in  during  the 
winter,  and  a  stream  of  bright  light  shone 
through  it,  irradiating  the  dim  and  desolate 
interior.  The  abject  poverty  of  her  husband's 
dwelling-place  was  set  in  broad  daylight. 
The  windowless  walls,  the  bare  black  rafters 
overhead,  the  rude  bed  of  juniper-branches 
and  ferns,  the  log  seat,  rough  as  it  had  coiue 
out  of  the  forest;  she  saw  them  all  as  if  she 
saw  them  not,  so  busy  was  her  brain  that  it 
could  take  no  notice  of  them  just  now. 

So  busy  was  it  that  all  her  life  seemed  to 
be  hurrying  and  crowding  and  whirling 
through  it,  with  swift  pictures  starting  into 
momentary  distinctness,  and  dying  suddenly 
to  give  place  to  others.  It  was  a  terrifying 
and    enthralling  phantasmagoria  which  held 
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her  spell-bound  od  the  threshold  of  this 
ruined  hovel,  her  husband's  last  shelter. 

At  last  she  roused  heiseU^  and  stepped 
forward  hesitatingly.  Her  eyes  had  fallen 
upon  a  book  or  two  at  the  end  of  a  shelf  as 
black  as  the  walls — and  books  had  always 
called  to  her  with  a  voice  that  could  not  be 
resisted-  She  crept  slowly  and  feebly  across 
the  mouldering  plaoks  of  the  floor,  through 
which  she  could  see  the  grass  springing  on 
the  turf  below  the  hut.  But  when  she  lifted 
up  the  mildewed  and  dust-covered  volume 
lyivg  uppermost  and  opened  it,  her  eyes  fell 
first  upon  her  own  portrait,  stained,  faded, 
nearly  blotted  out,  yet  herself,  as  she  was 
when  she  became  Roland  Sefton's  wife. 

She  sank  down,  faint  and  trembling,  on 
the  rough  block  ot  wood,  and  leaned  back 
i^ainst  the  mouldy  walls,  with  the  photo- 
graph in  her  hand  and  her  eyes  fastened 
upon  it.  His  mother's  portrait  and  his 
children's  he  bad  given  up  as  evidence  of 
his  death;  but  he  had  never  parted  with 
hers.  Oh,  how  he  had  loved  her  I  Would 
to  God  she  had  loved  him  as  dearly  !  But 
she  had  forsaken  him,  had  separated  him 
from  her  as  one  who  was  accursed,  and 
whose  very  name  was  a  malediction.  She  had 
exacted  the  uttermost  farthing  from  him — his 
mother,  his  children,  his  home,  his  very  life — 
to  save  her  name  from  dishonour.  It  seemed 
as  if  this  tarnished,  dishonoured  picture 
of  herself,  cherished  through  all  his  misery 
and  desolation,  spoke  more  deeply  and 
poignantly  to  her  than  anything  else  could 
do.  She  fancied  she  could  see  him,  the 
wayworn,  haggard,  weather-beaten  peasant, 
as  she  had  seen  him  last,  sitting  here,  with 
the  black  walls  shutting  him  out  from  all 
the  world,  but  holding  this  portrait  in  his 
hands,  and  looking  at  it  as  she  did  now. 
And  he  had  perished  on  the  mountains  ! 

Suddenly  all  the  whirl  of  her  brain  grew 
quiet,  the  swift  thoughts  ceased  to  rush 
across  it.  She  felt  dull  and  benumbed,  as  if 
she  could  no  longer  exert  herself  to  remem- 
ber or  to  know  anything.  Her  eyes  were 
weary  of  seeing,  and  the  lids  drooped  over 
them.  The  hght  had  become  dim,  as  if  the 
sun  had  already  set.  Her  ears  were  growing 
heavy,  as  though  no  sound  could  ever  disturb 
heragain,  when  a  bitter  and  piercing  cry,  such 
^s  is  seldom  drawn  from  the  heart  of  man, 
penetrated  through  all  the  lethargy  creeping 
over  her.  Looking  up,  with  eyes  that  opened 
slowly  and  painfully,  she  saw  her  husband 
bending  over  her.  A  smile  of  exceeding 
sweetness  and  tenderness  flitted  across  her 
^«,  and  she  tried  to  stretch  out  both  her 


bands  towards  him.  But  the  effort  was  the 
last  faint  token  of  life.  They  had  found  one 
another  again  too  late. 

CHAPTER  XLIK, — FOR  OKE    MOMENT. 

Sat  had  not  uttered  a  word  to  him ;  but 
her  smile  and  the  tender  gesture  of  her 
dying  hands  had  spoken  more  than  words. 
He  stood  motionless,  gazing  down  upon  her, 
and  upon  Phebe,  who  had  thrown  herself  - 
beside  her,  and  was  encircling  her  with  her 
arms,  as  if  she  could  snatch  her  away  trom 
the  relentless  grasp  of  death.  A  single  cry 
of  anguish  had  escaped  him,  but  he  was 
dumb  now ;  and  no  sound  was  heard  in  the 
silent  hut  except  those  that  entered  it  from 
without.  Fhebe  did  not  know  what  had 
happened;  but  be  knew.  Quite  clearly, 
without  any  hope  or  any  self-deception,  he 
knew  that  Felicita  was  dead. 

The  dread  of  it  had  haunted  him  from  the 
moment  that  he  had  heard  of  her  hurried 
departure  in  quest  of  him.  When  he  read 
Fhebe's  few  words,  imploring  him  to  follow 
them,  the  recollection  had  flashed  across  him 
of  how  the  thread  of  Lord  Riversford's  life 
had  snapped  under  the  strain  of  tmusual 
anxiety  and  fatigue.  Felicita's  own  delicate 
health  had  been  failing  for  some  months  past. 
As  swiftly  as  he  could  follow  he  had  pursued 
them ;  but  her  impatient  and  feverish  haste 
had  prevented  him  from  overtaking  them  in 
time.  What  might  have  been  the  result  if 
he  had  reached  her  sooner  he  could  not  tell ; 
that  there  could  ever  have  been  any  knitting 
together  again  of  the  tie  that  had  once  united 
them  seemed  impossible.  Death  alone,  either 
hers  or  his,  could  have  touched  her  heart  to 
the  tenderness  of  her  farewell  smile  and  ges- 
ture. 

In  afler  life  Jean  Merle  never  spoke  of 
that  hour  of  agony.  But  there  was  nothing 
in  the  past  which  dwelt  SO  deeply,  or  lived 
agam  so  often,  in  his  memory.  He  had  suffered 
before ;  but  it  seemed  as  nothing  to  the  in- 
tensity of  the  anguish  that  had  befallen  him 
now.  The  image  of  Felicita's  white  and 
dying  face  resting  against  the  blackened  walls 
of  the  hovel  where  she  had  gone  to  seek 
him  was  indelibly  printed  on  his  brain.  He 
would  see  it  till  the  hour  of  his  own  death. 

He  lifted  her  up,  holding  her  once  more 
in  bis  arms  and  clasping  her  to  his  heart,  as 
he  carried  her  through  the  village  street  to 
the  hotel.  Phebe  walked  beside  him,  as  yet 
only  thinking  that  Felicita  had  fainted.  His 
old  neighbours  crowded  out  of  their  houses, 
scarcely  recognising  Jean  Merle  in  this  Mon- 
sieur in  his  good  English,  di^s^  ttuf-t^Uh 
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ledoubled  curiosity  when  they  saw  who  it 
wax  thus  bearing  the  strange  English  lady  in  | 
his  arms.  When  he  had  carried  her  to  the  ! 
hotel,  and  upstairs  to  die  room  where  he  had 
watched  beside  the  death-bed  of  the  stranger 
who  had  borne  his  name,  he  broke  through  : 
the  gathering  crowd  of  on-lookers  and  fled  to 
hii  familiar  solitudes  among  the  mountains.     ' 

He  had  alvays  told  himself  that  Felidta  ' 
was  dead  to  him.  There  had  not  been  in  his 
heart  the  faintest  hope  that  she  could  ever 
again  be  anythii^;  more  to  him  than  a  me- 
rooiy  and  a  dream.  When  he  was  in  England, 
though  he  had  not  been  (X}nten(  until  he  had 
■een  his  children  and  his  old  home,  he  had 
never  sought  to  get  a  glimpse  of  ber,  so  far 
beyond  him  and  above  him.  But  now  that 
she  was  indeed  dead,  those  beloved  eyes 
dosed  for  evermore  from  the  light  of  the  sun, 
and  the  familiar  earth  never  again  .to  be 
trodden  by  her  feet,  the  awful  chasm  set 
between  them  made  him  feel  as  if  be  was  for 
the  first  time  separated  from  her.  Only  an 
hour  ago  and  his  voice  could  have  reached 
her  in  words  of  entreaty,  and  of  passionate 
repentance,  and  humble  self-renunciation. 
They  could  have  spoken  face  to  face;  and 
be  might  have  had  a  brief  interval  for  pour- 
ing out  his  heart  to  her.  But  there  had 
been  no  word  uttered  between  them.  There 
had  been  only  that  one  moment  in  which 
her  soul  looked  back  upon  him  with  a  glance 
of  tenderness,  before  she  was  gone  from  him 
beyond  recall. 

He  came  to  himself,  out  of  the  confused 
agony  of  his  grief,  as  the  sun  was  setting. 
He  found  himself  in  a  wild  and  barren  wilder- 
ness of  savage  rocks,  with  a  small  black  tarn 
lying  at  his  feet,  which  just  caught  the  glim- 
mer of  the  setting  sun  on  its  lurid  surface. 
The  silence  about  him  was  intense.  Grey 
clouds  stretched  across  the  mountains,  out 
of  which  a  few  sad  peaks  of  rock  rose  against 
the  grey  sky.  The  snowy  dome  of  the  Titlis, 
towering  above  the  rest,  looked  down  on  him 
out  of  the  shadow  of  the  clouded  heavens 
with  a  ghostly  paleness.  All  the  world  about 
him  was  cold,  and  wan,  and  solemn  as  the 
face  of  the  dead.  There  was  death  up  here 
and  in  the  valley  yonder ;  but  down  in  the 
valley  it  bore  too  dear  and  too  sorrowful  a 
form. 

The  recollection  of  Phebe's  loneliness,  and 
her  distress  at  his  absence,  at  last  aroused 
him;  and  with  slow  and  reluctant  steps  he 
retraced  his  path  through  the  deep  gloom  of 
the  forests  to  the  village.  There  was  much  to 
be  decided  upon  before  he  reached  the  hotel. 

Two  courses  were  open  to  him.    There 


was  no  longer  any  reason  to  dread  a  puUic 
trial  and  a>nvictioD  for  the  crime  he  had 
committed  so  many  years  ago.  It  was  quite 
practicable  to  return  to  England,  account 
plausibly  for  his  disappearance,  and  the  mis- 
take as  to  identity  which  had  caused  a 
stranger  to  be  buried  in  his  name,  and  take 
up  his  life  agam  as  Roland  Sefton.  It  was 
improbable  that  any  searching  investigation 
should  be  made  into  his  statements,  but  the 
old  mmouis  and  suspicions  would  be  awak- 
ened and  strengthened  a  hundredfold  by  the 
mystery  surrounding  his  return.  No  roan 
could  compel  him  to  reveal  fais  secret ;  he 
had  simply  to  keep  his  lips  closed  in  impene- 
trable silence.  True,  he  would  be  a  sus- 
pected man,  with  a  disgraceful  secrecy  hang- 
ing like  a  cloud  about  him;  and  he  could  not 
live  so  at  Riversborough,  among  his  old 
townspeople,  of  whom  he  had  once  been  a 
leader.  He  must  find  some  new  sphere,  and 
dwell  in  it,  always  dreading  the  tongue  of 
rumour. 

But  his  son  and  daughter  ?  How  would 
they  regard  him  if  he  maintained  an  obstinate 
and  ambiguous  silence  towards  them  ?  They 
were  no  longer  little  children,  scarcely  sepa- 
rate from  their  father,  seeing  through  his 
eyes,  and  touching  life  only  through  him. 
They  were  individual,  living  souls,  with  a 
personality  of  their  own,  the  more  free  from 
his  because  of  his  long  absence  and  sup- 
posed death.  It  was  a  young  man  he  must 
meet  in  Felix,  a  critic  and  a  judge  like  other 
men  ;  but  with  a  keener  interest  in  the  criti- 
cism and  the  judgment  he  had  to  pass  upon 
his  father.  His  son  would  ponder  deeply 
over  any  account  he  might  give  of  himself. 
Hilda,  too,  was  at  a  sensitive  and  delicate 
point  of  girlhood,  when  she  would  inevitably 
shrink  from  any  contact  with  the  suspicion 
and  doubt  that  would  surround  this  strange 
return  after  so  many  years  of  disappearance. 

Yet  how  could  he  let  them  know  the 
terrible  fraud  he  had  committed  for  their 
mother's  sake,  and  with  her  connivance?  If 
he  returned  to  them,  with  the  truth  in  his 
lips,  they  would  lose  the  happy  memory  of 
their  mother,  and  their  pride  in  her  fame. 
He  understood  only  too  well  how  dominant 
must  have  been  her  influence  over  them,  not 
merely  by  the  tender,  common  ties  of  mother- 
hood, but  by  the  fascinating  charm  of  her 
whole  nature,  reserved  and  stately  as  it  had 
been.  He  must  betray  her  and  lessen  her 
memory  in  their  sorrowful  esteem.  To  them, 
if  not  to  the  world,  he  must  disclose  all ;  or 
resolve  to  remain  a  stranger  to  them  for  ever. 

During  the  last  six  mgnthi  ^  ,i}^  ^emed 
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to  him  that  a  humble  path  lay  before  him, 
following  which  he  might  again  live  a.  life  of 
lowly  disciples  hip.  He  bad  repented  with  a 
bitter  repentance,  and  out  of  the  depths  into 
which  he  bad  fallen,  he  had  cried  uuto  God, 
and  been  delivered.  He  believed  that  he 
had  received  God's  forgiveness,  as  he  knew 
that  he  had  received  man's  forgiveness.  Out 
of  the  i\Teck  of  his  former  life  he  had  con- 
Btructed  a  little  raft,  and  trusted  to  it  bear- 
ing him  safely  through  wiiat  remained  of  the 
storm  of  life.  If  Felicila  had  lived  he  would 
have  continued  in  the  service  of  bis  father's 
old  friend,  proving  himself  of  use  in  number- 
less ways.  He  had  not  been  long  enough  in 
Riversborough  to  gain  any  influence  in  the 
town  as  a  poor  foreigner;  but  there  had  been 
a  hope  dawning  within  tbat  he  might  again 
do  some  good  in  his  native  place,  the  dearer 
to  him  because  of  his  long  and  dreary  banish- 
ment. In  time  he  might  perform  some  work 
worthy  of  his  forefathers,  though  under 
another  name.  If  he  could  so  live  as  to 
leave  behind  him  the  memory  of  a  sincere 
and  simple  Christian,  who  had  denied  him- 
self daily  to  live  a  righteous,  sober,  and  godly 
life,  and  had  cheerfully  taken  up  his  cross  to 
follow  Christ,  he  would  in  some  measure 
atone  for  the  disgrace  Roland  Sefton's  defalca- 
tions had  brought  upon  the  name  of  Christ. 

ITiis  humble,  unambitious  career  was  still 
before  him,  if  he  could  forego  the  joy  of 
making  himself  known  to  his  children :  a 
doubtful  joy.  For  had  he  not  cut  himself 
from  them  by  his  reckless  and  desjiairing 
abandonment  of  them  in  their  childhood? 
He  could  bring  them  nothing  now  but  sorrow 
and  shame.  The  sacri5ce  would  be  on  their 
side,not  bis.  It  needs  all  the  links  of  all  the 
years  to  bind  parents  and  children  in  an  in- 
destructible chain  ;  and  if  he  attempted  to 
unite  the  broken  links  it  could  only  be  by  a 
knowledge  of  their  mother's  error  as  well  as 
his.  Let  him  sacrifice  himself  for  the  last 
and  final  time  to  Felicita,  and  the  fair  name 
she  had  made  for  herself. 

His  mind  was  made  up  before  he  reached 
the  valley.  He  could  not  unravel  the  warp 
and  woof  of  his  life.  The  gossamer  threads 
of  the  web  he  had  begun  to  weave  about  him- 
self so  lightly  in  the  hey-day  of  his  youth, 
and  prosperity,  and  happiness,  had  thickened 
into  cables,  and  petrified  ;  it  was  impossible 
to  break  through  the  coil  of  tbem,  or  find  a 
way  out  of  it,  Roland  Sefton  had  died  many 
years  ago.     Let  him  remain  dead. 

Phebe  was  sitting  by  a  table  in  the  lonely 
salon,  her  head  buried  in  her  arms  whioi 
rested  upon  it — a  forlorn  and  despondent 


attitude.  She  lifted  up  hei  face  as  he  entered, 
and  gazed  pitifully  ioto  his  ;  but  for  a  minute 
or  two  neither  of  them  spoke.  He  stood 
just  within  the  door,  as  he  had  done  on  the 
fateful  night  when  Felicita  had  told  him  that 
she  chose  his  death  rather  than  to  share  the 
disgrace  attaching  to  his  crime. '  This  day, 
just  drawn  to  a  close,  had  been  the  bitterest 
fruit  of  the  seed  then  sown.  Jean  Itlerie's 
face,  on  which  there  was  stamped  an  expres- 
sion of  intense  but  patient  sufiering,sceadfastly 
met  Fhebe's  aching  eyes. 

"  She  is  dead  I "  she  murmured. 

"  I  knew  it,"  he  answered. 

"  I  did  not  know  what  to  do,"  she  went  on, 
after  a  slight  pause,  and  speaking  in  a  pitiful 
and  deprecating  tone, 

"  Poor  Phebe ! "  he  said ;  "  but  I  am  come 
to  tell  you  what  I  have  resolved  to  do.  We 
must  act  now  as  if  I  was  only  what  I  seem  to 
be — a  stranger  to  you,  and  a  passing  guide, 
who  has  no  more  to  do  with  these  things 
than  any  other  stranger.  We  will  do  what  I 
believe  she  would  have  desired ;  her  name 
shall  be  as  dear  to  us  as  it  was  to  her ;  no 
disgrace  shall  stain  it  now." 

"  But  can  you  never  throw  off  your  dis- 
guise?" she  asked,  weeping;  "must  you 
always  be  what,  what  you  seem  to  be  now  ?  " 

"  I  must  always  be  Jean  Merle,"  he  replied. 
"  Roland  Sefton  cannot  return  to  life ;  it  is 
impossible.  Let  us  leave  her  children  at 
least  the  tender  memory  of  their  mother ;  I 
can  bear  being  unknown  to  them  for  what 
remains  to  me  of  life.  And  we  do  no  one 
any  harm,  you  and  I,  by  keeping  this  secret" 

"  No ;  we  wrong  no  one,"  she  answered. 
"  I  have  been  thinking  of  it  ever  since  I  was 
sure  that  she  was  dead,  and  I  counted  upon 
your  doing  this.  It  will  save  Felix  and  Hilda 
from  bitter  sorrow;  and  it  would  keep  her 
memor)'  fair  and  true  for  them.  But  you — 
there  will  be  so  much  to  give  up.  They  will 
never  know  that  you  are  their  father;  for  if 
we  do  not  tell  them  now,  we  roust  never, 
never  betray  it     Can  you  do  it?" 

"  I  gave  them  up  long  ago,"  he  sdd ;  "and 
if  there  be  any  sacrifice  I  can  make  for  them, 
what  should  withhold  me,  Phebe?  God 
only  knows  what  an  unutterable  relief  it  would 
be  to  me  if  I  could  lay  bare  my  whole  life  to  the 
eyes  of  my  fellow-men,  and  henceforth  walk 
in  their  sight  in  simple  honesty  and  truthful- 
ness. But  tbat  is  impossible.  Not  even 
you  can  see  my  whole  life  as  it  has  been.  I 
must  go  softly  all  my  days,  bearing  my 
burden  of  secrecy," 

"  I,  too,  shall  have  to  bear  it,"  she  mur- 
mured almost  inaudibly.  ,    ,  ^.v-v.^.i. 
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"  I  start  at  once  for  Stans,"  he  went  on ; 
"and  go  to  Lucerne  by  the  first  boat  in  the 
TDOming.  You  shall  give  me  a  telegram  to 
send  from  there  to  Canon  Pascal ;  and  Felix 
will  be  here  in  less  than  three  days.  1  must 
return  direct  to  Riversborough.  I  cannot 
perform  the  last  duties  to  the  dead ;  even 
that  is  denied  to  me." 

"  But  Felicita  must  not  be  buried  here," 
exclaimed  Phebe,  her  voice  faltering  with  an 
accent  of  honor  at  the  thought  of  it.  A 
shudder  of  repugnance  ran  through  him  also, 
Roland  Sefton's  grave  was  here;  and  what 
would  be  more  natural  than  to  bury  Felicita 
in  it? 

"  No,  no  1"  he  cried ;  "  you  must  save  me 
from  that,  Phebe.  She  must  be  brought 
home,  and  buried  among  her  own  people. 
Promise  to  save  her  and  me  from  that." 

"  Oh  !  I  promise  it,"  she  said  ;  "  it  shall 
never  be.     You  shall  not  have  that  grief." 

"  If  I  stayed  here  myself,"  he  continued, 
"  it  would  make  it  more  difficult  to  take  up 
my  life  in  Riversborough,  unquestioned  and 
unsuspected.  It  can  only  be  by  a  complete 
separation  now  that  I  can  effect  my  purpose. 
But  I  can  hardly  bear  to  go  away,  Phebe." 

The  profound  pitifulness  of  Phebc's  heart 
was  stirred  to  its  inmost  depths  by  the  sound 
of  his  voice  and  the  expression  ofhis  hopeless 
ikce.    She  left  her  seat  and  drew  near  to  him. 

"Come  and  see  her  once  more,"  she 
whispered. 

Silently  he  made  a  gesture  of  assent,  and 
she  led  the  way  to  the  adjoining  room.  He 
knew  it  better  than  she  did ;  for  it  was  here 
that  he  had  watched  all  the  night  long  the 
death-bed  of  the  stranger  who  was  buried  in 
Roland  Sefton's  grave.  There  was  but  little 
change  in  it  to  his  eyes.  The  bare  walls  and 
the  scanty,  homely  furniture  were  the  same 
now  as  then.  There  was  the  glimmer  of  a 
little  lamp  falling  on  the  tranquil  figure  on 
the  bed.  The  occupant  of  the  chamber  only 
was  different;  but,oh!  the  difterence  to  him  ! 

"Do  not  leave  me,  Phebe  I"  he  cried, 
Stretching  out  his  hand  towards  her,  as  if 
blind  and  groping  to  be  led.  They  stepped 
noiselessly  across  the  uncarpeted  floor,  and 
looked  down  on  the  face  lying  on  the  pillow. 
The  smile  that  had  been  upon  it  in  the  last 
moment  }-et  lingered  about  the  mouth,  and 
added  an  inexpressible  gentleness  and  tender- 
ness to  its  beauty.  The  long,  dark  eyelashes^ 
shadowed  the  cheeks,  which  were  suflused 
with  a  faint  flush.  Felicita  looked  young 
again,  with  someihing  of  the  sweet,  shy  grace 
of  the  girl  whom  he  had  first  seen  in  this 
foreign  mountain  village  so  many  years  ago. 


He  sank  down  on  his  knees,  and  shutout 
the  sight  of  her  from  his  despairing  eyes. 
The  silent  minutes  crept  slowly  away  un- 
heeded ;  he  did  not  stir,  or  sob,  or  lift  up  his 
bowed  ^e.  This  kneeling  figure  at  her  feet 
was  as  rigid  and  as  death-like  as  the  lifeless 
form  lying  on  the  bed  ;  and  Phebe  greiv 
frightened,  yet  dared  not  break  in  upon  his 
grief.  At  last  a  footstep  came  somewhat 
noisily  up  the  staircase,  and  she  laid  her 
hand  softly  on  the  grey  head  beneath  her. 

"  Jean  Merle,"  she  said,  "  it  is  time  for  us 
to  go." 

The  sound  of  this  name  in  Phebe's  familiar 
voice  aroused  him.  She  had  never  called 
him  by  it  before ;  and  its  utterance  now- 
marked  as  a  thing  irrevocably  settled  that  his 
life  henceforth  was  to  be  altogether  divorced 
from  that  of  Roland  Sefton.  He  had  come 
to  the  last  point  which  connected  him  with 
it.  When  he  turned  away  from  this  rigid 
form,  in  all  the  awful  loveliness  of  death,  he 
would  have  cut  himself  off  for  ever  from  tbe 
past.  He  laid  his  liand  upon  the  chilly 
forehead  ;  but  he  dared  not  stoop  down  to 
touch  the  sweet,  sad  face  with  his  lips. 

With  no  word  of  farewell  to  Phebe,  he 
rushed  out  into  the  dense  darkness  of  the 
night,  and  made  his  way  down  the  valley, 
and  through  the  steep  forest-roads  he  had 
traversed  only  a  few  hours  ago  with  some- 
thing like  hope  dawning  in  his  heart.  For 
in  the  morning  he  had  known  that  he  should 
see  Felicita  again,  and  there  was  expectation 
and  a  gleam  of  gladness  in  that ;  but  to-nigbt 
his  eyes  had  looked  upon  her  for  the  last 
time. 

CHAPTER  L. — HIS  OWN  CHILDREN. 

Though  Phebe  telegraphed  at  once  to 
Canon  Pascal,  she  did  not  stay  in  Engelberg 
till  he  and  Felix  could  reach  her,  lest  they 
should  urge  the  burial  of  Felicita's  corpse 
beside  her  husband's.  She  hastened  down 
with  her  sad  charge  to  Lucerne,  and  met 
them  there.  The  tidings  of  Felicita's  death 
spread  rapidly  in  England.  Its  suddenness 
and  the  circumstance  of  its  occuning  in  the 
Alpine  village  where  her  husband  had  perished 
gave  it  more  than  ordinary  interest.  It  was 
naturally  discussed  in  literary  circles  and  the 
fashionable  clique  to  which  the  Riversfords 
belonged.  There  were  the  usual  kindly 
notices  of  her  life  and  works  in  the  daily 
papers ;  and  her  publisher  seized  the  occasion 
to  advertise  her  books  more  largely.  But  it 
in  Riversborough  that  the  deepest  im- 
pression was  made,  and  the  keenest  curiosity 
aroused  by  the  story  of  her  death,  obscure  in 
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some  of  its  details,  but  fiill  of  romaotic 
interest  to  bet  old  townspeople,  who  were 
thus  recalled  to  the  circumstances  attending 
Roland  Sefton's  disappearance  and  subse- 
quent death.  The  funeral,  also,  was  to  be  in 
the  immediate  neighbourhood,  in  the  church 
where  all  the  RIversfords  had  been  buried 
time  out  of  mind,  long  before  a  title  bad  been 
conferred  on  the  head  of  the  house.  It 
appeared  quite  right  that  Felicita  should  be 
buried  among  her  own  people ;  and  every 
one  who  could  get  away  from  business  went 
down  to  the  little  country  churchyard  to  be 
present  at  the  funeral. 

But  Phebe  was  not  there  :  when  she  reached 
London  she  was  so  worn  out  that  she  was 
compelled  to  remain  at  home,  brooding  over 
what  she  had  come  through.  And  Jean 
Merle  had  not  trusted  himself  to  look  into 
the  open  grave,  about  to  close  over  all  that 
remained  of  the  woman  he  had  so  passionately 
loved.  The  tolling  of  the  minute-bell,  which 
began  early  in  the  day,  and  struck  its  deep 
knell  through  the  tardy  hours  till  late  in  the 
evening,  smote  upon  his  ear  and  heart  every 
time  the  solemn  tone  sounded  through  the 
quiet  house.  He  was  left  alone  in  his  old 
home,  for  Mr.  ClitFord  was  gone  as  one  of 
the  mourners  to  follow  FeJicita  to  the  grave, 
and  all  the  servants  had  asked  to  be  present 
atthe  funeral.  There  was  nothing  to  demand 
his  attention,  or  to  distract  his  thoughts. 
The  home  was  as  silent  as  if  it  had  been  the 
home  of  death,  and  he  himself  but  a  phantom 
in  it 

Though  he  had  been  six  months  in  the 
house,  he  had  never  yet  been  into  Felicita's 
study;  that  quiet  room  shut  out  from  the 
noise  both  of  the  street  and  the  household, 
which  he  had  set  apart  and  prepared  for  her, 
when  she  was  coming,  stepping  down  a  little 
from  her  own  level,  to  be  his  wife.  It  was 
dismantled  he  knew  ;  her  books  were  gone, 
and  alt  the  costly  decorative  fittings  he  had 
chosen  with  so  much  joyous  anxiety.  But 
the  panelled  walls  which  he  had  worked 
at  with  his  own  hands  were  there,  and  the 
window,  with  its  delicately  tinted  lattice 
panes,  through  which  the  sun  had  shone 
in  daintily  upon  her  at  her  desk.  He  went 
slowly  up  the  long  staircase,  pausing  now 
and  then  lost  in  thought ;  and  standing  at> 
last  before  the  door,  which  he  had  never 
opened  without  asking  permission  to  enter,  he 
hesitated  for  many  minutes  before  he  went  in. 

An  empty  room,  swept  clean  of  everything 
which  made  it  a  living  habitation.  The  sun- 
shine fell  in  pencils  of  coloured  light  upon 
the  bare  walls  and  uncarpeted  floor.     It  bore 


no  trace  of  any  occupant;  yet  to  him  it 
seemed  but  yesterday  that  he  had  been  in 
here,  listening  to  the  low  tones  of  Felicita's 
sweet  voice,  and  gazing  with  silent  pride  on 
her  beautiful  face.  There  had  been  un- 
measured passion  and  ambition  in  his  love 
for  her,  which  had  fatally  changed  his  whole 
life.  But  he  knew  now  that  he  had  failed  in 
winning  her  love,  and  in  making  her  happy ; 
and  the  secret  dissatislaction  she  had  fell  in 
her  iIl-<:onsidered  marriage  had  been  fatal 
both  to  her  and  to  him.  The  restless  eager- 
ness it  had  developed  in  him  to  gain  a  posi- 
tion that  could  content  her,  had  been  a  seed 
of  world liness  which  had  borne  deadly  fruit. 

He  opened  the  casement,  and  looked  out 
on  the  familiar  landscape  on  which  her  ej-es 
had  so  often  rested — eyes  that  were  closed 
for  ever.  The  past,  so  keenly  present  t6 
him  at  this  moment,  was  in  reahty  altogether 
dead  and  buried.  She  had  ceased  to  be  his 
wife  years  ago,  when  she  had  accepted  the 
sacrifice  he  proposed  to  her  of  his  very  exist- 
ence. That  old  life  was  blotted  out;  and 
he  had  no  tight  to  mourn  openly  for  the  dead 
who  was  being  laid  in  the  grave  of  her  fathers 
at  this  hour.  His  children  were  counting 
themselves  orphans,  and  it  was  not  in  his 
power  to  comfort  them.  He  knelt  down  at 
the  open  window  and  rested  his  bowed  head 
on  the  window-sill.  The  emptyroom  behind 
him  was  but  a  symbol  of  his  own  empty  lot, 
swept  clean  of  all  its  affections  and  aspira- 
tions. Two-thirds  of  his  term  of  years  were 
already  spent,  and  he  found  himself  bereft 
and  dispossessed  of  all  that  makes  life  worth 
having;  all  except  the  power  of  service. 
Even  at  this  late  hour  a  voice  within  him 
called  to  him,  "  Go,  work  to-day  in  my  vine- 
yard." It  was  not  too  late  to  serve  God 
who  had  forgiven  him,  and  man  whom  he 
had  wronged.  There  was  time  to  make 
some  atonement,  to  work  out  some  redemp- 
tion for  his  fellow-men.  To  Roland  Sefton 
had  arisen  a  vision  of  a  public  and  honour- 
able career,  cheered  on  by  the  applause  of 
men,  and  crowned  with  popularity  and 
renown  for  all  that  he  might  achieve;  but 
Jean  Merle  must  toil  in  silence  and  difficulty, 
amid  rebuffs  and  discouragements,  and  do 
humble  service  which  would  remain  unre- 
cognised and  unthanked.  Vet  there  was 
work  to  do,  if  it  were  no  more  than  cheering 
the  last  days  of  an  old  man,  or  teaching  a  class 
of  the  most  ignorant  of  his  townsfolk  in  a 
night  school. 

He  rose  from  his  knees  after  a  while  and 
left  the  room,  closing  the  door  as  softly  as  he 
had  been   used  to  do  when  afraid  of  any 
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noii>e  vexing  Felicita.  It  seemed  to  him  like 
the  closing  up  of  the  vault  where  she  was 
buried.  She  was  gone  from  him  for  ever ; 
and  there  was  nothing  left  but  to  forget  the 
past,  if  that  were  possible. 

As  lie  went  lingeringly  down  the  staircase, 
which  would  henceforth  be  trodden  seldom 
if  ever  by  him,  he  heard  the  ringing  of  the 
house-bell,  which  announced  the  return  of 
Mr.  Clifford,  and  of  Felix  and  Hilda,  who 
were  coming  to  stay  the  night  in  their  old 
home,  before  returning  to  London  on  the 
morrow.  He  hastened  down  to  open  the 
door  and  help  them  to  alight  from  their  car- 
riage. It  was  the  first  time  he  had  been 
thus  brought  into  close  contact  with  them; 
but  this  must  happen  often  in  the  future, 
and  he  must  leam  to  meet  them  as  strangers, 
and  to  be  looked  upon  by  them  as  little 
more  than  a  hired  servant. 

But  the  ligtit  of  Hilda's  sad  young  face, 
and  the  expression  of  deep  grief  that  Felix 
wore,  tried  him  sorely.  What  would  he  not 
have  given  to  be  able  to  take  this  girl  into 
his  arms,  and  soothe  her,  and  to  comfort  bis 
son  with  comfort  none  but  a&ther  can  give  ? 
He  stood  outside  the  sphere  of  their  sorrows, 
looking  on  them  with  the  eyes  of  a  stranger ; 
and  the  pain  of  seeing  them  so  near,  yet  so 
far  away  from  him,  was  unutterable.  The 
time  might  come  when  Jean  Merle  could  see 
tliem,  and  talk  with  them  calmly,  as  a  friend, 
ready  to  serve  them  to  the  utmost  of  bis 
power,  But  so  long  as  they  were  mourning 
bitterly  for  thcit  mother,  and  could  not  con- 
ceal the  sharpness  of  their  grief,  the  sight  of 
them  was  a  torture  to  him. 


CHAPTER  LI. — AN   EMIGRATION 

Several  months  passed  aivay,  bringing 
no  visitor  to  Riversborough  except  Phcbe, 
who  came  down  two  or  tliree  times  to  see 
Mr.  Clifford,  whose  favourite  she  was.  But 
Phebe  never  spoke  of  the  past  to  Jean 
Merle.  Since  they  had  determined  what  to 
do,  it  seemed  wisest  to  her  not  to  took  back 
so  as  to  embitter  the  present.  Jean  Merle 
was  gradually  gaining  a  footing  in  the  town 
as  Mr.  Clifford's  representative,  and  was  in 
many  ways  filling  a  post  very  few  could  fill. 
Now  and  then  some  of  the  elder  townsmen, 
who  had  been  contemporary  with  Roland 
Seflon,  remarked  upon  the  resemblance 
between  Jean  Merle  and  their  old  comrade  ; 
but  this  was  satisfactorily  accounted  for  by 
his  relationship  to  Madame  Sefton;  for 
Roland,  they  said,  had  always  had  a  good 
deal  of  the  foreigner  about  him,  much  more 
than  this  quiet,  melancholy,  self-effacing  man. 


who  never  pushed  himself  forward  or  courted 
attention,  yet  was  always  ready  with  a  good 
sound  shrewd  opinion  if  he  was  asked  for  it 
It  had  been  a  lucky  thing  for  old  Clifford 
that  such  a  man  had  been  found  to  take  care 
of  him  and  his  affairs  in  his  extreme  old  age. 

Felix  had  gone  back  to  his  curacy  under 
Canon  Pascal,  in  the  parish  where  he  had 
spent  his  boyhood,  and  where  he  was  sale 
against  any  attack  upon  his  father's  memoiy. 
But,  in  spite  of  being  able  to  see  Alice  every 
day,  and  of  enjoying  Canon  Pascal's  constant 
companionship,  he  was  ill  at  ease;  and 
Phebe  was  dissatisfied.  This  was  exactly 
the  life  Felicita  had  dreaded  for  him ;  an 
easy,  half-occupied  life  in  a  small  parish, 
where  there  was  little  active  employment  for 
either  mind  or  body.  The  thought  of  it 
troubled  and  haunted  Phebe.  Felix,  with 
his  magnificent  physical  strength  and  active 
enei^,  and  the  strong  bent  to  heroic  effort 
and  Christian  devotion  given  to  him  in  his 
earliest  years,  was  thrown  away  in  this  tran- 
quil English  village,  where  there  was  clearly 
no  scope  for  heroism.  How  was  it  that 
Canon  Pascal  could  not  see  it  ?  His  curacy 
was  a  post  to  be  occupied  by  some  feebler 
man  than  Felix,  a  man  whose  powers  were 
only  equal  to  the  quiet  work  of  carrying  on 
the  labours  begun  by  his  rector.  Besides, 
Felix  would  have  recovered  from  the  shock 
of  his  mother's  sudden  death  if  his  time  and 
faculties  had  been  more  fully  occupied.  She 
must  give  words  to  her  discontent,  and  u^e 
Canon  Pascal  to  banish  him  from  a  spot 
where  he  was  leading  too  idle  a  life. 

Canon  Pascal  had  been  in  residence  at 
Westminster  for  some  weeks,  and  was  about 
to  return  to  his  rectory,  when  Phebe  went 
down  to  the  Abbey  one  day,  bent  upon  pat- 
ting her  decision  into  action.  The  bitterness 
of  the  early  spring  had  come  again,  and  strong 
easterly  gales  were  steadily  blowing  dayafier 
day,  bringing  disease  and  death  to  those  who 
were  feeble  and  ailing;  yet  not  more  surely 
than  the  winter  fogs  had  done.  As  Phebe 
passed  through  the  Abbey  on  her  way  to  his 
house  in  the  cloisters,  she  saw  Canon  Pascal 
standing  still,  with  his  head  thrown  back,  and 
his  eyes  uplifted  to  the  noble  arches  support- 
ing the  roof.  He  did  not  notice  her  until 
her  clear,  pleasant  voice  addressed  him. 

"Ah,  Phebe  I"  he  exclaimed,  a  swift 
smile  transforming  his  grave,  marked  face ; 
"  my  dear,  I  was  just  asking  myself  how  I 
could  bear  to  bid  farewell  to  all  this." 

He  glanced  round  him  with  an  expression 
of  unutterable  love  and  pride,  and  of  true 
regret;  and  as  he  paced  down  the  long  aisle 
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-Will  you  be  my 

he  lingered  as  if  every  step  lie  took  was  full 
of  pain. 

"Bid  farewell  to  it!"  repeated  Phebe, 
"  but  why?  " 

"  For  a  series  of  why's,"  he  answered. 
"  First  and  foremost,  because  the  doctors  tell 
me,  and  I  believe  it,  that  my  dear  wife's  days 
are  numbered  if  she  stays  another  year  in 
this  climate.  All  our  days  are  numbered  by 
God,  I  know ;  but  man  can  number  them 
also  if  he  pleases,  and  make  ihe  sum  of  tliem 
longer  or  shoricr  by  his  obedience  or  dis- 
obedience.    Secondly,  Phebe,  our  sons  have 


gone  ou  before  us  as  pioneers,  and  they  send 
uspiieousaccountsofthe  spiritual  needs  of  the 
colonists  and  the  native  populations  out  yon- 
der. I  preach  often  on  the  evils  of  over- 
population, and  its  danger  to  our  country  ; 
and  I  prescribe  emigration  to  most  of  the 
young  people  I  come  across.  Why  should 
not  I,  even  I,  lake  up  the  standard  and  cry 
'  Follow  me  ! '  We  should  leave  England 
with  sad  hearts,  it  is  true  ;  but  for  her  good, 
and  for  the  good  of  unborn  generations  who 
shall  create  a  second  England  under  other 
skies.    And  last,  but  not  ^Ijogf^ljer  |?asl. 
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the  colonial  bishopric  is  vacant,  and  has 
been  offered  to  me.  If  I  accept  it  I  shall 
save  the  hfe  most  precious  to  me,  and  find 
another  home  in  the  midst  of  my  children 
and  grandchildren." 

"  And  Felix  ?"  cried  Phcbe. 

"  What  could  be  better  for  Felix  than  to 
come  with  us?"  he  asked;  "there  he  will 
meet  with  the  work  he  was  bom  for ;  the 
work  he  is  fretting  his  soul  for.  He  will  be 
at  last  a  gallant  soldier  of  the  Cross,  with  no 
dread  of  his  father's  sin  rising  up  against  him. 
And  we  could  never  part  with  Alice ;  her 
mother  and  I." 

"Oh,  yesl"  she  answered,  with  tears  stand- 
ing in  her  eyes  ;  "  Felix  must  go  with  you." 

"  .\nd  Hilda  too,"  he  went  on  ;  "  for  what 
would  become  of  Hilda  alone  here,  with  her 
only  brother  settled  at  the  antipodes?  We 
shall  need  Phebe  Marlowe's  influence  with 
old  Mr.  Clifford,  who  might  prevent  his  ward 
from  quitting  England.  I  am  counting  also 
on  Phebe  herself  as  my  pearl  of  deaconn  esses ; 
with  no  vow  to  bind  her,  if  the  happier  and 
fuller  life  of  marriage  opened  before  her. 
Still,  to  secure  these  benefits,  I  must  give  up 
all  this." 

He  paused  for  a  minute  or  two  looking 
back  up  the  narrow  side  aisle ;  and  then,  as 
if  he  could  not  tear  himself  away,  he  re- 
traced his  steps  slowly  and  lingeringly  ;  and 
Phcbe  caught  the  glistening  of  tears  in  his 
eyes. 

"  Never  to  see  it  again  ! "  he  murmured ; 
"  or  if  I  see  it,  not  to  belong  to  it !  To  have 
no  more  right  here  than  any  other  stranger  ! 
It  feels  like  a  home  to  me,  dear  Phebe.  I 
have  had  solemn  glimpses  of  God  here,  as  if 
it  were  indeed  the  gate  of  heaven.  To  the 
last  hour  of  my  life,  wherever  I  go,  my  soul 
will  cleave  to  these  walls.  £uC  I  shall  give 
it  up." 

"Yes," she  sui,  sighing;  "but  there  is  no 
bitterness  of  repentance  to  you  in  giving  it  up." 

"  How  sadly  you  spoke  that !  "  he  went 
on  ;  "  as  if  a  woman  like  you  could  know  the 
bitterness  of  repentance.  You  have  only 
looked  at  it  through  other  men's  eyes.  Yes, 
we  shall  go.  Felix,  and  Hilda,  and  you  arc 
free  to  leave  Mr.  Clifford  now  he  is  so  admir- 
ably cared  for  by  this  Jean  Merle.  I  like  all 
that  I  hear  of  him,  though  I  never  saw  him ; 
surely  it  was  a  blessing  from  God  that 
Madame  Sefton's  poor  kinsman  was  brought 
to  the  old  man.  Could  we  not  leave  him 
safely  in  Merle's  charge?" 

"  Quite  safely,"  she  answered. 

"  I  have  a  scheme  for  a  new  settlement  in 
my  head,"  he  continued;  "a  settlement  of 


our  own,  and  we  will  invite  emigrants  to  it. 
I  can  reckon  on  a  few  who  will  joyfully 
follow  us ;  and  it  will  not  seem  a  strange 
land  if  we  carry  those  whom  we  love  widi 
us.  This  hour  even  I  have  made  up  my 
mind  to  accept  the  bishopric  Go  on,  dear 
Phebe,  and  tell  my  wife.  I  must  stay  here 
alone  a  little  longer." 

But  Phebe  did  not  hasten  with  these 
tidings  through  the  cloisters.  She  walked  to 
and  fro  pondering  over  them,  and  finding  in 
them  a  solution  of  many  difficulties.  For 
Felix  it  would  be  well ;  and  Hilda,  too,  what 
could  be  better  or  happier  for  her  than  to  go 
with  those  who  looked  upon  her  as  a  daugh- 
ter ?  There  was  little  to  keep  thera  in  Erg- 
land  ;  she  could  not  refuse  to  let  them  go. 

But  herself?  The  strong  strain  of  faith- 
fulness in  Phebe's  nature  knitted  her  as 
closely  with  the  past  as  with  the  present; 
and  mih  some  touch  of  a  pathetic  clinging  to 
the  past,  which  the  present  cannot  possess, 
she  could  not  separate  herself  from  it.  The 
little  home  where  she  was  born,  with  the 
wide  moors  encircling  it,  was  as  dear  to  her 
as  the  Abbey  was  to  Canon  Pascal.  If  she 
cut  herself  altogether  adrift  from  it,  and  all 
the  subtly  woven  web  of  memories  belonging 
to  it,'  she  fancied  she  might  pine  away  of 
home  sickness  in  a  distant  land.  There  was 
Mr.  Clifford,  too,  who  depended  so  utterly 
upon  her  promise  to  be  near  him  when  he 
was  dying ;  and  Jean  Merle,  whose  terrible 
secret  she  shared,  and  would  be  the  only  one 
to  share  it  with  him  when  Mr.  Clifford  was 
gone.  How  wa^  it  possible  to  separate  her- 
self from  these  two  ? 

Yet  it  was  even  more  difficult  than  Phebe 
anticipated  to  resist  the  urgent  entreaties  of 
Felix  and  Hilda.  Her  devotion  to  them  in 
the  past  had  made  them  feel  secure  of  its 
continuance;  and  to  quit  England,  leaving 
her  behind,  seemed  impossible.  But  Mr. 
Clifford's  reiterated  supplications  that  she 
would  not  forsake  him  in  his  old  age,  drew 
her  as  powerfully  the  other  way.  Scarcely  a 
day  passed  without  a  few  lines,  written  by 
his  own  feeble  and  shaking  hand,  reaching 
her,  beseeching  and  demanding  of  her  a 
solemn  promise  to  stay  in  England  as  long 
as  he  lived.  Jean  Merle  said  nothing,  even 
when  she  went  down  to  visit  them,  urged  by 
Cano:^  r'"t:;cal  to  set  before  Mr.  Clifford  tht' 
strong  reasons  there  were  for  her  to  accom- 
pany the  party  of  emigrants;  but  Phebe 
knew  that  Jean  Merle's  life,  with  its  unshared 
memories  and  secrets,  would  be  still  more 
dreary  if  she  went  away.  After  she  had  seen 
these  two  she  wavered  nojupri^ .  -.  i  v 
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It  was  a  larger  party  of  emigrants  than 
any  one  had  foieseen ;  foi  it  was  no  sooner 
.  known  that  Canon  Pascal  was  leaving  Eng- 
land as  a  colonial  bishop,  than  many  men 
and  women  came  forward  anxious  to  go  out 
and  found  new  homes  under  his  auspices. 
He  was  a  well-known  advocate  of  emigration  ; 
and  it  was  rightly  deemed  a  singular  advan* 
tage  to  have  him  as  a  leader  as  well  as  their 
spiritual  chief.  Canon  Pascal  threw  himself 
into  the  movement  with  ardour;  and  the  five 
months  elapsbg  before  he  set  sail  were  filled 
with  incessant  claims  upon  his  time  and 
thought;  while  all  about  him  were  drawn  into 
the  strong  cunent  of  his  work,  Pbebe  was 
occupied  fromcarly  morning  till  late  at  night; 
and  a  few  hours  of  deep  sleep,  which  gave 
her  no  time  for  thinking  of  her  own  future, 
was  all  the  rest  she  could  command.  Even 
Felix,  who  had  scarcely  shaken  ofi'  the  depres- 
sion caused  by  his  mother's  sudden  death, 
found  a  fresh  fountain-head  of  cnei^  and 
gladness  in  sharing  Canon.  Pascal's  new 
career,  and  in  the  immediate  prospect  of 
marrying  Alice. 

For,  in  addition  to  all  the  other  constant 
calls  upon  her,  Phebe  was  plunged  into  the 
preparations  needed  for  this  marriage,  which 
was  to  take  place  before  they  left  England. 
There  was  no  reason  to  defer  it  for  lack  of 
means,  as  Felix  had  inherited  his  share  of 
his  mother's  marriage  settlement.  But  Phebe 
drew  largely  on  her  own  resources  to  send 
out  for  them  the  complete  furnishing  of  a 
house  as  full  of  comfort,  and  as  far  as  possible 
as  full  of  real  beauty,  as  their  Essex  rectory 
had  been.  She  almost  stripped  her  studio 
of  the  sketches  and  the  finished  pictures 
which  Felix  and  Hilda  had  admired,  sighing 
sometimes  and  smiling  sometimes,  as  they 
vanished  from  her  sight  into  the  packing- 
cases,  for  the  times  that  were  gone  by,  and 
for  the  pleasant  surprises  that  would  greet 
them  in  that  far-off  land  when  their  eyes  fell 
upon  the  old  favourites  from  home. 

Felix  and  Hilda  spent  a  few  days  at 
Riversborough  with  Mr.  Clifford;  but  Phebe 
would  not  go  with  them,  in  spite  of  their 
earnest  desire ;  and  Jean  Merle,  their  kins- 
man, was  absent,  only  coming  home  the 
night  before  they  bade  their  last  farewell  to 
their  birth-place.  He  appeared  to  them  a 
very  silent  and  melancholy  man,  keeping 
himself  quite  in  the  background,  and  unwilling 
to  talk  much  about  hia  own  country  and  his 
relationship  with  their  grandmother's  family. 
But  they  had  not  time  to  pay  much  attention 
to  him  ;  the  engrossing  interest  of  spending 
the  last  few  hours  amid  these  familiar  places. 


so  often  and  so  fondly  to  be  remembered  in 
the  coming  years,  made  them  less  regardful 
of  this  stranger,  who  was  watching  them  with 
undivided  and  despairing  interest.  No  word 
or  look  escaped  him,  as  he  accompanied 
them  from  room  to  room  and  about  the 
garden-walks,  unable  to  keep  himself  away 
from  this  unspeakable  torture.  Mr.  Clifford 
wept,  as  old  men  weep,  when  they  bade  him 
good-bye  ;  but  Felix  was  astonished  by  the 
fixed  and  mournful  expression  of  inward 
anguish  in  Jean  Merle's  eyes,  as  he  held  his 
hand  in  a  grasp  that  would  not  let  him  go. 

"  I  may  never  see  you  again,"  he  said ; 
"  but  I  shall  hear  of  you  ?  " 

"Yes,"  answered  Felix;  "we  shall  write 
frequently  to  Mr.  Clifford,  and  you  will 
answer  our  letters  for  him." 

"  God  bless  you  ! "  said  Jean  Merle ;  "God 
grant  that  you  may  be  a  truer  man  and  a 
happier  man  than  your  father  was." 

Felix  started.  This  man,  then,  knew  of 
his  father's  crime ;  probably  knew  more  of 
it  than  he  did.  But  .there  was  no  time  to 
quesrion  him  now;  and  what  good  would  it 
do  to  hear  more  than  he  knew  already? 
Hilda  was  standing  near  to  him,  waiting  to 
say  good-bye,  and  Jean  Merle,  turning  to 
her,  took  her  into  his  arms  and  pressed  her 
closely  to  his  heart.  A  sudden  impulse 
prompted  her  to  put  her  arm  round  his  neck 
as  she  had  done  round  old  Mr.  Clifford's, 
and  to  lift  up  her  face  for  his  kiss.  He  held 
her  in  his  embrace  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then,  without  another  word  spoken  to  diem, 
he  left  them  and  they  saw  him  no  more. 

The  marriage  was  celebrated  a  few  days 
after  this  visit,  and  not  long  before  the  time 
fixed  for  the  Bishop  and  his  large  band  of 
emigrants  to  sail.  Under  these  circumstances 
the  ceremony  was  a  quiet  one.  The  old 
rectory  was  in  disorder,  littered  with  packing 
cases,  and  upset  from  cellar  to  garret.  Even 
when  the  wedding  was  over  both  Phebe  and 
Hilda  were  too  busy  for  sentimental  indul- 
gence. The  few  remaining  days  were  flying 
swiftly  past  them  all,  and  keeping  them  in 
constant  fear  that  there  would  not  be  time 
enough  for  all  that  had  to  be  done. 

But  the  last  morning  came,  when  Phebe 
found  herself  standing  amid  all  those  who 
were  so  dear  to  her  on  the  landing-stage,  with 
but  a  few  minutes  more  before  they  parted 
from  her  for  years,  if  not  for  ever.  Bishop 
Pascal  was  already  gone  on  board  the 
steamer  standing  out  in  the  river,  where  the 
greater  number  of  emigrants  had  assembled. 
But  Felix  and  Alice  and  Hilda  lingered 
about  Phebe  till  the  last  moment.     Yet  they 
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said  but  little  to  one  another;  what  could 
they  say  which  would  tell  half  the  love  or 
half  the  sorrow  they  felt?  Phebe's  heart 
was  full.  How  gladly  would  she  have  gone 
out  with  these  dear  children,  even  if  she  left 
behind  her  her  little  birth-place  on  the  hills, 
if  it  had  not  been  for  Mr.  Clifford  and  Jean 
Merle  t 

CHAPTER  UL — QUITE   ALOSE. 

It  was  early  in  June,  and  the  days  were  at 
the  longest  Never  before  had  Phebe  found 
the  daylight  too  long,  but  now  it  shone  only 
upon  dismantled  and  disordered  rooms,  which 
reminded  her  too  sharply  of  the  separation 
and  departure  they  indicated. 

What  was  she  to  do  with  herself?  Quite 
close  at  hand  was  the  day  when  she  would 
be  absolutely  homeless ;  but  in  the  absorbing 
interest  with  which  she  had  thrown  herself 
into  the  affairs  of  those  who  were  gone,  she 
had  formed  no  plans  for  her  own  future. 
There  was  her  profession,  of  course  ;  that 
would  give  her  employment  and  bring  in  a 
lai|;er  income  than  she  needed  with  her 
simple  wants.  But  how  was  she  to  do  with- 
out a  home  ;  she  who  most  needed  to  fill  a 
home  with  all  the  sweet  charities  of  life  ? 

She  had  never  felt  before  what  it  was  to 
be  altogether  without  ties  of  kinship  to  any 
fellow-being.  This  incompleteness  in  her  lot 
had  been  perfectly  filled  up  by  her  relation- 
ship with  the  whole  family  of  the  Seftons. 
She  had  found  in  them  all  that  was  required 
for  the  full  development  and  exercise  of  her 
natural  affections.  £ut  she  had  last  them. 
Death  and  the  chance  changes  of  life  had 
taken  them  from  her ;  and  there  was  not 
one  human  creature  in  the  world  on  whom 
she  possessed  the  claim  of  being  of  the  same 
blood. 

Phebe  could  not  stay  amid  the  crowds  of 
London  with  such  a  thought  oppressing  her. 
This  heart-sickness  and  loneliness  made  the 
busy  streets  utterly  distasteful  to  her.  To  be 
here,  with  millions  around  her,  all  strangers, 
was  intolerable.  There  was  her  own  little 
homestead,  surrounded  by  familiar  scenes, 
where  she  would  seek  rest  and  quiet  before 
laying  any  plans  for  herself.  She  put  her 
aflairs  into  the  hands  of  a  house-agent,  and 
set  out  alone  upon  her  yearly  visit  to  her 
farm,  which  until  now  Felix  and  Hilda  had 
always  shared. 

She  stayed  on  her  way  to  spend  a  night  at 
Riversborough,  her  usual  custom,  that  she 
might  reach  the  unprepared  .house  on  the 
moor  early  in  the  day.  But  she  would  not 
prolong  her  stay;    there  was  a  fatigue  and 


depression  about  her,  which  she  said  could 
only  be  dispelled  by  the  sweet  fresh  air  of 
her  native  moorlands. 

"  Felix  and  Hilda  have  been  more  to  me 
than  any  words  could  tell,"  she  said  to  Mr. 
Clifford  and  Jean  Merle,  "  and  now  I  have 
lost  them  I  feel  as  if  more  than  half  my  life 
was  gone.  I  must  get  away  by  myself  into 
my  old  home,  where  I  began  my  life,  aiid 
re-adjust  it  as  well  as  I  can.  I  shall  do  it 
best  there,  with  nothing  to  distract  me.  You 
need  not  feai  my  wishing  to  be  too  long  alone." 

"  We  ougiit  to  have  let  you  go,"  answered 
Mr.  Clifford ;  "  Jean  Merle  said  we  ought  lo 
let  you  go  with  them.  But  how  could  we 
part  with  you,  Phebe  ?" 

"  I  should  not  have  been  happy,"  she  said, 
sighing,  "as  long  as  you  need  me  most;  you 
two.  And  I  owe  all  I  am  to  Jean  Merle 
himself." 

The  homely  little  cottage  with  its  thatched 
roof  and  small  lattice  windows  was  more 
welcome  to  her  than  any  other  dwelling  could 
have  been.  Now  her  world  had  suffered 
such  a  change  it  was  pleasant  to  come  here 
where  nothing  had  been  altered  since  her 
childhood.  Both  within  and  without  the  old 
home  was  as  unchanged  as  the  beautiful  out- 
lines of  the  hills  around,  and  the  vast  hollov 
of  the  sky  above.  Here  she  might  live  over 
again  the  past,  the  whole  past.  She  was  a 
woman,  with  a  woman's  sad  experience  of 
life  J  but  there  was  much  of  the  girl,  even  of 
the  child,  left  in  Phebe  Marlowe  still ;  and  do 
spot  on  earth  could  have  brought  back  her 
youth  to  her  as  this  inheritance  of  hers. 
There  was  an  unspoiled  simplicity  about  her 
which  neither  time  nor  change  could  destroy, 
the  childishness  of  one  who  had  entered  into 
the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

It  was  a  year  since  she  had  been  here  last, 
with  Hilda  in  her  first  grief  for  her  mother's 
death ;  and  everywhere  she  found  traces  of 
Jean  Merle's  handiwork.  The  half-shaped 
blocks  of  wood  left  unfinished  foi  years  in 
her  father's  workshop  were  completed.  The 
hawk,  hovering  over  its  prey,  which  the  dumb 
old  wood-carver  had  begun  as  a  symbol  of 
the  feehng  of  vengeance  he  could  not  give 
utterance  to,  when  brooding  over  Roland 
Sefton's  crime,  had  been  brought  to  a  mar- 
vellous perfection  by  Jean  Merle's  practised 
hand,  and  it  had  been  placed  by  him  under 
the  crucifix  which  old  Marlowe  had  fastened 
in  the  window-frame,  where  the  last  rays  of 
daylight  fell  upon  the  bowed  head  bidden  by 
the  crown  of  thorns.  The  first  night  that 
Phebe  sat  alone  on  the  old  hearth,  her  eyes 
rested  upon  these  ijndl^tli^.^^i^ht  faded 
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Bvray  and  the  darkness  shut  them  out  of  her 
sight.  Had  Jean  Merle  known  what  he  did 
when  he  laid  this  emblem  of  vengeance 
beneath  the  symbol  of  perfect  love  and  sacri- 
fice? 

But  after  a  few  days,  when  she  had  visited 
every  pbce  of  yearly  pilgrimage,  knitting  up 
the  slackened  threads  of  memory,  Phebe 
began  to  realise  the  terrible  solitude  of  this 
isolated  home  of  hers.  To  live  again  where 
no  step  passed  by,  and  no  voice  spoke  to  her, 
where  not  even  the  smoke  of  a  household 
hearth  floated  up  into  the  sky,  was  intolerable 
to  her  genial  nature,  which  was  only  satisfied 
in  helpful  and  pleasant  human  inCeicouise. 
The  utter  silence  became  irksome  to  her,  as 
it  had  been  in  her  girlhood ;  but  even  then 
she  had  possessed  the  companionship  of  her 
dumb,  father.  Now  there  was  not  merely 
silence,  but  utter  loneliness. 

The  necessity  of  forming  some  definite 
plan  for  her  future  life  became  every  day 
a  more  pressing  obligation.  Until  now  she 
had  met  with  no  difficulty  in  deciding  what 
she  ought  to  do ;  her  path  of  duty  had  been 
clearly  traced  for  her.  But  there  was  neither 
call  of  duty  now,  nor  any  strong  inclination 
to  lead  her  to  choose  one  thing  more  than 
any  other.  All  whom  she  loved  had  gone 
from  London,  and  this  small  solitary  home 
had  grown  all  too  narrow  in  its  occupations 
to  satisfy  her  nature.  Mr.  Clifford  himself 
did  not  need  her  constant  companionship  as 
he  would  have  done  if  Jean  Merle  had  not 
been  living  with  him.  She  was  perfectly  free 
to  do  what  she  pleased,  and  go  where  she 
pleased  j  but  to  no  human  being  could  such 
freedom  be  more  oppressive  than  to  Phebe 
Marlowe. 

She  had  sauntered  out  one  evening,  ankle- 
de^  among  the  heather,  aimless  in  her  wan- 
derings, and  a  httle  dejected  in  sphits.  For 
the  long  summer  day  had  been  hot,  even  up 
here  on  the  hills,  and  a  dull  film  had  hidden 
the  broad  landscape  from  her  eyes,  shutting 
her  in  upon  herself  and  her  disquieting 
thoughts,  "We  are  always  happy  when  we 
can  see  far  enough,"  says  Emerson;  but 
Phebe's  horizon  was  all  dim  and  overcast 
She  could  see  no  distant  and  clear  sky-line. 
Therefore  the  sight  of  Jean  Merle's  figure 
coming  near  to  her  through  the  dull  haziness 
brought  a  quick  throb  to  her  pulse,  and  she  ran 
down  the  rough  waggon  track  to  meet  him. 

"  A  letter  from  Felix,"  he  called,  before 
she  reached  him.  "  I  came  out  with  it,  for  yon 
could  not  get  it  before  to-morrow  by  post, 
and  I  am  longing  to  hear  news  of  him  and 
HUda." 


They  walked  slowly  back  to  the  cottage, 

side  by  side,  reading  the  letter  together,  for 
Felix  could  have  nothing  to  say  to  Phebe 
which  his  father  might  not  see.  There  was 
nothing  of  importance  in  it ;  only  a  brief 
journal  dispatched  by  a  homeward-bound 
vessel  that  had  crossed  the  track  of  theii 
steamer ;  but  every  word  was  read  with  deep 
and  silent  interest,  neither  of  them  speaking 
till  they  had  read  the  last  line. 

"And  now  you  will  have  tea  with  me," 
said  Phebe  joyfully. 

He  entered  the  little  kitchen,  so  dark  and 
cool  to  him  after  his  sultry  walk  up  the  long, 
steep  lanes,  and  sat  watching  her  absently, 
yet  with  a  pleasant  consdousness  of  her 
presence  as  she  kindled  her  tire  of  dry  furze 
and  wood,  and  hung  a  little  kettle  over  it  by 
a  chain  hooked  to  a  staple  In  the  chimney, 
and  arranged  her  curious  old  china,  picked 
up  long  years  ago  by  her  father  at  village 
sales,  upon  the  quaintly  carved  table  set  in 
the  coolest  spot  of  the  dusky  room.  There 
was  an  air  of  busy,  simple  gladness  in  her 
face,  and  in  every  quick,  yet  graceful  move- 
ment, that  was  inexpressibly  charming  to 
him.  Maybe,  both  of  them  glanced  back  at 
the  dark  past,  when  Roland  Sefton  had  sat 
watching  her  with  despairing  eyes;  but  neither 
of  them  spoke  of  it.  That  life  was  dead  and 
buried.  The  present  was  altogether  different. 

Yet  the  meal  was  a  silent  one,  and  as  soon 
as  it  was  ended  they  went  out  agjun  on  to 
the  hazy  moorland. 

"  Ate  you  quite  rested  yet,  Phebe  ?  "  asked 
Jean  Merle, 

"  Quite,"  she  answered,  with  unconscious 
emphasis. 

"And  you  have  settled  upon  some  plan 
for  the  futureP"  he  said. 

"  No,"  she  replied ;  "  I  am  altogether  at  a 
loss.  There  is  no  one  in  all  the  world  who 
has  a  claim  upon  me,  or  whom  I  have  a 
claim  upon ;  no  one  to  say  to  me  '  go,'  or 
'  come.'  When  the  world  is  all  before  you, 
and  it  is  an  empty  world,  it  is  difhcult  to 
choose  what  way  you  will  take  in  it" 

She  had  paused  as  she  spoke,  but  now 
they  walked  on  again  in  silence,  Jean  Merle 
looking  down  on  her  sweet,  yet  somewhat 
sad  face  with  attentive  eyes.  How  little 
changed  she  was  from  the  simple,  faithful- 
hearted  girl  he  had  known  long  ago  !  There 
was  the  same  candid  and  thoughtful  expres- 
sion on  her  face,  and  the  same  serene  light 
in  her  blue  eyes,  as  when  she  stood  beside 
him,  a  little  girl,  patiently  yet  earnestly  mas- 
tering the  first  difficulties  of  reading.  There 
was  no  one  in  the  wide  world  w^Qip^Q  ^^ 


8o6 


SUNDAY  MAGAZINE. 


!  who 


AS  perfectly  as  he  luiew  her ;  no 
knew  bim  as  perfectly  as  she  did. 

"  Tell  me,  Phebc,"  he  said  gravely,  "  is  it 
possible  you  have  lived  so  long,  and  that  no 
man  has  found  out  what  a  priceless  treasure 
you  might  be  to  him  ?  " 

"  No  one,"  she  answered,  with  a  little 
tremor  in  her  voice,  "  only  Simon  Nixey," 
she  added,  laughing. 

Jean  Merle  stopped,  and  laid  his  hand  on 
Phebe's  arm. 

"  Will  you  be  my  wife  ?  "  he  asked. 

The  brief  question  escaped  hina  before  he 
was  aware  of  iL  It  was  as  utterly  new  to 
him  as  it  was  to  her;  yet  the  moment  it  was 
uttered  he  felt  how  much  the  happiness  of  his 
life  depended  upon  her  answer.  Without 
her  all  the  future  would  be  dreary  and  lonely 
for  him.  With  her — Jean  Merle  did  not  dare 
to  think  of  the  gladness  that  might  yet  be  his. 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Phebe,  looking  up  into 
his  face  furrowed  n-ith  deep  lines,  "  it  is  im- 
possible J     You  ought  not  Co  ask  me." 

"Why?  "  he  said. 

She  did  not  move,  or  take  away  her  eyes 
from  his  face.  A  rush  of  sad  memories  and 
assodations  was  sweeping  across  her.  She 
saw  him  as  he  had  been  long  ago,  so  tar 
above  her  that  it  had  seemed  an  honour  to 
her  to  do  him  the  meanest  service.  She 
thought  of  Felicita  in  her  unapproachable 
loveliness  and  stateliness,  and  of  their  home, 
sofull  to  her  of  exquisite  refinementandluxury. 
In  the  true  humility  of  her  nature  she  had 
looked  up  to  them  as  far  above  her,  dwelling 
on  a  height  to  which  she  made  no  claim. 
And  this  dethroned  and  discrowned  king  of 
her  early  days  was  a  king  yet,  though  be 
stood  before  her  as  Jean  Merle,  stUl  fast  bound 
in  the  chains  his  sins  had  riveted  about  him. 

"  I  am  utterly  unworthy  of  you,"  he  said 
eagerly  and  sorrowfully  ;  "  but  let  me  justify 
myself  if  I  can.  I  had  no  thoi^ht  of  asking 
you  such  a  question  when  I  came  up  here. 
But  you  spoke  mournfully  of  your  loneliness; 
and  I,  too,  am  lonely,  with  no  human  being 
on  whom  I  have  any  claim.  It  is  so  by  my 
own  sin.  But  you,  at  least,  have  friends; 
and  in  a  year  or  two,  when  Mr.  Clifford  dies, 
you  will  go  out  to  them ;  to  my  children, 
whom  I  have  forfeited  and  lost  for  ever.  I 
am  older  than  you,  poorer,  a  dishonour  to  my 
father's  house.  Yet  for  an  instant  I  fancied 
you  might  leam  to  love  me;  and  no  one  but 
you  can  ever  know  me  for  what  I  am ;  only 
your  faithful  heart  can  possess  my  secret. 
It  was  a  selfish  impulse  that  prompted  me 
to  speak.  Forgive  me,  Phebc,  and  forget 
it  if  you  can." 


"  I  never  can  forget  it,"  she  answered,  with 
a  low  sob. 

"  Then  I  have  done  you  a  wrong,"  he  went 
on  ;  "  for  wc  were  friends,  were  we  not  i"  And 
you  will  never  again  be  at  home  with  me  as 
you  have  hitherto  been.  I  was  no  more 
worthy  of  your  friendship  than  of  your  love ; 
and  I  have  lost  both." 

"  No,  no,"  she  cried,  in  a  broken  voice, 
"  I  never  thought— it  seems  impos^ble.  But 
oh  I  I  love  you ;  I  have  never  loved  any  one 
like  you.  Only  it  seems  impossible  that  you 
should  wish  me  to  be  your  wife." 

"  Cannot  you  see  what  you  will  be  to  me  ?" 
he  said  passionately;  "it  will  be  like  reach- 
ing home  after  a  weary  exile ;  like  finding  a 
fountain  of  living  waters  after  crossing  a 
burning  wilderness,  I  ought  not  to  ask  it  of 
you,  Phebe.  But  what  man  could  doom 
himself  to  endless  thirst  and  exile?  If  you 
love  me  so  much  that  you  do  not  see  how 
unworthy  I  am  of  you,  I  cannot  give  you  up 
again.     You  are  all  the  world  to  me." 

"  But  I  am  only  Phebe  Marlowe,"  she 
said,  still  doubtfully. 

"And  I  am  only  Jean  Merle,"  he  replied. 

Phebe  walked  down  the  old  familiar  lanes 
with  Jean  Merle,  and  returned  to  the  moor- 
lands alone,  while  the  sun  was  still  above  the 
horizon.  But  a  soft  west  wind  had  risen, 
and  the  hazy  heat  was  gone.  She  could 
see  the  sun  sinking  low  behind  Kivers- 
borough,  while  the  fine  cloud  of  smoke  hang- 
ing over  it  this  summer  evening  was  tinged 
with  gold.  Her  future  home  lay  there,  under 
the  shadow  of  those  spires,  and  beneath  the 
soft  floating  veil  ascending  from  a  thousand 
hearths.  The  home  Koland  Sefton  bad  for- 
feited, and  Felicita  had  forsaken,  had  become 
hers.  There  was  a  deep  sadness  mingled 
with  the  strange,  unanticipated  happiness  of 
the  present  hour ;  and  Phebe  did  not  seek  to 
put  it  away  from  her  heart. 

CHAPTER    LIII. — LAST    WORDS. 

Nothing  could  have  delighted  Mr.  Clif- 
ford so  much  as  a  marriage  between  Jean 
Merle  and  Phebe  Marlowe.  The  thought 
of  it  had  more  than  once  crossed  his  mind, 
but  he  had  not  dared  to  cherish  it  as  a  hope. 
When  Jean  Merle  told  him  that  night  how 
Phebe  had  consented  to  become  his  wife, 
the  old  man's  gladness  knew  no  bounds. 

"She  is  as  dear  to  me  as  my  own 
daughter,"  he  said,  in  tremulous  accents, 
"  and  now,  at  last,  I  shall  have  her  under 
the  same  roof  with  me.  I  shall  never  lie 
awake  in  the  night  again,  fearing  lest  I 
should  miss  her  on  my  death-bed.     I  should 
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like  Phebe  Marlowe  to  hold  my  hand  in 
hers  as  long  as  I  am  conscious  of  anything 
in  this  world.  All  the  remaining  years  of 
my  hfe  I  shall  have  you  and  her  witti  me  as 
my  children.     God  is  very  good  to  me." 

But  to  Felix  and  Hilda  it  was  a  vexation 
and  a  surprise  to  hear  that  their  Phebe  Mar- 
Jowe,  so  exclusively  their  own,  was  no  longer 
to  belong  only  to  them.  They  could  not 
tell,  as  none  of  us  can  tell  with  regard  to  our 
friends'  marriages,  what  she  could  see  in  that 
man  to  make  her  wUling  to  give  herself  to 
him.  They  never  cordially  forgave  Jean 
Merle,  though  in  the  eoiirse  of  the  following 
years  he  lavished  upon  them  munificent  gifts. 
For  when  Mr.  Chfford  died,  in  less  than 
twelve  months  after  hig  marriage,  Jean  Merle 
found  himself  once  more  a  wealthy  man,  and, 
as  the  old  banker^  heir,  standing  high  in  the 
estimation  of  Riverdiorough.  No  parents 
could  have  been  more  watchful  over  the  in- 
terests of  their  children  than  he  and  Phebe 
were  for  the  welfare  of  Felix  and  Hilda. 
But  these  two  could  never  reconcile  them- 
selves to  the  marriage.  They  felt  that 
Phebe's  shortcoming  made  the  old  country 
less  of  a  home  to  them ;  she  had  severed  the 
last  link  that  bound  them  to  it.  Canon 
Pascal  alone  cordially  rejoiced  in  the  event, 
though  conscious  there  was  some  deep  secret 
about  it,  which  was  to  be  kept  for  ever  from 
all  the  world. 

"  Phebe,"  sdd  her  husband  some  few  days 
after  the  funeral  of  Mr.  Clifford,  "  do  you 
feel  as  if  you  would  be  happy  out  of  Eng- 
land?" 

"  I  could  be  happy  anywhere  with  you,  if 
I  knew  we  were  not  acting  against  God's 
will,"  she  answered. 

"  I  feel,"  he  said,  "  as  if  this  place  grew 
more  intolerable  to  me.  I  walk  amongst 
my  fellow- townsmen  as  one  guilty  of  per- 
petual deceit,  knowing  more  of  them  than 
they  think  I  know.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  I 
could  live  a  truer  and  simpler  life  in  my 
mother's  old  home  amongst  her  people. 
Would  it  grieve  you  to  live  in  Switzerland  ?" 

"In  Switzerland?"  she  repeated. 

"  Yes,"  he  replied ;  "  this  house  is  haunted 
for  me.  I  cannot  shake  o£f  its  oppressive 
memories.  Out  yonder  there  would  be  no 
memories  but  those  of  my  boyhood;  for  we 
will  not  go  near  Engelberg,  Phebe.  Where 
my  grandfather  lived  is  a  quiet  village  up 
the  mountains,  with  a  wide  parish,  and  a 
very  simple  population.  We  could  find 
work  enough  among  them,  and  I  should 
feel  more  at  peace  there  than  here.  Only 
you  would  feel  it  strange  and  foreign,  I  fear." 


"No,"  she  answered,  "  not  with  you." 
So  in  the  distant  mountain  village,  where 
his  happiest  and  most  innocent  days  had 
been  spent,  Jean  Merle  found  a  new  home. 
Phebe  also  lived  in  a  more  natural  atmo' 
sphere  among  the  simple  people  and  the 
simple  customs  of  the  little  village  than  she 
had  done  as  Jean  Merle's  wife  in  the  old 
house  at  Riversborough.  The  past  lay  all 
behind  them;  to  Jean  Merle  as  a  thirsty 
and  burning  wilderness  which  he  had 
crossed ;  to  Phebe  as  the  green  pastures 
and  quiet  waters  beside  which  her  path 
homeward  had  led  her,  on  that  pilgrimage 
which  was  not  yet  ended.  Yet  though  Jean 
Merle  thanked  God  daily,  and  felt  his  love 
for  Phebe  growing  and  deepening,  there 
were  times  whei,  in  brief  intervals  of  utter 
loneliness  of  spirit,  the  long-buried  past 
arose  again,  and  cried  to  him  with  sorrow- 
ful voice  amid  the  tranquil  happiness  of  the 
present  The  children  who  called  Phebe 
mother  looked  up  into  his  face  with  eyes  too 
like  those  of  the  little  son  and  daughter 
whom  he  had  once  forsaken,  and  their  sweet 
shrill  voices  at  play  sounded  like  the  echo 
of  those  far-off  tones  which  had  first  stirred 
his  heart  to  its  very  depths.  For  there  were 
times  when  he  had  still  to  pass  through  deep 
waters,  with  the  light  of  his  Father's  face 
withdrawn,  and  the  sense  of  forgiveness  lost. 
He  had  sinned  greatly,  and  suffered  greatly, 
and  the  scars  of  that  bitter  conflict  remained.  . 
He  loved,  as  he  might  never  otherwise  have 
loved,  the  Lord,  whose  disciple  he  professed 
to  be  J  yet  there  remained  for  him  seasons 
of  bitter  remembrances  and  vain  looking 
back  upon  the  irrevocable  past. 

It  was  no  part  of  Phebe's  nature  to  in- 
quire jealously  if  her  husband  loved  her  as 
much  as  she  loved  him.  In  this,  as  in  all 
other  things,  she  knew  "  It  is  more  blessed 
to  give  than  to  receive."  Her  tenderness 
for  him  was  perfectly  unselfish  and  faithful, 
and  she  was  satisfied  that  she  made  him 
happier  than  he  could  have  been  in  any 
other  way.  No  one  else  knew  him  as  she 
knew  him ;  Felicita  herself  could  never  have 
been  to  him  what  she  was.  When  darkness 
fell  upon  him,  and  she  saw  his  grave  face 
sadder  than  usual,  she  left  everything  to  sit 
beside  him,  with  his  hand  in  hers,  minister- 
ing to  him  by  her  silent  and  tranquil  sym- 
pathy ;  and  by-and-by  the  sadness  fled  away. 
This  true  heart  of  hers,  that  knew  all,  and 
loved  him  in  spite  of  all,  was  to  him  a  sure 
token  of  the  love  of  God. 
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By  SARAH  DOUDNEY. 

"PAREWELL,  old  year ;  we  walk  no  more  together ; 

I  catch  the  sweetness  of  ihy  latest  sigh, 
And,  crowned  with  yellow  brake  and  withered  heather, 
I  see  thee  stand  beneath  this  cloudy  sky. 

Here  in  the  dim  light  of  a  grey  December 
We  part  in  smiles,  and  yet  we  met  in  tears ; 

Watching  thy  chilly  dawn,  I  well  remember 
I  thought  thee  saddest-bom  of  all  ihe  years. 
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I  knew  not  then  what  precious  gifts  were  hidden 
Under  the  mist  that  veiled  thy  path  from  sight ; 

I  knew  not  then  that  joy  would  coroe  unbidden 
To  make  thy  closing  hours  divinely  bright, 

I  only  saw  the  dreary  clouds  unbroken, 

I  only  heard  the  plash  of  icy  rain, 
And  in  that  winter  gloom  I  found  no  token 

To  tell  me  that  the  sun  would  shine  again. 

Oh,  dear  old  year,  I  wronged  a  Father's  kindness, 
I  would  not  trust  Him  with  my  load  of  care ; 

I  stumbled  on  in  weariness  and  blindness. 
And  lo.  He  bless'd  me  with  an  answered  prayer ! 

Good-bye,  kind  year,  we  walk  no  more  together 
But  here  in  quiet  happiness  we  part ; 

And  from  thy  wreath  of  faded  fern  and  heather 
I  take  some  sprays,  and  wear  them  on  my  heart. 
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"  A  SJmany  as  be  perfect;  "  and  how  many 
■^*-  may  they  be?  Surely  a  very  short 
bede-roll  would  contain  their  names ;  or 
would  there  be  any  other  but  the  Name 
which  is  above  every  name  upon  it  ? 
Part  of  the  answer  to  such  a  question  may 
be  found  in  observing  that  the  New  Testa- 
ment very  frequently  uses  the  word  to  ex- 
press not  so  much  the  idea  of  moral  com- 
pleteness as  that  of  physical  maturity.  For 
instance,  when  Paul  says  that  he  would  have 
his  converts  to  be  "men  in  understanding," 
and  when  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews  speaks 
of  "  them  that  are  of  full  age,"  the  same  word 
is  used  as  this  "perfect"  in  our  text.  Clearly 
in  such  cases  it  means  "full  grown,"  as  in 
contrast  with  "babes,"  and  expresses  not 
absolute  completeness,  but  what  we-  may 
term  a  relative  perfection,  a  certain  maturity 
of  character  and  advanced  stage  of  Christian 
attainment,  far  removed  from  the  infantile 
epoch  of  the  Christian  life. 

Another  contribution  to  the  answer  may 
be  found  in  observing  that  in  this  very  con- 
text these  "  perfect "  people  are  exhorted  to 
cultivate  the  sense  of  not  having  "  already 
attained,"  and  to  be  constantly  reaching 
forth  to  unattained  heights,  so  that  a  sense 
of  imperfection  and  a  continual  effort  after 
higher  hfe  are  parts  of  Paul's  "  perfect  man." 
And  it  is  to  be  still  further  noticed  that 
on  the  same  testimony  "  perfect "  people  may 
probably  be  "  otherwise  minded  ;  "  by  which 
we  understand  not  divergently  minded  from 
one  another,  but  "  otherwise  "  than  the  true 
norm  or  law  of  life  would  prescribe,  and  so 
may  stand  in  need  of  the  hope  that  God  will 
by  degrees  bring  them  into  confcrmity  with 
His  will,  and  show  them  "this,"  namely,  their 
divergence  from  his  Pattern  for  them. 

It  is  worth  our  while  to  look  at  these  large 
thoughts  thus  involved  in  the  words  before  us. 

I.  Then  there  are  people  whom  without  ex- 
aggeration the  judgment  of  truth  czWs  pei/cct. 

The  language  of  the  New  Testament  has 
no  scruple  in  calling  men  "  saints  "  who  had 
many  sins,  and  none  in  calling  men  perfect 
who  had  many  imperfections;  and  it  does  so, 
not  because  it  has  any  fantastic  theory  about 
religious  emotions  being  the  measure  of  moral 
purity,  but  partly  for  the  reasons  already 
referred  to,  and  partly  because  it  wisely  con- 


siders the  main  thing  about  a  character  to  be 
not  the  degree  to  which  it  has  attained  com- 
pleteness in  its  ideal,  but  what  that  ideal  is. 
The  distance  a  man  has  got  on  his  joumeyis 
of  less  consequence  than  the  direction  in 
which  his  face  is  turned.  The  arrow  may  fall 
short,  but  to  what  mark  was  it  shot?  In  all 
regions  of  life  a  wise  classification  of  men 
arranges  them  according  to  their  aims  rather 
than  their  achievements.  The  visionary  who 
attempts  something  high  and  accomplishes 
scarcely  anything  of  it,  is  often  a  far  nobler 
man,  and  his  poor,  broken,  foiled,  resultless 
life  far  more  perfect  than  his  who  aims  at 
marks  on  the  low  levels  and  hits  them  full. 
Such  lives  as  these,  full  of  yearning  and  aspira- 
tion, though  it  be  for  the  most  part  vain,  are 

"  Like  the  Tounj  moon  with  a,  lagBKl  edfe, 

If  then  it  be  wise  to  rank  men  and  their 
pursuits  according  to  their  aims  rather  than 
their  accomplishments,  is  there  one  class  of 
aims  so  absolutely  corresponding  to  man's 
nature  and  relations  that  to  take  them  for 
one's  own,  and  to  reach  some  measure  of 
approximation  to  them,  may  fairly  be  called 
the  perfection  of  human  nature?  Is  there 
one  way  of  hving  concerning  which  we  may 
say  that  whosoever  adopts  it  has,  in  so  lar  as 
he  does  adopt  it,  discerned  and  attained  the 
purpose  of  his  being?  The  literal  force  of  the 
word  in  our  text  gives  pertinence  to  that 
question,  for  it  distinctly  means  "  having 
reached  the  end."  And  if  that  be  taken  as 
the  meaning,  there  need  be  no  doubt  about 
the  answer.  Grand  old  words  have  taugbt 
us  long  ago  "  Man's  chief  end  is  to  glorify 
God  and  to  enjoy  Him  for  ever."  Yes,  he 
who  lives  for  God  has  taken  that  for  his  aim 
which  all  his  nature  and  all  his  relations  pre- 
scribe, he  is  doing  what  he  was  made  and 
meant  to  do ;  and  however  incomplete  may 
be  its  attainments,  the  lowest  form  of  a  God- 
fearing, God-obeying  life  is  higher  and  more 
nearly  "  perfect "  than  the  fairest  career  or 
character  against  which,  as  a  blight  on  ail  its 
beauty,  the  damning  accusation  may  be 
brought,  "The  God  in  whose  hand  thy  breath 
is,  and  whose  are  all  thy  ways,  thou  bast  not 
glorified." 

People  sneer  at  "saints"  and  point  at 
their  failings.     They  remind  us  of  the  foul 
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stains  in  David's  career,  for  instance,  and 
moclc  as  they  ask,  "  Is  this  youi  man  after 
God's  own  heart?"  Yes,  he  is;  not  because 
religion  has  a  morality  of  its  own  different 
from  that  of  the  world  (except  as  being 
higher),  nor  because  "saints"  make  up  for 
adultery  and  murder  by  making  or  singing 
psalms,  but  because  the  maiii  set  and  current 
of  the  life  was  evidently  towards  God  and 
goodness,  and  these  hideous  sins  were 
glaring  contradictions,  eddies  and  back- 
waters, as  it  were,  wept  over  with  bitter  self- 
abasement  and  conquered  by  strenuous 
effort.  Better  a  life  of  Godward  aspiration 
and  straining  after  purity,  even  if  broken  by 
such  a  fall,  so  recovered,  than  one  of  habitual 
earthward  grubbing,  undisturbed  by  gross  sin. 
And  another  reason  warrants  the  applica- 
tion of  the  word  to  men  whose  present  is  full 
of  incompleteness,  namely,  the  fact  that  such 
men  have  in  them  the  germ  of  a  life  which 
has  no  natural  end  but  absolute  completeness. 
The  small  seed  may  grow  very  slowly  in  the 
climate  and  soil  which  it  finds  here,  and  be 
only  a  poor  little  bit  of  ragged  green,  very 
shabby  and  inconspicuous  by  the  side  of  the 
native  flowers  of  earth  flaunting  around  it, 
but  it  has  a  Divine  germinant  virtue  within, 
and  waits  but  being  carried  to  its  own  clime 
and  "  planted .  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  " 
above,  to  "  flourish  in  the  courts  of  our  God," 
when  these  others  with  their  glorious  beauty 
have  faded  away  and  are  flung  out  to  rot. 

II.  We  have  set  forth  here  very  distinctly 
two  of  the  charaderisiUs  of  t!iis  perfection. 

The  apostle  in  our  text  exhorts  the  perfect  to 
be  "/-4w  minded."  How  is  that?  Evidently 
the  word  points  back  to  the  previous  clauses, 
in  which  he  has  been  describing  his  own 
temper  and  feeling  in  the  Christian  race.  He 
sets  that  before  the  Philippians  as  their  pat- 
tern, or  rather  invites  them  to  fellowship  witli 
him  in  the  estimate  of  themselves  and  in 
their  efforts  after  higher  attainments.  "  Be 
thus  minded  "  means,  Think  as  I  do  of  your- 
selves, and  do  as  I  do  in  your  daily  life. 

How  did  he  think  of  himself?  He  tells 
us  in  the  sentence  before,  "  Not  as  though  I 
were  aheady  perfect.  I  count  not  myself  to 
have  apprehended."  "So  then  a  leading  cha'- 
racteristic  of  this  true  Christian  perfection  is 
a  constant  consciousness  of  imi^crfection.  In 
all  fields  of  effort,  whether  intellectual,  moral, 
or  mechanical,  as  faculty  grows,  conscious- 
ness of  insufficiency  grows  with  it.  The 
farther  we  get  up  the  hill  the  more  we  see 
how  far  it  is  to  the  horizon.  The  more  we 
know  the  more  we  know  our  ignorance.  The 
better  we  can  do  the  more  we  discern  how 


much  we  cannot  do.  Only  people  who  never 
have  done  and  never  will  do  anything,  or 
else  raw  apprentices  with  the  mercifully 
granted  self-confidence  of  youth,  which  gets 
beaten  out  of  most  of  us  soon  enough,  think 
that  they  can  do  everything. 

In  morals  and  in  Christian  life  the  same 
thing  is  true.  The  measure  of  our  perfection 
will  be  the  consciousness  of  our  imperfection 
— a  paradox,  but  a  great  truth.  It  is  plain 
enough  that  it  will  be  so.  Conscience  be- 
comes more  sensitive  as  we  get  nearer  right. 
The  worse  a  man  is  the  less  it  speaks  to  him, 
and  the  less  he  hears  it.  ^Vhen  it  ought  to 
thunder  it  whispers ;  when  we  need  it  most 
it  is  least  active.  The  thick  skin  of  a  savage 
will  not  be  disturbed  by  lying  on  sharp  stones, 
while  a  crumpled  rose-leaf  robs  the  Sybarite 
of  his  sleep.  So  the  habit  of  evil  hardens 
the  cuticle  of  conscience,  and  the  practice  of 
goodness  restores  tenderness  and  sensibility ; 
and  many  a  man  laden  with  crime  knows 
less  of  its  tingling  than  some  fair  soul  that 
looks  almost  spotless  to  all  eyes  but  its  own. 
One  little  stain  of  rust  will  be  conspicuous 
on  a  brightly  polished  blade,  but  if  it  be  all 
dirty  and  dull  a  dozen  more  or  fewer  will 
make  little  difference.  As  men  grow  better 
they  become  like  that  glycerine  barometer 
recently  introduced,  on  which  a  fall  or  a 
rise  that  would  have  been  invisible  with 
mercury  to  record  it  takes  up  inches,  and  is 
glaringly  conspicuous.  Good  people  some- 
times wonder,  and  sometimes  are  made 
doubtful  and  sad  about  themselves  by  this 
abiding  and  even  increased  consciousness  of 
sin.  There  is  no  need  to  be  so.  Tiie  higher 
the  temperature  the  more  chilling  would  it 
be  to  pass  into  an  ice-house,  and  the  more 
our  lives  are  brought  into  fellowship  with  the 
perfect  life  the  more  shall  we  feel  our  own 
shortcomings.  Let  us  be  thankful  if  our  con- 
sciences speak  tons  more  loudly  thanthey 
used  to  do.  It  is  a  sign  of  growing  holiness, 
as  the  tingling  in  a  frost-bitten  limb  is  of 
returning  life.  Let  us  seek  to  cultivate  and 
increase  the  sense  of  our  own  imperfection, 
and  be  sure  that  the  diminution  of  a  con- 
sciousness of  sin  means  not  din:inished  power 
of  sin,  but  lessened  honor  of  it,  lessened 
perception  of  right,  lessened  love  of  good- 
ness, and  is  an  omen  of  death,  not  a  symp- 
tom of  life.  Painter,  scholar,  craftsman  all 
know  that  the  condition  of  advance  is  the 
recognition  of  an  ideal  not  attained.  Who- 
ever has  not  before  him  a  standard  to  which 
he  has  not  reached  will  grow  no  more.  If 
weseenolaults  in  our  work  we  shall  never  do 
any  better.    The  condition  of  all  Cluistian, 
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at  of  all  other  progress,  is  to  be  draini  by 
that  fair  vision  before  us,  and  to  be  stung 
into  tcnewed  effort  to  reach  it,  bf  the  con- 
sciousness of  present  imperfection. 

Another  cluracteristic  to  which  these  per- 
fect men  are  exhorted  is  a  constant  striving 
after  a  further  advance.  How  vigorously, 
almost  vehemently,  that  temper  is  put  in  the 
context — "  I  follow  after ;"  "I  press  towards 
the  marlt;"  and  that  picturesque  "reaching 
forth,"  or,  as  the  Revised  Version  gives  it, 
"stretching  forward."  The  full  force  of  the 
latter  word  cannot  be  given  in  any  one 
English  equivalent,  but  may  be  clumsily 
hinted  by  some  such  phrase  as  "  stretching 
one's  self  out  over,"  as  a  runner  might  do  with 
body  tlirown  forward  and  arms  extended  in 
front,  and  eagerness  in  every  strained  muscle, 
and  eye  outrunning  foot,  and  hope  clutching 
the  goal  already.  So  yearning  forward,  and 
Betting  all  the  current  of  his  being,  both 
faculty  and  desire,  to  the  yet  unreached  mark, 
the  Christian  man  is  to  live.  His  glances 
arc  not  to  be  bent  backwards,  but  forwards. 
He  is  not  to  be  a  "praiser  of  the  past,"  but  a 
herald  and  expectant  of  a  nobler  future.  He 
is  the  child  of  the  day  and  of  the  morning, 
forgetting  the  things  which  are  behind,  and 
ever  yearning  towards  the  things  which  are 
before,  and  drawing  them  to  himself.  To 
look  back  is  to  be  stiffened  into  a  living 
death ;  only  with  faces  set  forward  are  we 
safe  and  well. 

This  buoyant  energy  of  hope  and  effort  is 
to  be  the  result  of  the  consciousness  of  im- 
perfection of  which  we  have  spoken.  Strange 
to  many  of  us,  in  some  moods,  that  a  thing 
so  bright  sl)ould  spring  up  from  a  thing  so 
dark,  and  that  the  more  we  feel  our  own 
shortcomings,  the  more  hopeful  should  we  be 
of  a  future  unlike  the  past,  and  the  more 
earnest  in  our  effort  to  make  that  future  the 
present.  There  is  a  type  of  Christian  expe- 
rience not  uncommon  among  devout  people, 
in  which  the  consciousness  of  imperfection 
paralyzes  effort  instead  of  quickening  it;  men 
lament  their  evil,  their  stow  progress,  and  so 
on,  and  remain  the  same  year  after  year. 
Thoy  are  stirred  to  no  effort  There  is  no 
straining  onwards.  They  almost  seem  to 
lose  the  faith  that  they  can  ever  be  any 
better.  How  different  this  from  the  grand, 
wholesome  completeness  of  Paul's  view  here, 
which  embraces  both  elements,  and  even 
draws  the  undying  brightness  of  this  forward- 
looking  confidence  from  the  very  darkness 
of  his  sense  of  present  imperfection  I 

So  should  it  be  with  us,  "  as  many  as  be 
perfect."     Before  us  stretch  indefinite  possi- 


iMlities  of  a^iroiiniaring  to  the  muttninat^ 
fulness  of  the  Divine  life.  We  may  grow 
in  knowledge  and  in  holiness  through  end- 
less ages  and  grades  of  advance.  In  a  most 
blessed  sense  we  may  have  that  for  our  high- 
est joy  which  in  another  meaning  is  a  punish- 
ment of  unfaithfulness  and  indocility,  thatwe 
shall  be  "  ever  learning,  and  never  coming  to 
the  full  knowledge  of  the  truth."  No  limit 
can  be  put  to  what  we  may  recdve  oi  God, 
nor  to  the  closeness  the  fitness  of  oar  com- 
munion with  Him,  nor  to  the  beaaty  of  holi- 
ness which  may  pass  from  Him  into  our  poor 
characters,  and  irradiate  our  homely  bees. 
Then,  brethren,  let  us  cherish  a  noble  dis- 
content with  all  that  we  at  present  are.  Let 
our  spirits  stretch  out  all  their  powers  to  the 
better  things  beyond,  as  the  plants  grown  m 
darkness  will  send  out  pale  shoots  that  feel 
blindly  towards  the  light,  or  the  seed  sown 
on  the  top  of  a  rock  will  grope  down  the 
bare  stone  for  the  earth  by  which  it  most  be 
fed  I«t  the  sense  of  our  own  weakness  ever 
lead  to  a  buoyant  confidence  in  what  we, 
even  we,  may  become  if  we  will  only  take  the 
grace  we  have.  To  this  touchstone  let  us 
bring  all  claims  to  higher  holiness— they  who 
are  perfect  are  most  conscious  of  imperfection, 
and  most  eager  in  their  efforts  after  a  further 
progress  in  the  knowledge,  love,  and  like- 
ness of  God  in  Christ. 

III.  We  have  here  also  distinctly  brought 
out  the  co-existence  with  these  characteriiHu  of 
thar  ppposiles. 

"  If  in  anything  ye  are  otherwise  minded," 
says  Paul.  I  have  already  suggested  that 
this  expression  evidently  refers  not  to  differ- 
ence of  opinion  among  themselves,  but  to  a 
divergence  of  character  from  the  pattern  of 
feeling  and  life  which  he  has  been  proposing 
to  them.  If  in  any  respects  ye  axe  uncon- 
scious of  your  imperfections,  if  there  be  any 
"  witch's  mark  "  of  insensibility  in  some  spot 
of  your  conscience  to  some  plain  transgres- 
sions of  law,  if  in  any  of  you  there  be  some 
complacent  illusion  of  your  own  stainlessness, 
if  to  any  of  you  the  bright  vision  before  yon 
seem  faint  and  unsubstantial,  God  will  show 
you  what  you  do  not  see.  Plainly  then  he 
considers  that  there  will  be  found  among 
these  perfect  men,  states  of  feeling  and 
estimates  of  themselves  opposed  to  those 
which  he  has  been  exhorting  them  to  cherish. 
Plainly  he  supposes  that  a  good  man  may 
pass  for  a  time  under  the  dominion  of  im- 
pulses and  theories  which  are  of  another 
kind  from  those  that  rule  his  life. 

He  does  not  expect  the    complete  and 
uninterrupted    domimon   of     these    h^Q 
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powers.  He  recognises  the  possibility  that 
the  trae  self,  the  central  life  of  the  soul,  (he 
higher  nature,  "  the  new  man,"  abides  in  a 
'elf  which  is  but  gradually  renewed,  and  that 
there  is  a  long  distance,  so  to  speak,  from 
the  centre  to  tlie  circumference.  That  higher 
life  is  planted,  but  its  germination  is  a  work 
of  time.  The  leaven  docs  not  leaven  the 
whole  mass  in  a  moment,  but  creeps  on  from 
particle  to  particle.  "  Make  the  tree  good  '' 
and  in  due  time  its  fruit  will  be  good.  But 
the  conditions  of  our  human  life  are  conflict, 
and  these  peaceful  images  of  growth  and 
unimpeded  natural  development,  "first  the 
blade,  then  the  ear,  after  that  the  full  com 
in  the  ear,"  are  not  meant  to  tell  all  the  truth. 
Interruptions  from  external  circumstances, 
struggles  of  flesh  with  spirit,  and  of  imagina- 
tion and  heart  and  will  against  the  better 
life  implanted  in  the  spirit,  are  the  lot  of  all, 
even  the  most  advanced  here,  and  however  a 
man  may  be  perfect,  there  will  always  be  the 
possibility  that  in  something  he  may  be 
"otherwise  minded." 

Such  an  admission  does  not  make  such 
interruptions  less  blameworthy  when  they 
occur.  The  doctrine  of  averages  does  not  do 
away  with  the  voluntary  character  of  each 
single  act.  The  same  number  of  letters  are 
yearly  posted  without  addresses.  Docs  any- 
body dream  of  not  scolding  the  errand  boy 
who  posted  them,  or  the  servant  who  did  not 
address,  because  he  knows  that?  We  are 
quite  sure  that  we  could  have  resisted  each 
time  that  we  fell.  That  piece  of  sharp  practice 
in  business,  or  that  burst  of  bad  temper  in 
the  household  which  we  were  last  guilty  of — 
could  we  have  helped  it  or  not?  Conscience 
must  answer  that  question,  which  does  not 
depend  at  all  on  the  law  of  averages.  Guilt 
is  not  taken  away  by  asserting  that  sin 
cleaves  to  men,  "  perfect  men." 

But  the  feelings  with  which  we  should 
regard  sin  and  contradictions  of  men's  truest 
selves  in  ourselves  and  others,  should  be  so 
far  altered  by  such  thoughts,  that  we  should 
be  very  slow  to  pronounce  that  a  man  cannot 
be  a  Christian  because  he  has  done  so  and 
so.  Are  there  any  sins  which  are  clearly 
incompatible  with  a  Christian  character?  All 
sins  are  inconsistent  with  it,  but  that  is  a  very 
different  matter.  The  uniform  direction  of  a 
man's  life  being  godless,  selfish,  devoted  to 
the  objects  and  pursuits  of  time  and  sense, 
is  incompatible  with  his  being  a  Christian— 
but,  thank  God,  no  single  act,  however  dark, 
is  so,  if  it  be  in  contradiction  to  the  main 
tendency  impressed  upon  the  character  and 
conduct.    It  is  not  for  us  to  say  that  any 


single  deed  shows  a  man  cannot  be  Christ's, 
nor  to  fling  ourselves  down  in  despair  saying, 
"If  I  were  a  Christian,  I  could  not  have 
done  that."  Let  us  remember  that  "  all  un- 
righteousness is  sin,"  and  the  least  sin  is  in 
flagrant  opposition  to  our  Christian  profes- 
sion ;  but  let  us  also  remember,  and  that  not 
to  blunt  our  consciences  or  weaken  our 
efforts,  that  Paul  thought  it  possible  for 
perfect  men  to  be  "otherwise  minded"  from 
their  deepest  selves  and  their  highest  pattern. 

IV.  The  crowning  hope  that  lies  in  these 
words  is  the  certainty  of  a  gradual  but  com- 
plete attainment  of  all  the  Christian's  aspira- 
tions after  God  and  goodness. 

The  ground  of  that  confidence  lies  in  no 
natural  tendencies  in  us,  in  no  effort  of  ours, 
but  soltly  in  that  great  name  which  is  the 
anchor  of  all  our  confidence,  the  name  of 
God.  Why  is  Paul  certain  that  "God  will 
reveal  even  this  unto  you  "  ?  Because  he  is 
God.  The  apostle  has  learned  the  infinite 
depth  of  meaning  that  lies  in  that  name.  He 
has  learned  that  God  is  not  in  the  way  of 
leaving  off  His  work  before  He  has  done  His 
work,  and  that  none  can  say  of  Him,  that 
"He  began  to  build,  and  was  not  able  to 
finish,"  The  assurances  of  an  unchangeable 
purpose  in  redemption,  and  of  inexhaustible 
resources  to  etfect  it ;  of  a  love  that  can 
never  fade,  and  of  a  grace  that  can  never  be 
exhausted — arc  all  treasured  for  us  in  that 
mighty  name.  And  such  confidence  is  con- 
firmed by  the  manifest  tendency  of  the 
principles  and  motives  brought  to  bear  on 
us  in  Christianity  to  lead  on  to  a  condition 
of  absolute  perfection,  as  well  as  by  the  ex- 
perience which  we  may  have,  if  we  will,  of 
the  sanctifying  and  renewing  power  of  His 
Spirit  in  our  spirits. 

By  the  discipline  of  daily  life,  by  the 
ministry  of  sorrow  and  joy,  by  merciful 
chastisements  dogging  our  steps  when  we 
stray,  by  duties  and  cares,  by  the  teaching  of 
His  word  coming  even  closer  to  our  hearts 
and  quickening  our  consciences  to  discern 
evil  where  we  had  seen  none,  as  well  as 
kindling  in  us  desires  after  higher  and  rarer 
goodness,  by  the  reward  of  enlarged  per- 
ceptions of  duty  and  greater  love  towards  it, 
with  which  He  recompenses  lowly  obedience 
to  the  duly  as  yet  seen,  \>y  the  secret  influences 
of  His  Spirit  of  Power  and  of  Love  and  of  a 
sound  mind  breathed  into  our  waiting  spirits, 
by  the  touch  of  His  own  sustaining  hand  and 
glance  of  His  own  guiding  eye,  He  will  reveal 
to  the  lowly  soul  all  that  is  yet  wanting  in  its 
knowledge,  and  Communicate  all  that  is 
lacking  in  character.         ._,,■     ...v-v.^n. 
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So  for  us,  the  true  temper  is  confidence  in 
His  power  and  will,  an  earnest  waiting  on 
Him,  a  brave  forward  yearning  hope  blended 
with  a  lowly  consciousness  of  imperfection, 
which  is  a  spur  not  a  clog,  vigorous  incieas- 
ing  efforts  to  bring  into  life  and  chaiacleithe 
fulness  and  beauty  of  God.  Presumption 
should  be  as  far  from  us  as  despair — the  one 
because  we  have  not  already  attained,  the 
other  because  "  God  will  reveal  even  this 
unto  us."  Only  let  us  keep  in  mind  the 
caution  which  the  apostle,  knowing  the 
possible  al;>uses  which  might  gather  round 
His  teaching,  has  here  attaclied  to  it,  "Never- 
theless"— though  all  which  I  have  beca 
saying  b  true,  it  is  only  true  on  this  under- 
standing— "  whereto  we  have  already  at- 
tained,  by  the  same  let  us  walk."     God 


will  perfect  that  which  conceraeth  yoa  if— 
and  only  if — you  go  on  as  you  have  begun,  if 
you  make  your  creed  a  life,  if  yon  show  what 
you  are.  If  so,  then  all  the  rest  is  a  question 
of  time.  A  has  been  said,  and  Z  will  come 
in  its  proper  place.  Begin  with  humble  trust 
in  Christ,  and  a  process  is  commenced  which 
has  no  natural  end  short  of  that  great  hope 
with  which  this  chapter  closes,  that  the 
change  which  begins  in  the  deepest  recesses 
of  our  being,  and  stni^les  slowly  and  with 
many  interruptions  into  partial  visibility  in  our 
character,  shall  one  day  triumphantly  irradiate 
our  whole  nature  out  to  the  very  finger  tips, 
and  "  even  the  body  of  our  humiliation  shall 
be  fashioned  like  unto  the  body  of  Christ's 
glory,  according  to  the  working  whereby  He 
is  able  even  to  subdue  aU  things  to  Himself." 


THE  FALLS  AND  THE  FALL  IN  AMERICA. 

[B«  Professor  W.  G.  BLAIKTE,  D.D.,  LLJJ. 


THIS  paper  should  begin,  like  an  Act  of 
Parliament,  with  an  interpreting  clause. 
By  "  the  Falls  "  must  be  understood  Niagara ; 
alone  worthy  of  the  definite  article  in  the 
department  of  American  cascades.  By  "  the 
Fall "  is  meant  in  that  continent  the  months 
of  September  and  October,  when  the  decaying 
foliage  of  the  woods  seems  to  glow  with  all 
the  colours  of  the  rainbow.  And  it  is  not 
for  mere  alliterative  effect  we  place  the  words 
together  in  the  title  of  this  paper.  If  asked 
what  are  the  two  brightest  recollections  left 
upon  our  mind  by  the  picturesque  in  America, 
we  should  answer  the  Falls  and  the  Fall.  It 
has  not  been  the  lot  of  the  present  writer  to 
roam  among  the  Rocky  Mountains,  or  to 
descend  into  the  valleys  of  California;  in 
that  case  he  might  have  had  other  souvenirs 
of  the  picturesque.  But  after  having  seen 
something  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  the  Hudson, 
and  the  Oliio  ;  after  having  roamed  among 
the  White  Mountains,  revelled  in  the  beauty 
of  Lake  George,  traversed  the  shores  of 
Champlain,  and  gazed  on  the  wooded  crags 
of  An  Sable ;  after  having  sauntered  through 
many  a  city  park,  and  pre-eminently  the 
Fairmount  Park  of  Philadelphia,  the  finest  of 
all ;  after  having  crossed  the  Alleghanies, 
groped  in  the  Mammoth  Cave,  and  seen  the 
prairie  expanse  of  Illioois, — the  two  things 
that  ever  keep  haunting  his  imagination  and 
his  memorj-  are — the  Falls  and  the  Fall.  It 
may  be  a  daring  thing  to  attempt  to  write  on 


a  subject  so  threadbare  as  Kia^are,  or  on 
one  so  incapable  of  being  painted  in  words 
as  the  autumn  tints  of  the  American  forest ; 
but  if  the  readers  of  the  Sunday  Magazine 
will  only  bear  with  us,  we  hope  they  will  find 
that  we  have  not  asked  their  attention  in 

There  is  no  fine  sceneiy  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Niagara.  The  country  round  is  flat 
and  featureless,  and  tiiis  probably  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  disappointment  most 
visitors  feel  on  their  first  glimpse  of  the  Falls. 
Instead  of  a  setting  of  majestic  rocks,  with 
all  the  wild  glories  of  Highland  or  Alpine 
magnificence,  the  cascade  of  Niagara  is  sur- 
rounded by  level  fields  and  very  gentle 
heights,  and  the  only  great  feature  that  breaks 
the  monotony  is  the  cliff  over  which  the 
river  is  precipitated.  The  Falls  are  alone  b 
their  magnificence,  the  one  glory  of  the 
neighbourhood.  Yet  you  cannot  look  long 
on  them  before  you  come  under  the  power 
of  a  strange  enchantment.  For  ourselves, 
besides  a  previous  visit  some  years  ago,  we 
spent  three  days  last  autumn  at  Niagara,  and 
felt  they  were  all  too  few.  Two  were  spent 
on  the  American  side,  where  we  examined 
in  a  leisurely  way  all  that  is  to  be  seen  there 
—Goat  Island,  the  Three  Sisters,  the  Rapids, 
Luna  Island,  the  Cave  of  the  Winds,  and  the 
Whirlpool  Rapids  below  the  Falls.  A  third 
day  we  devoted  to  the  Canadian  side,  whwe 
there  are  fewer  things  to  see.  but  where  dw 
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one  great  sight  is  to  be  seen  in  perfection. 
Commend  us  to  the  Canadian  side !  From 
the  windows  of  the  adjacent  hotels  you  get  a 
full  view  of  both  Falls,  the  American  and  the 
Canadian';  you  get  the  finest  effects  of  light 
and  colour.  At  night,  looking  across,  you 
may  see  the  American  Fall  illuminated  by 
the  electric  light — very  interesting  when  the 
light  is  white,  very  atrocious  when  it  is  red 
or  green.  It  will  be  strange  if  you  do  not 
come  under  the  influence  of  the  genius  lad, 
and  feel  a  strange  fascination  riveting  you  to 
the  spot,  and  making  you  feel  that  it  is  worth 
crossing  the  Atlantic  to  see  Niagara  alone. 

Most  people  know  that  a  mile  or  two 
above  the  Falls,  the  river  Niagara,  carrying 
along  the  whole  body  of  water  collected  in 
Lakes  Superior,  Michigan,  Huron,  and  Erie, 
spreads  out  over  an  expanse  of  two  or  three 
miles ;  then  it  begins  to  contract,  and  de- 
scends with  great  velocity  till  it  rolls  over 
the  cliff.  Goat  Island  divides  the  stream 
into  two,  just  before  the  plunge ;  the  eastern 
or  American  section  goes  round  the  island, 
and  descends  with  great  regularity  and 
majesty  in  a  line  almost  parallel  to  the 
Canadian  bank.  The  ^western,  or  Canadian 
section,  double  the  width  of  the  other,  is 
borne  more  rapidly  to  the  edge  of  the  cliff 
and  comes  over  it  with  greater  impetuosity 


and  force,  Fliis  Fall  is  in  the  form  of  a 
horseshoe,  the  curve  bending  up  the  stream. 
In  the  bosom  of  the  curve  there  seems  to  be 
a  chasm  in  the  rock,  also  passing  upwards, 
causing  a  tremendous  collision  between  the 
two  masses  of  water  that  dash  over  it  on 
either  side.  As  the  Canadian  Fall,  though 
not  quite  so  high,  is  more  impetuous  than 
the  American,  the  form  of  the  falling  water 
is  more  broken,  the  spray  dashes  with  more 
vehemence,  and  the  eddies  at  the  bottom  arc 
more  wild  and  tumultuous.  In  the  afternoon 
sun,  when  the  air  is  full  of  vapour  a  splendid 
rainbow  spans  the  sky,  in  form  more  perfect, 
and  in  colour  more  brilliant  than  any  that 
we  remember  to  have  seen  elsewhere. 

But  what  is  it,  let  us  ask,  that  gives  such 
a  charm  to  Niagara  ?  It  owes  nothing,  as 
we  have  seen,  to  the  surrounding  scenery. 
The  height  of  the  Fall  is  not  remarkable  ;  only 
one  hundred  and  fifty-eight  feet  on  the  Cana- 
dian side,  and  one  hundred  and  sixty-four  on 
the  American,  The  Staubbach  is  five  times 
its  height ;  and  California  could  show  water-  , 
fails  many  times  more  lofty.  What  is  it  that 
gives  to  Niagara  its  impena!  and  unrivalled 
pre-eminence  ? 

I,  In  the  first  place,  there  is  the  wonderful 
p!ay  of  life,  extending  over  the  whole  length 
and  breadth  of  the  cascade,  the  quick  darting 
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movement  of  the  waters,  leaping,  in  a  mar- 
vellous   state    of   exhilaration,   adown    the 


height  This  rapidity  of  motion  gratifies  and 
charms  one  of  the  most  powerful  instincts  of 
our  nature.  For  there  is  nothing  which  has 
more  attraction  (or  human  eyes,  or  more  in- 
terest for  the  human  mind  than  the  vigorous 
play  of  life.  Be  it  the  racehorse  on  the  turf, 
or  the  rocket  in  the  air,  or  the  forked  tongue 
of  the  hghtning,  or  a  ship  moving  from  the 
slip  into  the  water,  or  the  express  train  whirl- 
ing past  us,  or  the  collision  of  armies,  or  the 
collision  of  intellect  in  parliament  or  church 
court,  all  are  attractive  because  of  the  display 
of  living  energy.  Dulness,  on  the  other 
hand — languor,  inertness,  stagnation — is  uni- 
versally repulsive.  Dull  scholars,  dull 
speakers,  dull  preachers,  dull  writers,  prosy 
men,  heavy  men,  people  about  whom  there 
is  no  play  of  life  and  vigour  are  the  very 
bores  of  human  existence.  Now,  about 
Niagara,  everything  is  instinct  with  life.  Such 
an  immense  body  of  water,  estimated  at  a 
million  and  a  half  tons  a  minute,  flinging  itself 
over  a  precipice  to  the  width  of  half  a  mile, 
is  a  marvellous  display  of  "  animated  nature." 
First,  there  is  the  preparation  for  the  leap ; 


the  gathering  of  the  waters  at "  the  Rapids," 
I  a  little  above  the  Falls,  as  if  they  were  mak- 
ing ready  for  a 
tremendous  effort; 
and  really,  if  there 
were  nothing  else, 
the  Rapids  are  a 
wonderful  sight ; 
the  water  rushes 
down  past  the 
"  Three  Sisters " 
(as  three  little 
islands  are  called 
that  run  out  inio 
them,  connected 
by  three  bridges), 
with  such  arrowy 
swiftness  that  your 
eyeis  riveted  on  the 
wild  perpetual  mo- 
tion. Then,  when 
the  edge  is  reached, 
there  is  the  unhe- 
sitating, fearless 
plunge,  as  if  the 
water  enjoyed  the 
somersault,  and 
did  not  care  one 
straw  for  the  con- 
sequences. Ifyou 
fix  your  eye  more 
'"^^'''"■-  carefully  on  a  por- 

tion of  the  waters 
in  their  desceni, 
you  observe  that  the  desperate  earnestness 
of  the  great  movement  is  combined  with 
innumerable  little  touches  of  frolic  and  mer- 
riment. Every  yard  of  the  cascade  seems 
to  have  a  separate  hfe.  Everywhere  the 
water  is  leaping,  laughing,  dashing,  flying, 
evidently  in  the  highest  possible  spirits. 
Mark  that  liquid  tongue  that  spurts  out 
suddenly  from  the  mass,  like  a  fish  pur- 
suing its  prey,-  till  meeting  another  spurt, 
it  leaps  into  its  arms,  and  the  two  go  end- 
ing and  waltzing  together,  as  gay  as  n^Iiads, 
into  the  abyss.  Indeed  it  is  as  if  all  the 
nymphs  and  naiads  of  creation  were  col- 
lected together  for  some  wild  fi-olic  and  were 
entering  mto  it  with  the  keenest  enthusiasm. 
And  as  fast  as  one  set  of  naiads  plunge  into 
the  caldron,  there  comes  another  and  another 
in  endless  succession. 

2.  But  while  this  is  what  strikes  you  as 
you  watch  the  separate  streamlets,  as  it  were, 
you  get  a  marvellous  idea  of  majesty  when 
you  survey  the  whole.  You  are  awed  by  the 
grand  spectacle  of  the  vast  body  of  water 
rolling  over  with  a  calm   consciousness  of 
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resistless  might  and  high  impen'al  will.  It  is 
the  very  emblem  of  sovereignty,  moving 
along  for  ever  with  a.  might  and  majesty  to 
which  any  resistance  that  could  be  offered 
would  not  have  the  weight  of  a  feather.  An 
unwearied  life,  like  that  of  Him  who  fainteth 
not,  neither  is  weaiy. 

This  idea  of  kingly  pre-eminence  and 
glorious  majesty  is  one  of  ■  the  greatest 
elements  of  impression,  and  it  grows  on  you 
as  you  give  a  little  scope  to  your  imagination. 
FoT  all  this  has  been  going  on,  hour  after 
hour,  year  after  year,  century  after  century, 
in  daylight  and  in  darkness,  in  summer  and 
in  winter,  in  war  and  peace,  since  the  very 
beginning  of  time.  Where  else  can  the 
human  eye  find  such  a  marvellous  display 
of  living  energy,  or  the  mind  such  an 
emblem  of  the  everlasting  activity  and 
irresistible  will  of  the  Sovereign   Creator? 

3.  Then  there  is  the 
beautiful  display  of 
pure  bright  colours. 
We  are  reminded  of  3 
remarkofMr.,Ruskin's, 
in  "  Modem  Painters," 
"  Of  all  God's  gifts  to 
the  sight  of  man,  colour 
is  the  holiest,  the 
most  divine,  the  most 
solemn."  One  of  the 
first  things  to  catch  the 
eye  on  a  sunny  day  is 
the  bright  blue  colour 
of  i^ie  water,  just  as  it 
curlsover  the  precipice. 
On  a  much  smaller 
scale  and  for  a  much 
shorter  time,  the  same 
shade  of  blue  may  be 
seen  at  the  seasiSe  on 
a  sunny  day,  when  the 
neck  of  a  wave  catches 
the  sunbeam,  just  as  it 
turns  over  to  break. 
At  Niagara,  as  you 
have  a  constantly  curl- 
ing wave,  yo.u  have  in 
sunny  weather  a  con- 
stant mass  of  this  deep 
bright  blue,  contrasting 
finely  with  the  white 
foam  of  the  dashing 
torrent,  and  also  with 

the    sea-green    colour  '*"' 

which    the    water    as- 
sumes    lower     down. 
Blue,  white,  green,  the  waters  gleam  before 
you,  and  if  it  be  summer  or   autumn,  you 


have,  in  addition,  the  colours  of  the  surround- 
ing woods  and  fields,  and  the  bright  azure  of 
the  sky  above.  And  if  the  rainbow  spans 
the  sky,  you  have  its  contribution  of  that 
brighter  red  which  is  never  wanting  in  a 
perfect  picture.  What  more  can  you  desire? 
The  eye  is  never  satisfied  with  seeing;  yet 
we  know  not  what  further  contribution  of 
colour  could  be  desired  by  the  most  fas- 
tidious. 

4,  Nor  must  we  omit  mention  of  the 
sound.  It  is  ime  many  people  are  disap- 
pointed with  the  sound.  They  expected  a 
roaring  noise  ;  they  find  but  a  solemn 
murmur.  But  listen,  and  the  solemn  murmur 
will  gain  upon  you,  and  become  command- 
ing. Does  it  not  begin  to  sound  like  a 
psalm  ?  Is  it  not  the  song  of  creation,  her 
tribute  to  Him  who  made  heaven  and  earth, 
and  the  sea,  and  the  fountains  of  waters?  You 


think  a  little  longer  and  remember  that  that 
psalm  has  been  going  up  unceasingly  from 
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the  beginning ;  long  before  human  foot  trod 
the  earth,  long  before  Red  Indian  flourished 
his  tomahawk.  You  try  to  catch  its  burden, 
giving  praise  to  God  from  everlasting  to 
everlasting.  Does  it  not  contrast  with  what 
at  best  is  the  broken  and  oft-internipted 
praise  of  our  lives,  our  songs  of  praise 
so  few  and  far  between,  affording  so  much 
cause  to  say  that  God  is  not  in  all  our 
thoughts  7 

5.  And  this  leads  to  another  view  of 
Niagara — its  symbolism.  It  is  indeed  a  great 
sermon.  It  is  a  symbol  alike  of  eternity  and 
of  infinity.  Ever  since  the  globe  assumed 
its  present  foim,  it  has  been  the  same.  It  has 
been  flowing  on,  as  we  have  said,  without 
interruption  or  cessation.  The  amount  of 
water  may  be  somewhat  larger  at  one  season 
of  the  year  than  at  another,  but  the  difference 
is  never  so  great  as  to  make  any  essential 
change  on  the  picture.  Could  there  be  a 
fitter  emblem  of  the  grace  of  God,  and  the 
love  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ?  Could  any 
material  thing  more  faithfully  portray  the 
endless  stream  of  Divine,  sovereign  mercy, 
bearing  down  all  opposition,  and  defying  all 
efforts  to  exhaust  it?  The  thirty -sixth  psalm 
acquires  a  new  beauty  and  preciousness  read 
at  Niagara — "  Thy  mercy,  O  Lord,  is  in  the 
heavens;  and  thy  faithfulness  reacheth  unto 
the  clouds.  Thy  righteousness  is  like  the 
great  mountains;  thy  judgments  are  a  great 
deep :  0  Lord,  thou  preservest  man  and 
beast.  How  excellent  is  thy  lovingkindness, 
O  God  !  therefore  the  children  of  men  put 
their  trust  under  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 
They  shall  be  abundantly  satisfied  with  the 
fatness  of  thy  house ;  and  thou  shalt  make 
them  drink  of  the  river  of  thy  pleasures. 
For  mth  thee  is  the  fountain  of  life  :  in  thy 
light  shall  we  see  light." 

Niagara  is  so  grand  in  itself  and  so  solemn 
in  its  lessons  that  the  kind  of  by-play  that 
sometimes  goes  on  there  is  really  something 
of  an  impertinence.  No  doubt  it  is  a  great 
feat  after  enveloping  your  person  in  coarse 
yellow  waterproof  to  clamber  over  the  slip- 
pery rocks,  and  at  considerable  risk  get  at 
last  behind  the  Fall.  If  the  wind  happen  to 
be  blowing  against  it,  woe  betide  you  when 
you  reach  the  farthest  point !  Buffeted  in 
the  most  merciless  manner  by  wind,  water, 
and  spray  combined,  you  lose  your  breath, 
you  lose  your  speechj  you  lose  your  hearing, 
perhaps  also  your  presence  of  mind,  and  it 
seems  as  if  all  possible  horrors  had  concen- 
trated upon  you.  Then  there  is  the  attempt 
to  improve  Niagara,  by  painting  it  with  the 
electric  light;  and  there  is  in  the  ndghbour- 


hood  a  burning  fountain,  caused  by  a  stream  of 
hydrogen  gas  coming  up  from  the  spring.  Onr 
advice  to  visitors  is  not  to  waste  their  time 
or  their  money  on  such  frivolities ;  Niagara, 
pure  and  simple,  is  the  oae  wonder  of  the 
place. 


ne  abrupt  to  our  readers 
than  it  was  to  ourselves,  we  pass  from  the 
Falls  to  the  Fall.    It  is  one  of  those  unei- 
pl^ned  pecidiarities  of  speech  that  whereas 
on  this   side   the   water  we  invariably  say 
autumn,  the  Americans  as  constantly  speak 
of  the  Fall.     Certainly,   "  over  there "  the 
iaii  of  the  leaf  is  attended  with  transfor- 
mations of  colour  of  which  we  know  hardly 
anything  here.    A  little  of  it  we  do  know ; 
the  larch  turns  to  pale  yellow,  the  birch  to  a 
more  golden  colour,  the  Virginia  creeper  to 
scarlet,  the  beech  to  russet  brown.     But  in 
the  American  woods  the  trees  that  undergo 
the  change  are  not  onlymtich  more  numerous, 
but  the  colours  which  they  assume  are  much 
more  bright  and  goi^eous.     Maple,   0^, 
chestnut,   walnut,   hickory,    gum  tree,  and 
many  others  all  change,  and  the  degree  of 
brilliancy  is  in  proportion  to  the  dryness  of 
the  season.     One  of  the  brightest  is  the  hud 
or  sugar  maple,  a  graceful  tree  with  thin 
deUcate  leaves,  glowing,  in  its  transformatioD, 
like  a  fire,  the  whole  tree  looking  at  a  litde 
distance  like  a  mass  of  red  roses.  But  often  on 
the  same  tree  you  have  ever  so  many  colours ; 
and  even  the  same  leaf  will  show  a  wonderful 
variety.     Nature,  in  her  dye  shop,  is  sora^ 
what  fantastic ;  she  will  do  a  little  bit  one 
day,  and  a  little  more  the  next;  here  is  a 
green  leaf,  there  a  yellow,  and  yonder  a  red, 
and  here  is  a  leaf  that  is  green,  yellow,  and 
red  together ;  the  painter  seems  to  be  playing 
at  decoration,  and  yet  all  the  while  is  execu- 
ting a  most  beautiful  pattern. 

For  in  spite  of  the  n^lig^  style  of  work, 
the  grouping  is  perfect.  As  you  survey  1 
wooded  hill  where  pine  and  hard  wood  blend, 
your  eye  perceives  a  grand  groundwork  of 
green  and  gold.  But  in  bold  contrast,  you 
see  here  and  there  patches  of  dark-ted  oak, 
and  ever  and  anon  blazes  of  crimson  seem 
as  if  they  would  set  tlie  forest  on  fire.  The 
October  sky  is  cloudless,  and  the  October  sen 
has  lost  little  of  his  strength,  and  brings  out 
each  colourat  itsbrightestpitch.  Sometimes 
a  mighty  champion  of  the  forest  raises  him- 
self with  kingly  majesty  above  his  repub- 
lican fellows,  and,  catching  the  full  flooJ 
of  sunlight,  throws  out  his  golden  arms  as  if 
in  benediction  over  them.  Even  when  a 
hillside  has  b^^^e^^tly.j^^tcfl^of  older 
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trees,    the    year's    undergrowth    of   birch, 
shumack,  and  walnut  has  all  the  effect  of  a. 

brilliant  carpet. 

But  perhaps  the  most  striking  appearance 
of  al!  is  when  you  happen  to  be  travelling 
along  a  path  cut  out  from  among  trees 
which  still  hang  over  you  in  manifold  festoons 
and  garlands,  as  if  you  were  being  borne 
through  iaity-land.  We  shall  not  forget  a 
very  delightful  excursion  of  this  kind  which 
we  had  through  the  valley  of  Ijicka- 
wanna,  in  Pennsylvania.  It  is  a  very  pictu- 
resque region,  not  far  from  the  Delaware  Gap, 
where  nature  is  so  prodigal  of  sylvan  beauty, 
and  the  celebrated  Wyoming  valley,  which 
our  own  poet,  Thomson,  has  made  famous. 

Our  starting-point  was  a  quite  recent  town, 
thirty  or  forty  years  old,  rejoicing  in  the 
name  of  Scranton,  and  having  a  population 
of  forty  or  fifty  thousand  inhabitants.  It  is 
in  the  centre  of  the  region  of  anthracite,  or 
smokeless  coal,  and  to  that  it  owes  its  exis- 
tence. Happily  the  founders  of  the  town 
were  alive  to. the  dangers  of  drawing  masses 
of  workmen  to  a  new  spot  without  regard  to 
their  moral  and  spiritual  welfare.  They  made 
provision  for  churches  and  schools  from  the 
very  beginning;  and  the  orderly  character 
of  the  town  and  its  peaceful  progress  attest 
the  wisdom  of  their  views. 

The  country  round  Scranton,  where  the 
anthracite  is  found,  is  beautifully  undulating 
and  wooded.  The  pits  are  sunk  in  various 
parts  of  the  Lackawanna  valley,  and  the 
communication  between  them  takes  place  by 
means  of  a  "gravity  railroad" — that  is  to 
say,  the  power  that  drives  the  trains  is 
usually  the  force  of  gravitation.  Here  and 
there  a  stationary  engine  and  rope  draw  the 
train  up  a  steep  incline ;  beyond,  the  line 
has  a  gentle  declivity,  enough  to  give  the 
cars  a  rapid  motion  for  several  miles  without 
the  aid  of  a  locomotive.  The  effect  of  the 
arrangement,  which  is  simple  and  complete, 
is,  that  you  are  borne  as  if  by  magic  over  a 
'lovely  country  without  any  apparent  motive 
power.  By  the  favour  of  the  directors  we 
were  furnished  with  a  special  train,  under 
charge  of  the  superintendent  of  the  line,  so 
that  we  travelled  to  the  best  advantage.  We 
sat  on  a  beautiful  day  in  an  open  car,  and 
span  along  over  a  charming  country,  some- 
times at  the  rate  of  twenty  miles  an  hour, 
without  a  particle  of  smoke  or  even  dust  to 
annoy  us.  And  part  of  the  journey  was 
through  woods  beautifully  coloured,  under 
festoons  of  pale  lemon  yellow,  and  blazing 
crimson  and  scarlet,  meeting  over  our  heads. 
All  the  art  of  the  best  Paris   upholsterers 


could  not  have  created  curtains  of  such 
beautiful  fabrics,  or  hung  them  with  such 
effect.  We  could  not  but  think  of  our 
Lord's  words  about  the  lilies — "  Solomon  in 
all  his  glory  was  not  arrayed  like  one  of 
these." 

It  may  be  owing  to  our  ignorance,  but  we 
are  not  aware,  either  in  American  poetry 
or  prose,  of  more  than  quite  casual  and 
cursory  allusions  to  the  glOTies  of  the  Fall. 
Probably  it  is  not  found  easy  to  associate  it 
with  lively  poetical  thoughts,  or  to  apply  it 
to  any  kind  of  spiritual  purpose.  Perhaps 
it  is  the  painter,  rather  than  the  poet  or  the 
preacher,  that  can  turn  it  to  account — and 
that  only  indirectly,  as  furnishing  him  with 
useful  hints.  It  is  not  easy  for  the  poet  or 
the  preacher  to  forget  that  it  is  the  glory  of 
decay,  like  the  hectic  beauty  and  fair  skin  of 
some  youthful  victim  of  consumption.  It  b 
a  wonderful  phenomenon,  but  traced  to  its 
cause  it  is  somewhat  disappointing.  It  is 
the  most  evanescent  of  all  beauty — a  touch 
of  frost  or  a  gust  of  wind  plays  havoc  with 
its  choicest  manifestations.  It  hardly  answers 
to  the  famous  line  of  Keats — "A  thing  of 
beauty  is  a  joy  for  ever,"  You  know  so  well 
that  like  Jonah's  gourd  it  may  all  perish  in 
a  night,  that  you  can  hardly  allow  your  mind 
to  linger  over  it,  or  link  it  on  to  any  stable 
and  lasting  species  of  pleasure.  You  can 
hardly  think  of  it  as  the  emblem  of  the  new 
earth,  for  surely  the  beauty  of  the  new  earth 
will  be  more  abiding.  You  cannot  use  it  as 
an  emblem  of  tlie  transforming  power  of  the 
grace  of  God  on  human  character,  for  it  is 
too  like  the  morning  cloud  and  the  early  dew 
that  passeth  away. 

Perhaps  we  ought  just  to  class  it  with  the 
cloud  and  the  dew — those  transitory  beauties 
that  God  often  creates  to  delight  and  refresh 
us  for  a  moment,  and  then  they  pass.  Is 
there  not  something  wonderful  in  those  brief 
creations  of  glory  which  God  often  provides 
for  us  in -the  sunset — a  glory  that  lasts  a 
much  shorter  time  than  even  that  of  the 
American  Fall  ?  Let  us  turn  again  to 
"  Modem  Painters."  Mr.  Ruskin  has  written 
much  on  the  sacredncss  of  colour.  Blue, 
purple,  and  scarlet,  with  white  and  gold,  the 
sacred  chord  of  colour  in  the  tabernacle,  are 
in  his  view  the  fixed  base  of  ail  colouring 
with  the  workmen  of  every  great  age.  He 
has  written  with  special  power  on  the  colour- 
ing of  the  sunset.  "  Nature  has  a  thousand 
ways  and  means  of  rising  above  herself,  but 
incomparably  the  noblest  manifestations  of 
her  capability  of  colour  are  in  the  sunsets 
among  high  clouds.  .  .  •  ..XliftflwJq^J 
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from  the  zenith  to  the  horizon  becomes  one 
molten  naantling  sea  of  colour  and  fire  ;  every 
black  bar  turns  into  massive  gold,  every  ripple 
and  wave  into  unsullied  shadowless  crimson, 
and  purple  and  scarlet,  and  colours  for  which 
there  are  no  words  in  language  and  no  ideas  in 
the  mind ;  things  which  can  only  be  conceived 
while  they  are  visible;  the  intense  hollow 
blue  of  the  upper  sky  melting  through  it  all, 
showing  here  deep,  and  pure,  and  lightness ; 
there,  modulated  by  the  filmy  formless  body 
of  the  transparent  vapour,  till  it  is  lost  im- 
perceptibly in  its  crimson  and  gold.  The 
concurrence  of  circumstances  necessary  to 


produce  the  sunsets  of  which  I  speak  does 
not  take  place  above  five  or  six  times  in  a 
summer,  and  then  only  for  a.  space  of  from 
five  to  ten  minutes,  just  as  the  sun  reaches 
the  horizon," 

Colour,  as  agift  of  God,  and  as  a  study  for 
the  human  eye  and  the  human  mind,  has 
been  but  little  attended  to.  It  may  he 
necessary  to  study  it  much  more  in  its  more 
fixed  and  normal  forms  before  we  can  deter- 
mine its  uses  in  those  which  are  more 
transitory  and  evanescent — whether  in  the 
glory  of  the  sunset,  or  in  the  glory  of  the 
American  Fall 


Kapidi,  *boTe  the  Fait 


THE  REVISION  OF  THE  ENGLISH  NEW  TESTAMENT. 

By  JOSEPH  ANGUS,  D.D.,  Member  or  the  Revisiom  Company, 


THUS  far  we  have  come : — important 
discoveries  in  the  Greek  text,  the 
obsoleteness  of  the  English  version,  the  great 
principle  of  sameness  of  phrasing,  form  of 
themselves  sufficient  reasons  for  revision. 
The  first  prove  the  present  text  to  be  inac- 
curate in  hundreds  and  even  in  thousands  of 
places ;  the  second  conceals  or  changes  the 
meaning  of  the  version  ;  and  the  third  is 
essential  if,  after  correcting  the  text  and 
removing  obsolete  words,  we  are  to  put  the 


English  student  in  the  position  of  the  student 
of  the    original  Greek.     Want  of  sameness  ■ 
of  phrasing  where  the  Greek    has  sameness 
is    practically   an    alteration    of    the    Greek 
itself. 

Are  we  guilty  of  self-assertion  in  affirm- 
ing further,  that  the  modern  knowledge  of 
Greek  and  of  English  is  more  thorough  and 
more  scholarly  than  that  of  the  older  trans- 
lators, and  that  this  thoroughness  of  know- 
ledge is  a  fresh  and  final  reason  for  undertaking 
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diis  great  work  ?  The  assertion  can  hardly 
be  questioned.  Old  lexicons  are  not  to  be 
compared  with  modem  lexicons,  or  old 
grammars  with  Winer  and  Jelf.  Ancient 
classic  authors  are  better  rendered  in  recent 
translatiDns  than  in  earlier  ones.  We  start 
with  the  results  of  the  studies  of  our  fathers, 
the  authorised  version  included,  in  our  hands. 
The  modem  scholarship  of  England,  of 
Germany,  of  America,  have  placed  their 
treasures  at  our  disposal,  while  comparative 
philology  and  history  in  all  its  departments 
have  thrown  light  on  many  disputed  ques- 
tions. The  translators  of  1611  may  all  have 
been  giants;  modem  revisers  may  be  but 
pygmies ;  but  the  modems  stand  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  ancients,  and  must  be  very 
short  indeed  if  they  cannot  sec  a  little  farther 
than  they. 

It  may  be  true  that  the  New  Testament 
Company  are  less  strong  in  English  than  in 
Greek.  But  this  supposition  is  not  proved 
by  the  examples  that  have  been  quoted — 
examples  which  affect  not  the  accuracy  of  the 
revisers,  but  their  taste  and  judgment.  And 
even  if  itbe  proved,  it  leaves  the  argument  un- 
touched, which  is  simply  that  our  English 
scholars,  if  not  the  revisers,  have  a  wider 
and  completer  knowledge  of  Greek  and  of 
English  than  scholars  contemporary  with  the 
translators  had — compare,  for  example,  Ben 
Jonson's  grammar  with  any  of  our  standard 
modem  grammars — and  therefore  our  age  is 
betterabletotranslatethanwerethey.  Ifthere 
are  defects  in  the  English  of  the  revision,  our 
English  scholarship  is  competent  to  correct 
them,  and  should  give  itself  at  once  to  this 
work.  The  revision  is  published  to  invite 
criticism,  and  if  only  the  criticism  is  intelli- 
gent and  just,  it  will  be  welcomed  all  round. 

A  few  specimens  of  improved  rendering 
may  be  quoted  : — 


Acts 
xli.  1—3.  And  [Paul] 
found  ceitain  disci- 
ples :  tnd  he  said 
unto  them,  Did  ye 
receive  the  Holj 
Ghost  when  ve  be- 
lieved? And  tbey 
■aid  unto  him.  Nay, 
we  did  Dot  to  much 
as  bear  vhether  the 
Holy     Ghott     was 

E'  red.  And  he  taid, 
to  what  (hen  were 
ye  baptized  t 

Here  the  correction  is  owing  to  a  more 
careful  observance  of  the  Greek  tenses,  of 
the  absence  of  the  article  in  Greek,  and 


id  [P*al]  finding  cer- 
tain dudples,  said 
UDto     them.    Have 

E:  received  the  Holy 
host  lince  ye  be- 
lieved ?  And  Ihey 
said  unto  him.  We 

heard  whether  there 
be  any  Holy  Ghost, 


of  the  rendering  of  a  parallel  passage  (John 
vii.  39). 


KeriHd. 

Phil. 

9—10.  Wherefore  also 
God  highly  eulled 
him  and  gave  him 

above  every  name: 
that  in  the  name  of 


should  confess  tnat 
TeSDi  Christ  is  Lord 
tthename). 


AnUkociMd. 

Wherefore  God  also  hath 
highly  exalted  him 
and  given  him  a 
luune  which  is  above 
eveiy  name  ;  that  at 
the  name  of  Tetma 
every  knee  ihoold 
bow:  and  that  every 
tongne  ibonld  con- 
fess that  Tenu  Christ 
is  Lord,  &c. 


The  result  of  attention  to  the  article  in 
Greek  and  to  the  preposition — not  ai  but  in. 


Acts 
ivi.  18,  2^.  And  Aerip- 
pa  sud  unto  Paul, 
With  but  little  per. 
suasion  tbon  would- 
est  &in  make  me  a. 
Christian.  AndFaol 
said,  Iwould  to  God, 
that  whether  with 
little  or  with  much, 
not  tbon  only,  but 
also  (U  that  hear  me 
this  day,  might  be- 
come such  as  I  am, 
except  thedw  bonds. 


len  Agnppa  said  onto 
Paul,  Almost  then 
peranadest  roe  to  be 
a  Christian.  And 
Paul  laid,  I  wonld 
to  God,  that  not 
only  thou,  but  also 
all  that  hear  me  thij 
day  were  both  almost 
and  altogether  *ach 
as  I  am,  except  tlie«e 


Here,  a  changed  reading  makes  necessary 
a  changed  rendering,  which  represents  more 
accurately  the  true  antithesis  of  the  original. 
The  rendering  "almost,"  "altogether,"  came 
from  the  Genevan  Version  of  1559,  though 
sanctioned  in  sense  by  Tyndal,  and  is  well- 
nigh  impossible  with  the  corrected  text 


.  Profesfing  them-      .    .    .   they  changed  the 

selves    to    be   wise  g'oiy  of  the  Incor- 

f  became   fools,  rupUble  Irod  into  ftn 

changed     the  image.  .  .  (not  the 

glory  of  the  incor-  preposition     rightly 

ruptible  God  for  the  translated  "into,"t~ 

likeness  of  on  image  v.  *6],  Sec. 
of  corruptible  man. 
So  in  i.  25:  "/"-  = 

A  juster  rendering  of  the  Hebraic  expres- 
sion, "  to  change  /or,"  not  inia. 

These  are  specimens  of  some  thousands  of 
changes  which  do  more  justice  to  the  sense 
of  the  original,  and  teach  lessons  more  or 
less  important.  If  a  thoughtful  student  will 
read  through  the  Epistle  to  the  Philippians  in 
the  Revised  Version  and  compare  it  with  the 
Authorised,  or,  to  Uke  a  good  instance  of 
another  kind,  the  twenty-seventh  chapter  of 
the  Acts,  the  history  <rf'  the  shipwreck,  he 
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will  have  the  meant  o(  fonning  a  (air  jndg- 
ment  on  the  nature  and  value  of  these 
changes. 

Whether  the  revisers  have  alnays  been 
true  to  their  own  principles,  and  whether  the 
changes  thejr  have  introduced  are  always 
improvements,  or,  if  improvements,  are  always 
worth  making  are  questions  that  have  been 
and  will  continue  to  be  much  discussed.  A 
universal  affirmative  reply  to  these  questions 
it  would  be  impossible  to  prove.  A  universal 
affirmative  re[.ly  the  Company  itself  would 
not  give.  The  very  fact  that  most  of  the 
changes  were  carried  by  majorities  with  a 
minority  against  them,  shows  that  intelligent 
and  competent  judges  in  their  own  body 
differed  in  particular  cases  on  the  need  of  the 
proposed  change.  But  that  they  were  gene- 
rally faithful  to  their  principles,  and  that  the 
changes  are  in  the  great  majority  of  cases 
improvements,  may  be  conceded.  Excep- 
tions arc  worth  noting,  if  only  to  suggest 
further  inquiry  and  perhaps  further  revision. 

The  first  three  suggestions  of  the  American 
Company  ought  in  consistency  to  be  accepted. 
The  revisers  take  the  Greek  text  as  settled 
by  ancient  authorities.  Ancient  authorities 
contain  no  S.  (or  Saint)  in  the  title  of  the 
Gospels,  or  in  the  heading  of  the  pages,  and 
they  omit  "  the  apostle  "  from  the  title  of  the 
Pauline  Epistles,  and  of  "  Paul  the  Apostle  " 
from  the  title  of  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews, 
&c.  These  two  suggestions  it  is  impossible 
consistently  to  resist.  .  .  .  For"HolyGhost" 
the  Americana  read  uniformly  "  Holy  Spirit." 
This  change  also  is  required  by  "  sameness 
of  phrasing."  The  English  ear  is  no  doubt 
familiar  with  the  old  language,  "  I  believe  in 
the  Holy  Ghost : "  but  principle  ought  to 
supersede  feeling,  and  in  time  the  Creed  will 
accept  the  words  of  the  Bible. 

T$enextgeneral  suggestion  of  the  American 
Company — adopted  by  them  unanimously,  it 
is  said — "After  'baptize'  let  the  margin  '  Or, 
in '  and  ihe  text '  with '  change  places,"  ought 
also  to  be  accepted.  The  facts  are  easily 
given. 

To  "baptize  in"  the  Jordan,  "in  water" 
{a  preposition  with  a  dative  case),  is  a  com- 
mon Scripture  phrase,and  is  used  uniformly  by 
St.  Matthew.  "  To  baptize  witA  water  "  (a 
simple  dative)  is  also  a  common  Scripture 
phrase,  and  is  used  uniformly  by  St.  I^ke.  In 
the  Greek  of  the  Old  Testament,  lo  baptize 
in  Jordan,  in  oil,  in  blood,  is  the  only  ex- 
pression found.  In  translating  Matthew  the 
revisers  render  *'  in  Jordan,"  and  "  m/A ' 
water,"  though  it  is  one  and  the  same  preposi- ' 
tion,  and  the  two  renderings  are  found  in  the 


'same  chapter  (iiL  6 — ti).  In  translating 
Luke — who  always  uses  the  simple  dative 
"with  water,"  and  always  uses  "/»"  when 
speaking  of  the  baptism  of  the  Spirit  (Luke 
iii.  j6  ;  Acts  i.  5,  xL  i6y^the  revisers  trans- 
late the  two  different  forms  "  vtiik."  Matthew 
uses  the  same  preposition  always,  and  the 
revisers  translate  it  differently,  "  in  Jordan,'' 
"wiik  water."  Luke  uses  two  forms  (the 
simple  dative  and  die  preposition),  and  the 
revisers  translate  them  ^ike,  and  alike  in  the 
same  verses-  Alt  the  older  English  versions 
except  the  Genevan  translate  "  in,"  while 
Campbell  and  Meyer,  with  many  others,  insist 
at  length  on  in  as  the  only  true  rendering  of 
the  prepositional  form.  All  I  now  contend 
for  is,  that  "sameness of  phrasing"  requires 
it;  and  that  the  American  Company  are  right. 

Nor  is  it  always  clear  that,  with  all  our 
modem  scholarship,  the  sense  of  the  Greek 
is  more  happily  given  in  the  Revised  Version 
than  in  the  Authorised.  In  translating  the 
unique  word  found  in  Phil,  ii,  6,  "  a  prize," 
with  the  marginal  rendering,  "  a  thing  to  be 
graspcdat,"it  may  be  fairly  questioned  whether 
we  have  any  improvement  on  the  "  robber}'" 
(or  seizure)  of  the  common  version.  "Prize" 
is  objectionable  on  this  ground  besides  others, 
that  it  is  used  already  in  the  same  Epistle  for 
a  different  word  (Phil.  iii.  r4).  The  Com- 
mentary of  Meyer  may  be  consulted  with 
advantage  by  any  who  wish  to  examine  the 
meaning. 

Another  questionable  change  of  a  some- 
what serious  kind  may  be  seen  in  GaL  ii.  t6, 
"  A  man  is  not  justified  by  the  work  of  the 
law  save  through  faith  in  Christ  Jesus,"  with 
the  margin  "  but  only."  The  use  of  *l  fiij  (here 
tdv  nij)  in  the  sense  of  dXXa,  is  so  common — 
comp.  Mat.  xvii.  8  with  Mk,  ix.  8,  where  the 
two  are  found* — that  there  ought  to  have  been 
no  difficulty  in  accepting  the  Authorised  Ver- 
sion, and  the  margin  of  the  Revised,  That 
alone  is  consistent  with  the  rest  of  the  v^e 
and  with  the  general  scope  of  the  writer. 

We  agree  also  with  the  tenth  suggestion  of 
the  American  revisers  that  "  testament " 
should  be  ever^-wherc  rendered  "  covenant," 
without  any  marginal  reading,  except  in  Heb. 
ix.  15 — 17,  where  "  covenant "  should  stand 
in  the  text  and  "  or,  testament "  in  the  margin. 
The  difiiculties  are  familiar  to  scholars  ;  but 
this  uniformity  of  rendering  is  required  by 
the  principle  laid  down  by  the  revisers  and 
by  the  necessities  of  the  reasoning  in  the 
ninth  chapter  of  the  Hebrews, 


■  "TlMjyMwno  niamave (iAia)  Jeiui  only.'*—! 
'Tlieyuwno  man  u»ej.l,.!ij  Te.n.  Dn1v."^M» 
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A  still  more  difficult  question  is  raised  when 
it  is  asked,  are  the  changes  always  worth 
making?  Even  if  more  accurate  than  the 
older  renderings,  do  they  surest  a  different 
sense?  And  is  not  their  first  effect,  and 
even  their  pennanent  effect,  to  irritate  and 
displease  without  any  equivalent  advantage  ? 
There  may  be  instances  of  this  kind.  There 
are  instances.  But  after  carefully  examining 
a  large  number  of  what  have  been  thought 
instances,  I  am  bound  to  say  that  the  great 
mass  of  them  are  not  needless  changes.  And 
if  the  same  care  and  thought  had  been  spent 
in  ascertaining  the  reasons  of  these  changes 
that  have  been  spent  in  finding  and  con- 
demning them,  they  would  have  justified 
themselves  even  to  the  objectors  who  con- 
demned them.  It  ought  to  be  kept  in  mind 
that  the  revisers  were  nearly  all  conservatively 
disposed.  Feeling  and  judgment  alike  were 
on  the  side  of  the  older  version.  They 
worked  under  rules  that  gave  the  Authorised 
Version  a  great  advantage.  And  if  they 
agreed  on  changes,  the  great  probability  is 
that  there  were  weighty  reasons  for  them. 
The  reader  who  does  not  understand  what 
reason  they  could  have  for  any  given  change, 
may  safely  conclude  that  he  is  not  yet  in  a 
position  to  pronounce  judgment  on  that  part 
of  their  work. 

The  word  "judgment"  is  itself  an  example. 
It  is  almost  the  only  word  which  the  revisers 
have  changed  in  spelling,  and  an  outcry  has 
been  raised  against  Ihe  change,  the  need  for 
it,  and  the  supposed  unreasonableness. 
"Why  ever  have  they  changed  it  ?"  In  fact, 
judgement  is  the  spelling  of  all  the  English 
versions  made  prior  to  the  authorised.  It  is 
also  generally  the  spelling  of  the  authorised 
itself.  Both  judgement  and  judgment  are 
found,  and  found  in  the  same  context;  but 
"  judgement  "  is  found  in  by  far  the  greater 
number  of  cases  :  as  it  remained  the  common 
spelling  till  late  in  the  eighteenth  century. 
The  revisers  had  to  choose  between  the  two 
spellings.  Tliey  adopted  the  spelling  that 
has  been  longest  accepted ;  and  certainly 
if  the  "e"  is  not  needed  in  judgment,  neither 
is  it  needed  in  "judge." 

Personally  I  rejoice  iii  the  close  and 
severe  criticism  with  which  the  Revised 
Version  has  been  hailed.  There  is  ample 
scholarship  outside  the  company  of  revisers 
to  detect  mistakes,  and  to  make  important 
suggestions.  It  is  an  advantage  to  have 
minds  devoted  to  the  examination  of  the 
revision  which  come  fresh  to  it.  A  collec- 
tion of  felicitous  renderings — creative  criti- 
cisms— will  prove  of  great  value.     And  in 


the  result,  what  is  good  will  be  confirmed, 
what  is  erroneous  will  be  corrected,  and 
what  is  wanting  will  be  supplied.  To  make 
such  criticisms  available,  I  only  venture  to 
suggest  special  attention  to  two  or  three 
points  of  importance. 

Will  critics  master  the  changes  of  the 
Greek  text  ?  A  lai^e  number  of  the  criticisms 
published  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  origi- 
nate in  forgetfulness  of  the  corrected  read- 
ings. Quite  recently  the  Bishop  of  Melbourne 
praised  the  new  translation  of  r  Tim.  vi.  19, 
"  that  they  may  lay  hold  on  the  Hfe  which 
is  life  indeed,"  suggesting  that  the  word 
"  eternal "  in  the  authorised  meant  real 
(just  as  temporal  may  mean  phenomenal), 
and  therefore  was  exactly  rendered  "  life 
indeed."  The  fact  is,  that  the  revisers 
read  Svthk,  not  aiun'tos.  Unless  we  have 
before  us  the  critical  text  adopted  by  the 
revisers,  the  comparison  of  the  Authorised 
and  Revised  Versions  will  prove  a.  delusion 
and  a  snare. 

A  fair  appreciation  of  the  commoner 
canons  laid  down  for  settling  a  text  and  for 
guiding  translators  in  accurately  representing 
it  will  also  prove  of  great  value.  The  true 
text  of  any  passage  is  not  what  is  true  in 
itself,  still  less  is  it  what  we  should  like  or 
expect,  but  what  the  author  wrote— or  more 
accurately,  what  the  evidence  makes  it  most 
probable  he  wrote.  Within  the  month  elabo- 
rate arguments  have  been  published  to  show 
that  our  Lord  must  have  used  the  Doxology 
in  the  Lord's  Prayer  —  because  the  sen- 
timent, and  even  the  exact  expressions, 
are  found  in  the  Old  Testament.  The 
scrip turalness  of  the  Doxology  is  not  the 
question.  The  question  is  simply  whether 
our  Lord  used  it — more  accurately,  whether 
there  is  evidence  that  the  Evangelists  wrote 
it.  That  it  is  found  as  a  Doxology  in  the  Old 
Testament  is  even  argument  against  it.  For 
He  could  hardly  need  to  teach  them  what 
they  had  already  in  use. 

The  canons  of  translation  accepted  by  the 
translators  ought  also  to  be  carefully  studied, 
as  laid  down  in  their  Preface,  and  the  acci- 
dental difficulties  created  by  the  usage,  often 
the  modem  usage,  of  speech.  Strong  things 
may  be  said  on  the  rendering  of  "  bishop," 
and  on  the  unfairness  of  suggesting  that  the 
primitive  pastorate  was  anythmg  like  modem 
diocesan  Episcopacy.  Butwhat  can  we  get? 
"  Overseer"  is  spoilt  by  the  English  poor 
law ;  "  overlooker  "  by  factory  nomenclature, 
and  the  inevitable  sardonic  criticism — that 
the  bishops  overlook  too  much  already.  We 
come  back  to  bishop  as ,  the^QUlyv  P^F^''^ 
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rendering,  and  get  comfort  from  the  thought 
that  if  mischief  is  done  by  suggesting  that 
primitive  pastorates  were  like  modem  bishop- 
rics, there  is  advantage  in  pointing  modem 
bishops,  by  the  very  title  we  give  them,  to 
primitive  simplicity,  "  Leaders  "  would  be  a 
better  rendering  than  "  them  that  have  rule 
over  you"  (Heb.  xiii.  7);  but  Methodism 
has  made  it,  perhaps,  too  definite  and  narrow. 
Can  we  not  revive  a  favourite  word  of  Non- 
conformist times,  and  speak  of  "  the  Church" 
by  another  name — that  shall  distinguish  the 
community  from  the  building — "  the  congre- 
gation " — an  Old  Testament  word  moreover  ? 
It  cannot  be  done.  In  modern  usage  "  the 
congregation"  is  one  thbg,  and  "  the  Church" 
is  distincdy  another.  Can  we  not  translate 
"baptize"  instead  of  transferring  it?  Try: 
"As  many  as  were  dipped — immersed,  sub- 
merged— into  Christ  were  dipped,  immersed, 
submerged,  into  his  death."  Is  this  possible? 
To  say  nothing  of  the  fact  that  there  are 
many  immersions  that  are  not  baptisms,  and 
that  Baptists,  who  sometimes  want  the  word 
translated,  cidl  themselves,  not  dippers  or 
immersers,  but  emphatically  Baptists;  and 
thus  make  it  practically  difficult  and  needless 
to  change  the  word,  which  is  now  good  Eng- 
lish, and  has  by  usage  a  definite  mean- 
ing. "  The  devils  believe  and  shudder  "  is 
another  instance — some  word   other   than 


tremble  is  needed,  for  the  Greek  is,  so  far 
as  concerns  the  New  Testament,  unique; 
"believe  and  quake"  would  be  the  better 
rendering,  but  that  rendering  is  impossible, 
because  of  modern  names  and  usage.  Per- 
haps "  believe  and  tremble,"  with  "Gr.  quake," 
or  "shudder,"  in  the  margin  would  be  best 
of  all.  The  difficulties  in  truth  are  innume- 
rable. An  open  eye  and  wide  discemment 
are  essential.  Good  words  are  often  spoilt 
by  the  character  of  their  relations  ("cognates" 
as  we  call  them);  and  words  once  noble  and 
helpful  have  fallen  from  their  high  estate  and 
become  mean  or  useless. 

The  most  important  help  the  readers  of 
the  Revised  Version  can  render  is  creative 
criticism — the  suggestion  of  improved  render- 
ings. It  is  easy  to  condemn.  It  is  easy  to 
raise  objections.  Whatever  a  correction  be, 
something  may  be  said  against  it.  True  and 
important  service  would  be  best  rendered  by 
suggesting  something  bdter.  There  must  be 
in  the  company  of  the  revisers  some  who 
will  mark  such  suggestions  and  store  them  up 
for  further  thought  and  practical  use.  Let 
them  be  made  with  competent  knowledge, 
after  a  careful  study  of  the  corrected  Greek  text, 
and  of  the  principles  on  which  the  Revised 
Version  is  made,  and  they  will  deserve  a  cor- 
dial welcome  and  receive  it  at  the  bands  of 
all  who  prize  and  circulate  the  Divine  Word. 


TO  A   RIVULET.  . 

By  THE  Rev.  E.  G,  CHARLESWORTH. 

"O IVULET,  forth  from  thy  fountain, 
■'-^  Thy  great  mother ;  flowing  gently 
With  a  murmur  through  the  valley 
Not  unlike  an  infant's  pain — 
Dreaming  it  hath  tOst  its  rest 
Far  from  lips  that  oft  have  blest : 
Soon  thy  waves  shall  greet  the  sea, 
Greater  mother,  welcoming  thee. 


I  am,  like  thyself,  a  pilgrim, 

I  go  murmuring  through  a  valley 

Far  from  lips  that  oft  have  blessed — 

Seeking,  praying  for  a  rest. 

Seeking,  praying,  oft  in  vain ; 

To  Eternity's  vast  sea. 
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'MAN'S  EXTREMITY,    GOD'S  OPPORTUNITY.' 

31  lalt  of  iht  Pctatcntioff- 
By    olive    M.     BIRRELL. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

CECILY'S  first  impulse,  on  finding  herself 
alone  among  strangers,  was  to  return 
to  Piers ;  but  the  Prior  prevented  this  by 
locking  his  door,  and  in  another  moment  her 
judgment  told  her  that  he  was  more  helpless 
than  she,  and  in  such  a  weak  condition  that 
it  would  be  cruel  to  lay  any  additional 
anxieties  upon  him.  The  priest  made  a 
sign  of  silence,  and,  with  some  misgiv- 
ings, she  followed  him,  looking  mean- 
while for  a  way  of  escape ;  but  the  house 
was  so  rambling  and  large,  she  felt  sure  she 
should  lose  herself  if  she  tried  to  go  any- 
where alone,  and  might  even  fall  into 
worse  hands  than  the  Prior's.  He  led  her 
through  various  passages,  like  the  windings 
in  a  rabbit  warren,  up  some  steps  and  down 
others,  until  her  brain  was  confused,  and 
she  could  hardly  tell  whether  they  were 
going  to  the  right  or  the  left.  At  last  he 
slopped  before  an  open  door,  and,  with  one 
of  his  mute  salutations,  drew  back  to  allow 
her  to  pass. 

"But,  father,  where  is  my  servant?"  cried 
Cecily,     "  Where  is  the  coach  which  brought 
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me  here  ?  I  cannot  be  made  a  prisoner  with- 
out knowing  why," 

"  If  you  will  be  guided  by  my  advice,  my 
daughter,"  said  the  Prior,  "  you  will  stay 
in  this  room  for  the  present.  Help  is  not 
far  off." 

This  was  the  first  time  Cecily  had  heard 
his  voice  in  direct  communication  to  her- 
self, and  she  could  scarcely  explain  the 
effect  it  had  upon  her.  His  tones  were  sad, 
but  commanding,  and  seemed  to  convey  the 
idea  that  her  a^airs  were  all  well  known  to 
him,  and  might  be  trusted  safely  to  his 
guidance, 

"  But  I  cannot  stay  here  quietly  when 
my  friend  is  in  danger,"  she  said  implor- 
ingly, "They  promised  to  set  him  free, 
and  while  I  am  away  he  may  have  fresh 
sufTerings." 

"  That  will  not  be,"  said  the  priest.  "  He 
is  under  my  protection,  and  is  quite  safe.  I 
only  heard  of  his  condition  when  he  was 
brought  to  me  a  week  ago,  and  since  then 
he  has  needed  nothing  which  I  could  do  for 
him." 

Cecily  hesitated.  The  words  were  kind  ; 
but  she  knew  these  |^>vcrc,riol;^(>(tpp,iC(J)e 
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trusted,  and  with  a  sinking  heart,  because  no 
escape  was  possible  without  abandoning 
Piers,  she  went  through  the  open  door.  In 
a.  moment  the  sound  of  a  heavy  bolt  being 
drawn  outside  fell  on  her  ear  like  a  knell, 
and,  turning  round,  she  saw  that  she  was 
already  a  prisoner,  for  the  door  was  shut 
and  the  Prior  was  no  longer  at  her  side. 
Vyner's  warnings  against  trusting  herself 
within  the  power  of  the  Bishop  rushed  into 
her  mind,  as  she  felt  that  she  had  been 
entangled  in  a  plot 

The  room  was  lai^e  and  comfortable,  and 
did  not  present  tlic  same  conventual  aspect 
as  those  she  had  seen  before.  The  floor 
was  strewn  with  fresh  rushes,  the  walls  were 
hung  with  tapestry,  and  through  the  open 
window  came  a  sweet  fragrance  of  flowers, 
some  pots  holding  blossoming  shrubs  being 
placed  on  the  sill. 

When  she  looked  out  she  saw  that  the 
house  was  very  high,  and  that  the  opposite 
buildings  were  sufliciently  near  to  allow  her 
to  see  any  one  who  came  to  the  window, 
making  her  wonder  if  it  would  be  possible  to 
throw  a  signal  of  distress  through  an  open 

Eane.  Evidently  the  building  had  never 
een  planned  for  a  prison,  and  with  the 
knowledge  her  spirits  revived.  She  threw 
aside  her  mantle  and  hood,  and  silting 
down  on  a  low  stool  near  the  open  wmdow, 
lost  herself  in  thought,  sometimes  wondering 
if  Piers  had  increased  his  pain  by  an^ety 
for  her,  and  sometimes  dwelling  on  the  mys- 
terious voice  and  aspect  of  the  Prior. 

An  hour  passed  before  any  one  came, 
and  then,  to  her  great  relief,  the  visitor  was 
a  woman  of  quiet  appearance,  who  seemed 
willing  to  be  respectful  and  kind. 

"  Has  the  Prior  sent  for  ,my  servant  ?  " 
asked  Cecily  in  the  tone  of  authority  which 
was  natural  to  her. 

"  You  are  not  in  the  convent,"  said  the 
woman ;  "  this  is  a  private  house." 

"  How  did  I  come  here,  then  ? "  asked 
Cecily.     "  I  never  left  the  building." 

"  Very  likely  not,"  said  the  woman  com- 
posedly. "  The  convent  and  my  husband's 
house  are  under  one  roof.  They  used  to  form 
part  of  the  same  mansion,  and  belonged  to 
a  family  who  lost  their  fortune  in  the  civil 


"  Then  who  is  your  husband  ? "  cried 
Cecily,  springing  to  her  feet. 

"  He  is  one  of  the  jailors  in  Newgate," 
said  the  woman  in  a  satisfied  tone,  as  if  she 
thought  the  words  would  impress  her  visitor 
with  a  sense  of  her  importance. 

Cecily  knew  that  some  of  these  men  had 


homes  beyond  the  precincts  of  the  prison, 
and  tried  to  leain  in  what  street  the  house 
stood;  but  to  this  question  she  could  get  no 
reply.  Neither  could  she  find  out  if  a 
message  had  been  sent  to  Dame  Alice,  ex- 
plaining her  absence,  for  on  these  points  the 
woman  was  obstinately  silent.  Beneath  her 
respectful  manner  lay  a  strong  determination 
that  her  captive  should  not  escape  while  in 
her  keeping,  and  Cecily  found  bribes  and 
entreaties  equally  unavailing.  Such  things 
as  were  really  necessary  for  her  comfort  she 
brought,  and  then  went  out,  fastening  the 
door  carefully  behind  her. 

The  afternoon  was  now  wearing  away,  and 
it  was  not  until  twilight  had  given  place  to 
dusk  that  another  victor  arrived,  making 
Cecily  start  as  she  recognised  the  voice  trf 
Bonner.  He  carried  a  lamp  in  his  hand, 
which  he  held  high,  so  that  every  comer  of 
the  room  was  lighted  by  it 

"  Where  is  she  ?  "  he  asked  in  his  loudest, 
roughest  tones.    "Where  has  she  gone  to?" 

"  I  am  here,  my  lord,"  said  Cecily,  coining 
forward. 

"  Stand  back,"  said  the  Bishop,  "  and 
answer  my  questions.  I  have  no  time  to 
waste  in  a  long  examination.  No,  you  can  stay 
where  you  are.     I  told  you  to  stand  back ! " 

Cecily  had  continued  to  move  forward  to 
a  table  which  was  in  the  centre  of  the  room, 
and  where  Bhnner  had  now  put  his  lamp;  but 
on  hearing  this  rude  order  she  stood  stUI,  her 
hands  clasped  in  front,  and  her  eyes  intent 
on  the  Bishop. 

"  There,  that  will  do,"  he  said ;  "  I  have 
no  inclination  for  a  scene.  Answer  quickly. 
Has  Lambert  told  you  his  affairs  ?  ' 

"  I  shall  answer  no  questions,"  said  Cecily, 
who  feit  her  courage  return  when  she  saw 
before  her  a  man  whom  she  despised.  "  You 
have  broken  your  promises.  Did  you  not 
say  that  when  I  came  here  he  should  have 
his  liberty?" 

"I  said  nothing  of  the  sort,"  said  Bonner. 
"  What  Father  Adrian  may  have  said  for 
me,  I  caimot  tell ;  but  I  did  not  come  here 
to  exchange  words  with  you.  Can  you  tell 
us  what  we  want  to  know,  or  not  ?  " 

What  evidence  have  I  that  he  will  be  set 
free  when  I  have  told  it?"  said  Cecily. 

"None  but  a  fool  or  a  woman  would 
think  it  worth  while  to  ask  such  a  question," 
said  Bonner.  "  Perhaps  the  Prior  is  so  fond 
of  having  his  house  turned  into  a  hospital 
for  dying  men  that  he  may  be  loath  to  part 
with  him ;  but  I  for  one  shall  not  put  in  a 
claim  to  share  in  his  maintenance  1 " 

"If  this  be  so,"  said  C5qijy^','4ittink  h« 
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may  keep   his    secret    securely,  since  his 
person  is  no  longer  of  valufe  to  any  one." 

"  Ah,  that  is  another  matter,"  said  Bonner. 
"  Your  wits  are  sharp ;  but  I  counsel  you 
not  to  nib  them  against  niine.  Lambert 
will  be  of  no  use  to  me  after  I  have 
learned  what  his  head  hides  in  it ;  but  while 
this  mischief  lies  concealed,  he  is  of  very 
great  value  to  me.  I  saw  him  yesterday,  and 
warned  him  that  he  should  not  quit  the 
world  without  one  more  trial  of  strength.  I 
do  not  mean  to  be  balked  by  obstinacy 
such  as  his." 

"Do  you  mean  to  torture  him  t^in?" 
said  Cecily,  with  a  ay  which  must  have  been 
beard  through  the  adjoining  rooms,  and 
made  Bonoei  smile  good-humouredly. 

"  I  hoped  you  would  have  saved  us  the 
trouble,"  he  said.  "  I  have  no  wish  to  put 
him  to  any  further  inconvenience,  if  it  can 
be  helped.  Everything  depends  on  yourself. 
If  you  cannot  make  up  your  mind  to  help 
him,  your  return  home  may  be  as  speedy  as 
you  like,  and  he  must  go  through  a  little 
more  discipline — that  is  all." 

"But  I  will  help  him,"  said  Cecily;  "I 
have  promised,  aod  I  never  draw  back. 
Before  the  day  is  over  the  book  shall  be  in 
your  keeping.     Why  should  I  delay?" 

At  this  moment  a  knock  was  heard  at  the 
'door.  It  was  a  messenger  bringing  a  letter 
for  the  Bishop. 

"  I  must  go,"  he  said,  glancing  at  it  "  Our 
business  together  ends  for  the  present ;  but 
to-morrow  morning  be  prepared.  If  you 
wish  to  send  a  message  to  Lambert,  you  may. 
The  woman  here  has  my  leave  to  carry  it, 
and  tell  him  that  unless  he  sees  £t  to  make 
you  his  friend,  he  must  go  back  to  the  place 
whence  he  came,  in  the  same  coach  which 
will  take  you  to  Southwark.  I  have  no  more 
time  to  waste  with  him,'' 

As  soon  as  Cecily  was  alone  her  piide  and 
determination  gave  way,  and  in  an  agony  she 
threw  herself  on  her  knees.  The  daylight 
had  gone,  but  the  cold  rays  of  the  moon 
were  streaming  through  the  window,  and 
enabled  her  to  distinguish  the  various  objects 
around  in  a  dim,  distorted  fashion,  which 
made  them  look  weird  and  ghostly.  At  any 
other  time  superstitious  terrors  might  have 
overwhelmed  her,  as  the  tales  of  apparitions, 
which  she  was  familiar  with,  and  had  always 
been  taught  to  believe,  occuned  to  her  mind ; 
but  now  fears  of  a  very  different  nature  ab- 
sorbed her,  leaving  no  room  for  these.  She 
had  thought  herself  prepared  to  suffer  any- 
thing for  Piers,  and  even  in  the  extremity  of 
the  present  hour  her  courage  did  not  fail ; 


but  a  terrible  sense  of  being  forsaken  wrapped 
her  spirit,  as  it  seemed,  in  a  damp  garment. 
No  stimulus  came  fiom  his  presence,  because 
she  felt  certain  she  had  seen  him  for  the  last 
time;  neither  could  she  be  sure  that  her  deed 
of  self-sacrifice  would  ever  be  justly  reported 
to  him ;  he  might  only  learn  of  it  as  an  act 
of  treachery.  His  own  words  came  back  to 
her:  "In  the  battle  we  are  fighting,  each 
one  who  goes  behind  the  veil  receives  his 
fair  reward ;  "  and  she  realised  that  his  faith 
was  not  hers,  his  courage  drawn  from 
another  source,  and  the  reward  he  looked 
for  of  a  kind  far  loftier  than  her  own. 
Suffer  bravely  she  might;  be  faithful  even  to 
death,  she  could  hope  to  be;  but  with  no 
deep  sense  of  blessedness  such  as  filled  his 
heart  could  she  ever  come  to  her  Geth- 
semane. 

Very  slowly  the  night  wore  away;  but 
when  the  sun  rose  she  brought  from  the 
bosom  of  her  dress  the  small  book  which 
Piers  had  risked  his  life  to  save,  and,  opening 
its  pages,  began  attentively  to  read.  She 
had  done  this  many  times  already  in  secret, 
and  never  without  feeling  her  interest  deeply 
stirred ;  at  first  because  the  book  was  con- 
nected with  Piers,  but  afterwards  because 
the  character  of  Christ  began  to  exercise 
over  her  that  mysterious  fascination  which, 
in  all  ages,  has  belonged  to  Himself  alone. 
Hitherto  she  had  known  Hira  principally  as 
the  dying  Redeemer.  The  crucifix  was 
always  before  her,  and  fastened  her  thoughts 
on  His  su£ferings,  until  she  fo^ot  to  look 
further  and  greet  Him  as  the  risen  Lord,  It 
had  startled  her  when  Piers  spoke  as  if  He 
were  still  alive,  and  said  that  he  did  not  need 
the  help  of  a  crucifix  to  realise  His  presence ; 
but  now,  as  she  read,  her  eyes  fell  on  the 
promise  given  to  the  disciples  in  their  hour 
of  extremity,  "  Your  joy  no  man  taketh  from 
you,"  and  she  drew  a  long  breath,  like  one 
who  suddenly  has  his  question  answered 
when  he  hoped  for  no  reply. 

If  this  were  the  joy  which  comforted  Piers, 
it  was  independent  of  any  outward  aids. 
He  no  longer  beUeved  in  the  mass ;  he  was 
unshriven  and  unabsolved ;  when  he  died, 
the  last  sacraments  of  the  Church  would  be 
refused  to  him;  he  was  a  creature  cut  off  by 
his  fellows  from  the  assembly  of  the  righteous, 
and  yet  his  face  was  beaming  with  peace,  and 
of  all  these  coiisolations  he  missed  none. 
This,  then,  must  be  the  joy  which  no  man 
could  take  from  him,  and  it  came  because 
Christ  gave  it,  without  the  intervention  of 
any  sacrament  or  of  any  priest  The  idea 
seemed  so  strange  and  daring  to  Cecily  that 
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she  felt  afraid  to  receive  it ;  but  the  evidence 
before  her  was  too  strong  to  be  set  aside, 
and,  instead  of  closing  the  book  with  horror 
at  her  own  boldness,  she  continued  to  read 
page  after  page  until  the  room  was  filled 
with  sunshine,  and  the  day  of  her  trial  had 
fairly  begun. 

Then  she  rose  from  her  seat,  and  began 
the  task  of  arranging  her  dress  and  fastening 
the  long  hair  which  had  fallen  over  her 
shoulders  in  bright  heavy  masses.  As  she 
did  this  her  attention  was  caught  by  a  piece 
of  paper  which  was  flung  through  the  window 
and  fell  on  the  floor  close  to  her  feet.  She 
stooped  quickly  to  take  it  up,  and,  opening 
it,  saw  written  in  delicate  characters — "  We 
only  heard  an  hour  ago  of  the  nature  of  the 
promises  which  brought  you  here.  For  God's 
sake  be  watchful !  Our  lives  are  hanging  on 
your  words.  Lambert's  safety  depends  upon 
our  own." 

Over  and  over  again,  with  unmixed  asto- 
nishment, Cecily  read  the  words.  There 
was  no  signature,  and  no  mark  of  any  kind 
by  which  the  writer  could  be  discovered. 
She  had  closed  the  window  during  the  night, 
and  only  opened  it  when  her  anangenients 
were  completed,  scarcely  a  minute  before 
the  paper  was  thrown  in ;  a  drcumstance 
which  seemed  to  show  that  some  one  bad 
been  watching  for  the  right  opportunity,  and 
had  not  lost  a  moment  in  making  use  of  it. 

The  opposite  windows  were  all  deserted 
DOW,  except  one,  where  a  little  child  was 
playing  with  a  toy  ;  but  it  could  not  be  he 
who  had  thrown  the  paper,  for  his  arm  was 
not  nearly  strong  enough  to  have  given  it  the 
necessary  impetus.  The  whole  affair  was  a 
complete  mystery,  and,  instead  of  relieving  her 
fears,  it  added  to  the  anxiety  she  already  felt. 
Evidently  some  plot  was  being  carried  on,  in 
which  she  was  forced  against  her  will  to  play 
a  principal  part,  and  her  sensations  were  like 
those  of  a  prisoner  compelled  to  walk  blind- 
fold along  a  dangerous  path,  conscious  that 
the  least  aberration  on  one  side  or  the  other 
will  bring  ruin  on  himself  and  his  friends, 
and  yet  unable  to  sec  where  he  is  putting  his 
feet. 

CHAPTER   VIII. 

Cecily  had  not  much  time  lo  deliberate. 
As  she  stood  with  the  paper  in  her  hand,  the 
noise  of  the  bolt  bfehind  the  door  being 
pushed  aside  gave  her  warning  that  some  one 
was  coming  in,  and  she  tore  the  note  into 
pieces  and  threw  them  out  of  the  window. 
The  jailor's  wife  now  made  her  appearance, 
bringing  some  food,  and  a  few  minutes  after 


Father  Adrian  followed  her,  looking  as  polite 
and  ceremonious  as  usual,  having  come  to 
announce  the  arrival  of  the  Bishop. 

Cecily  followed  him  patiently  through  the 
narrow  passages  which  had  bewildered  her 
yesterday,  and  up  a  spiral  staircase,  evidently 
the  way  of  communication  between  the 
jailor's  house  and  that  belonging  to  the 
monks.  They  reached  the  Refectory  at  last, 
and  here  Bonner,  who  had  just  finished  a 
hearty  breakfast,  was  waiting  for  them.  Tbe 
Prior,  who  looked  pale  and  anxious,  was  at 
his  side,  and  when  Father  Adrian  came  in 
bringing  Cecily,  he  turned  upon  her  a  keen, 
searching  look,  as  if  he  were  determined  to 
read  all  that  was  in  her  thoughts;  an  action 
so  unlike  his  behaviour  on  the  preceding 
day,  that  even  in  this  time  of  excitement  she 
was  impressed  by  it. 

They  formed  themselves  into  a  strange 
group.  Cecily  went  to  one  end  of  the  long 
table,  her  slight  figure  looking  fragile  and 
delicate,  but  marked  now  as  always  by  the 
unconscious  dignity  which  was  inseparable 
from  it.  Bonner's  coarse  face,  expressing 
only  the  lower  kinds  of  emotions,  was  oppo- 
site to  her,  the  brutal  force  which  appeared 
in  all  he  said  or  did  contrasting  with  tbe 
selfish  cunning  of  Father  Adrian,  whose  thin 
lips  and  narrow  head  formed  a  background 
to  the  picture.  Half-way  between  the  Bishop 
and  Cecily  sat  the  Prior,  watching  everything 
that  passed,  and  sheltering  his  mouth,  that 
unconscious  revealer  of  secrets,  by  keeping 
one  hand  before  it. 

"Now,  Mistress  Cecily,  to  the  pomt  at 
once ! "  said  Bonner.  "  We  said  our  say 
yesterday,  and  I  have  no  fancy  for  hysterics. 
Have  you  come  here  prepared  to  tell  us  all 
we  want  to  know?" 

"  I  have,  ray  lord,"  said  Cecily,  whose 
voice,  always  musical,  had  now,  through  sup- 
pressed excitement,  become  raised  to  a  higher 
pitch  than  usual,  and  sounded  almost  pierc- 
ingly rich  and  sweet. 

"  ybu  have,"  shouted  Bonner  ;  "  then  out 
with  it  quickly.  There  is  no  objection,"  he 
added,  turning  to  the  priests,  "  the  present 
time  is  as  good  as  any  other." 

"Better  than  any  other,"  said  Father 
Adrian. 

"The  will  of  God  be  done,"  said  the 
Prior,  folding  his  arms  across  his  chest ;  "  but 
let  the  lady  remember  that  silence  does  not 
always  mean  cowardice,  noi  patient  delay 
deceit." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  Bonner. 
"  Do  you  counsel  her  ^o  k^^t^9k  ,i^hat  siic 
has  learned?"  o 
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"  On  no  account,"  said  the  Prior.    " 
hei  act  as  she  judges  best.     If  the  conse- 
quences should  prove  other  than  sbe  ima- 
gined, the  blame  must  rest  with  hersel£" 

"  1  atn  prepared  to  say  all  I  know,"  said 
Cecily.    "  What  is  your  question  ?   Name  it." 

"  To  whom  did  Lambert  give  the  book  he 
had  in  his  keeping  on  Sunday  night  ?  "  said 
Bonner.     "  That  is  our  question." 

"  He  gave  it  to  me,"  said  Cecily  calmly. 

"To  you"  shouted  Bonner.  "Are  you 
trifling  with  me  ?  Remember  you  shall  sidTer 
for  this  folly  in  a  way  you  never  dreamed 
of." 

"  I  am  not  trifling  with  you,"  said  Cecily  ; 
"  the  book  is  in  my  keeping,"  and  she  drew 
from  its  hiding-place  the  small  dark  volume 
and  handed  it  to  the  Bishop. 

A  deep  silence  fell  on  the  circle.  Bonner's 
face  became  livid  with  passion,  but  for  a  few 
moments  he  could  not  control  himself  sufli- 
ciently  to  speak.  The  Prior  drew  a  long, 
deep  breath  and  unloosed  his  arms,  as  if 
some  hidden  tension  were  relaxed,  while 
Father  Adrian  stared  at  Cecily  in  dumb  as- 
tonishment. 

"  Arc  you  mad  ?  "  said  Bonner  at  last,  in  a 
voice  which  sounded  like  the  growl  of  distant 
thunder.  "  Have  you  dared  to  bring  your 
heresy  direct  into  my  presence?  Do  you 
know  what  shall  be  your  punishment?  I 
wiU  have  you  treated  as  I  would  the  meanest 
serving-woman  who  had  ventured  to  insult 
me  so  shamelessly.  You  think  your  rank 
will  shield  you,  but  you  are  mistaken ;  greater 
names  than  yours  have  suffered  at  my  com- 
mand before  now." 

"  I  am  prepared  for  all,"  said  Cecily. 
"You  have  the  owner  of  the  book  before 
you." 

"  But  something  remains  to  be  found  out," 
said  Father  Adrian.  "Lambert  spoke  as  if 
the  holder  of  the  volume  were  the  hope  of 
their  cause.  This  is  impossible  I  Mistress 
Cecily,  though  possessed  of  much  wealth  and 
in  love  with  a  heretic,  is  faithful  to  the 
Church.  We  are  being  deceived.  There  is 
some  one  else  to  be  found." 

"Speak,"  shouted  Bonner.  "Will  you 
dare  to  tell  me  that  you  have  lent  yourself  to 
the  cause  of  heresy  and  given  promises  of 
help  ?  In  the  face  of  the  judgments  prepar- 
ing for  you  (the  wheel  Srst  and  then  the 
stake),  will  you  dare  to  tell  me  so,  or  must 
we  look  for  another  wretch  who  has  sold  his 
soul  to  the  devil?" 

"Consider,  my  daughter,"  said  Father 
Adrian,  who  wished  to  prevent  things  going 
further,   remembering  Dame  Alice  and  his 


position  in  the  Lambert  household  thus  com- 
promised ;  "you  have  risked  your  life  to 
save  your  friend's ;  but  though  you  kept  the 
book  in  charge,  you  are  not  a  heretic.  There 
is  still  some  one  else  to  be  found.  Confess 
this  and  the  Bishop  will  pardon  your  error."  . 

The  three  men,  whose  eyes  were  intently 
fixed  upon  Cecily,  saw  her  tremble  from 
head  to  foot.  Three  limes  she  tried  to  speak, 
and  three  times  her  lips  refused  their  ofBce, 
but  nhen  at  last  the  words  found  utterance, 
there  was  no  obscurity  in  what  they  expressed. 

"  If  by  a  heretic  you  mean  one  who  has 
read  the  book  and  believes  it,  you  have 
named  me  truly,  I  am  a  heretic." 

"  But  more  than  this  would  be  necessary 
to  prove  you  a  heretic,"  said  Father  Adrian 
gently.  "We  all  reverence  the  book  you 
have  kept  concealed,  and  under  the  guidance 
of  the  Church  it  may  be  read  without  sin. 
Come,  my  daughter;  I  am  sure  you  do  not 
wish  to  cast  off  your  obedience  to  the  true 
faith.  Confess  it  openly  before  us  all.  Tell 
the  Bishop  that  much  as  you  pity  the  heretic, 
you  hold  his  doctrines  to  be  so  black  that 
no  man  believing  in  them  can  be  saved." 

"  Ay,  tell  us  that,"  said  Bonner.  "  Your 
friend's  soul  is  in  worse  danger  than  his  body. 
Let  us  hear  you  confess  that  we  were  his  best 
helpers." 

"  I  shall  not  cast  off  my  obedience  to  the 
Church  unless  she  lays  upon  me  a  burden 
which  God  has  never  laid,"  said  Cecily, 
wringing  her  hands.  "  I  worship  in  the  mass 
as  you  do.  I  believe  in  all  other  respects 
exactly  as  you  do ;  but  I  cannot  say  that  our 
doctrines  are  necessary  to  salvation,  for  I 
have  seen  that  God  has  revealed  Himself  to 
a  soul  who  has  not  learned  to  receive  them." 

"  This  is  the  wildest  audacity,"  said  Father 
Adrian.  "  You  do  not  understand  what  you 
say.  We  must  allow  Mistress  Cecily  time  to 
consider  her  words,"  he  added,  turning  to 
the  Bishop ;  "  with  women  and  children  we 
do  well  to  be  patient." 

But  Bonner's  mood  now  resembled  a  mad 
person's,  and  patience  was  never  a  Yirtue  to 
which  he  was  apt  to  lean.  He  might  have 
used  violence  and  struck  Cecily,  as  he  some- 
times struck  his  priests,  had  not  Father 
Adrian  and  the  Prior  interfered.  They  re- 
membered how  once,  after  slight  provocation, 
he  had  fallen  on  a  prisoner  and  torn  his  hair 
in  handfuls  from  his  beard,  and  were  too 
wise  to  allow  him  even  to  approach  her,  as 
she  stood  pale  and  silent,  neither  movingnor 
uttering  a  word  of  defence. 

"  Let  her  be  taken  to  Newgate,"  said  the 
Bishop  at  last,  in  a  voice  which  was  literally 
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choked  with  the  violence  of  his  feelings. 
"  We  shall  see  how  she  likes  the  company,  of 
feloHs.  So  fine  a  lady  is  not  fit  for  my  poor 
dwelhng  !" 

■  "Nay,"  said  the  Prior,  "such  an  act 
would  cause  scandal,  and  perhaps  offend  the 
Queen's  majesty,  since  the  maiden  has  been 
sometimes  about  her  peison.  There  are 
dungeons  beneath  the  convent  where  she 
could  lie  much  more  securely  until  her  fate 
is  determined  on." 

"  True ! "  said  the  Bishop ;  "  but  the  re- 
prieve will  not  last  long.  To-morrow  she 
shall  be  brought  over  to  me.  Make  sure 
that  she  cannot  escape,  and  keep  the  book 
in  evidence." 

"And  Lambert,"  asked  Father  Adrian, 
"  what  of  him  ?  " 

"  We  have  his  secret,"  said  Bonner.  "  He 
is  of  no  further  use  that  I  see.  If  the  Prior 
cares  to  be  plagued  with  sick  men,  he  may 
let  him  have  board  and  lodging ;  if  not,  he 
can  turn  him  into  the  street" 

CHAPTER  IX. 

For  several  hours  Cecily  had  sat  in  a  vault 
beneath  the  convent,  seeing  no  light  except 
one  pale  sunbeam,  which  for  a  few  minutes 
had  stolen  through  a  crevice  in  the  roof  and 
then  disappeared  again.  She  could  hear 
drops  of  water  trickling  down  the  walls,  but 
no  other  sound,  and  being  in  the  mood  of 
despair  which  often  follows  great  mental 
excitement,  prayed  for  death  to  come  and 
release  her,  as  if  he  had  been  her  only  friend. 

It  was  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  when 
the  door  of  her  prison  was  opened  and  the 
Prior  came  in  carrying  a  lighted  candle. 
She  looked  at  him  wearily  with  dim  blue 
eyes,  but,  deadened  by  cold  and  mental 
misery,  never  moved  &om  her  position  nor 
uttered  a  single  sound. 

"  Take  courage,  my  daughter,"  he  said. 
"  I  told  you  help  was  near.  Will  you  get 
up  and  follow  me  ?  " 

She  made  an  effort  to  move,  but  her  limbs 
were  numb  with  cold,  and  the  long  folds  of 
her  dress  dragged  in  the  wet  straw  which 
covered  the  floor  of  the  cellar  and  impeded 
lier  steps. 

"  Be  of  good  heart,"  said  the  Prior  kindly. 
"  I  have  come  to  set  you  free.  You  should 
have  been  released  earlier  had  the  Bishop 
left  the  convent." 

"  Where  is  Piers?"  asked  Cecily, support- 
ing herself  against  the  damp  wall  and  looking 
wistfully  into  the  face  of  her  friend. 

"  Before  the  sun  goes  down,  he  will  be 
safe  fi:om  all  harm  or  injury,"  said  the  priest 


with  a  solemn  accent.  "I  have  come  to 
take  you  to  him  if  you  can  follow  me." 

Cecily  roused  her  failing  energies,  and 
drawing  her  mantle  around  her,  followed  in 
silence,  clinging  to  the  arm  of  her  companion 
as  they  climbed  up  narrow  steps  where  no 
light  could  be  seen,  except  that  which  came 
from  the  candle  he  held  in  his  hand.  No 
one  passed  them  on  their  way,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  they  reached  the  door  of  the  room 
where  Piers  was  laid. 

"  Have  you  courage  for  all  that  awaits 
you?"  asked  the  priest  "You  can  meet 
death  bravely,  as  I  know,  when  it  threatens 
only  yourself,  but  to  see  one  whom  you  love 
pass  through  the  valley  may  inflict  an  agony 
you  have  never  yet  endured." 

"  I  shall  be  brave,  father,"  said  Cecily. 

He  opened  the  door,  and  together  they 
went  in.  The  little  bed  had  been  moved 
nearer  the  fire,  and  a  young  monk  sat  beside 
it,  though,  obedient  to  a  sign  from  the  Prior, 
he  rose  as  they  came  forward  and  went  out 
Cecily  gave  one  look  at  the  figure  which  was 
lying  on  that  low  couch,  and  then  stood  ctill, 
perfectly  dumb  with  sorrow.  She  had  never 
seen  death  until  this  moment,  and  it  was  in 
his  worst  aspect  that  the  last  enemy  came 
before  her  now.  lb  great  agony  the  mortal 
frame  of  Piers  was  breaking  up  that  the  soul 
might  escape,  and,  though  perfectly  conscious, 
the  work  he  had  to  do  occupied  his  entire 
thoughts  to  the  exclusion  of  any  others. 
Cecily  fancied  that  he  looked  like  some  one 
who  was  taking  a  difficult  journey  in  which 
each  necessary  step  cost  pain. 

"Will  you  bring  aphysician?"  she  asked. 

"Onehasjustleft,"  saidthePrior.  "There 
is  nothing  to  do.  He  suffers  fix>m  some 
internal  injury.  His  trial  is  counted  by 
minutes," 

Cecily  stooped  over  him  and  kissed  his 
forehead  for  the  first  and  last  time  in  her 
life.  Then  she  sat  beside  the  bed  in  silence 
while  the  Prior  knelt  and  repeated  a  prayer. 
One  burning  thought  was  in  her  mind :  that 
he  had  been  murdered,  and  they  were 
witnessing  the  conclusion  of  a  crime.  In 
a  few  minutes  the  breathing  became  easier, 
and  with  a  passionate  longing  for  one 
word  or  sign  of  farewell  she  bent  over  him 
again,  but  the  opportunity  was  gone.  He 
was  deaf  to  earthly  voices,  and  had  looked 
for  the  last  time  on  earthly  sights.  A  mo- 
ment after,  one  whispering  breath,  and  the 
priest  laid  his  hand  on  the  eyes  which  could 
express  their  love  no  more,  and  closed  them 
for  ever  in  this  life. 

A  terrible  sense  of  being  forsaken  over- 
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whelmed  Cecily  as  on  the  preceding  night, 
and  with  a  faint  cry  she  put  out  hei  arm  to 
prevent  him. 

"  Id  another  world  he  sees,"  said  the  Prior 
gently,  "  My  daughter,  we  do  not  wish  to 
keep  him  out  of  heaven," 

"  But  they  have  killed  him,"  said  Cecily; 
"  they  are  murderers." 

"And  we  must  pray  for  them,"  said  the 
Prior,  "  as  He  did,  Lord,  lay  not  this  sin  to 
their  charge." 

"  Not  yet.  I  cannot  yet,"  said  Cecily. 
"  Perhaps  some  day,  a  long  time  off,  I  may. 
Oh,  father,  do  not  speak  to  me  now.  This 
is  terrible.     I  am  not  able  to  bear  it !  " 

She  had  fallen  on  her  knees  beside  the 
bed  and  was  pressing  her  lips  against  the 
dead  hand,  while  the  priest,  filled  with  pity, 
drew  back  a  few  paces  and  watched  the 
struggles  of  the  wounded  heart  which  no 
human  power  could  heal. 

"My  daughter,"  he  said  at  length,  "you 
must  go.  Your  safety  demancib  insUnt 
flight." 

"May  I  not  stay?"  s^d  Cecily,  turning 
on  him  a  blank  look  of  sorrow,  more  piteous 
by  far  than  tears.  "  I  have  nowhere  to  go. 
My  life  ends  here." 

"  But  it  must  not,"  said  the  Prior.  "  There 
is  work  to  be  done  for  God,  and  our  lives 
are  not  our  own  to  end  when  we  choose. 
They  have  been  bought  with  a  heavy  price." 

"  I  can  do  no  work,"  said  Cecily.  "  Oh, 
father,  believe  me,  I  would  if  I  had  strength, 
but  my  heart  is  broken,  and  my  powers  have 
gone.  May  I  not  stay  here  and  die  with 
him?" 

"And  grieve  our  Lord?"  said  the  Prior. 
"  Did  He  not  pass  through  such  suffering  for 
us,  and  shall  we  shrink  when  He  asks  us  to 
follow  in  His  steps  ?  Has  all  your  love  been 
given  to  another,  or  have  you  any  desire  to 
work  for  Him?" 

"  I  will  go,"  said  Cecily  with  a  great 
effort.     "  I  am  ready." 

She  rose  from  her  knees,  suppressing  a  sob, 
and  once  more  stroked  the  soft  brown  hair 
from  Piers' forehead;  the  thing  which  death 
always  seems  to  leave  untouched,  warm  and 
responsive,  and  natural  to  the  last. 

"  Your  friends  are  here,"  said  the  Prior. 
"  In  the  dusk  you  can  safely  make  your 
escape.  Be  collected  and  firm,  and  no 
danger  can  come  near  you." 

"  But  what  will  the  Bishop  do  when  he 
finds  I  have  gone  ? "  asked  Cecily.  "  Arc 
you  not  exposing  yourself  to  danger,  father  ? 
It  were  best  to  accompany  us." 

"No,"hesaid;  "  that  is  impossible.    There 


arc  several  here  who  learned  their  laith 
from  me,  and  I  shall  stay  with  them  until 
the  end.  We  cannot  all  escape.  I  will 
remain  and  suffer  what  has  to  come,  along 
with  them." 

"  There  are  several  here  who  learned  their 
faith  from  yott?"  repeated  Cecily,  wondering 
if  she  heard  aright 

"Have  you  not  discovered  before  now 
whose  was  the  name  written  on  the  letter  you 
destroyed  ?  "  said  the  Prior,  looking  at  her 
amaied.  "  When  in  God's  good  providence 
the  Bishop  sent  Lambert  to  my  charge, 
because  he  feared  death  would  release  him 
before  his  secret  was  known,  I  heard  for  the 
first  time  what  he  had  suffered  on  my  account. 
It  seemed  a  miracle  that  he  had  been  brought 
to  my  door,  but  though  thankful,  we  were 
in  great  perplexity.  To  confess  my  share  in 
the  work  he  had  carried  on  was  to  leave  him 
defenceless  in  the  hands  of  his  enemies :  to 
keep  the  secret  waa  to  expose  him  to  be  tor- 
tured afresh." 

Cecily  madean  exclamation,  as  light  seemed 
to  flash  upon  all  the  incidents  of  the  pasL 

"  We  did  not  allow  ourselves  to  despair," 
said  the  Prior,  "  There  are  many  friends  of 
our  cause  in  England,  and  one  of  these  came 
secretly  and  offered  to  help  his  escape. 
Eveiytiiing  was  in  readiness,  and  we  waited 
only  for  the  day  fixed,  when  your  coming 
seemed  to  threaten  us  with  new  danger,  for 
we  believed  you  meant  to  reveal  my  name. 
As  soon  as  that  was  done,  he  stood  alone 
and  helpless  in  the  grasp  of  the  Bishop. 
How  it  has  ended  you  know.  We  had 
not  fathomed  the  depths  of  your  love  nor 
realised  the  extent  of  your  self-sacrifice  when 
we  feared  to  see  you  amongst  us.  May  God 
bless  you,  and  teach  you  more  and  more  of 
the  mysteries  you  have  begun  to  apprehend ! " 

Cecily  could  not  answer.  The  agitation 
of  the  last  few  hours  had  been  more  than  her 
strength  could  bear,  and  she  was  beginning 
to  feel  stunned  and  confused. 

"Follow  me  quickly,"  said  thePrior.  "Our 
time  is  short,  for  the  Bishop  may  return  this 
evening." 

He  supported  her  with  his  arm,  and  would  . 
allow  no  further  delay  until  they  reached  a 
room  near  the  entrance  porch,  where  Vyner 
and  Osmond  were  waiting  for  them  with 
many  signs  of  anxiety. 

"  How  is  Lambert  ? "  were  Vyner's  first 
words  as  he  held  Cecily's  hand  with  a  clasp 
which  spoke  volumes. 

"  He  has  gone  to  receive  his  wages,"  said 
the  Prior;  "we  do  not  wish  to  bring  him 
back." 
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With  a  sudden  sharp  exclamation,  Vyner 
struck  the  heel  of  his  boot  on  the  floor,  while 
Osmond  stared  at  the  speaker  in  blank  dis- 
may. A  monk  who  was  in  the  room,  and 
whom  Cecily  recognised  as  the  one  she  had 
seen  before,  drew  near  and  whispered  to  the 
Prior,  after  which  he  went  out.  She  under- 
stood the  nature  of  the  offices  he  had  gone 
to  fulfil,  and  faithful  to  the  teaching  of  earlier 
days,  repeated,  unheard  by  the  others,  a 
prayer  for  the  soul  of  the  departed. 

"  Then  the  hatred  of  man  can  work  him 
no  further  ill,"  said  Vyner,  as  soon  as  he  was 
able  to  speak,  "May  God  requite  his  mur- 
derers sevenfold  I  Life  shall  bring  me  no 
enjoyment,  and  sleep  no  rest,  until  I  have 
seen  the  Bishop  pay  the  penalty  of  his 
sins," 

"  Take  care,"  said  the  Prior.  "  You  are 
uttering  curses  on  a  miserable  man,  whose 
evil  conscience  torments  him  by  night  and 
by  day.  It  were  better  to  be  Lambert  in 
the  presence  of  his  Lord  than  the  guilty 
Bishop  in  a  palace  he  has  polluted  with 
crimes." 

"Will  you  not  come  with  us,  father?"  said 
the  young  man;  "we  cannot  leave  yon  to 
the  mercy  of  this  cowardly  wretch." 

"  Have  you  all  ready  ?  "  asked  the  Prior. 

"  To  the  last  thought,"  said  Vyner.  "  We 
drive  first  to  an  inn  where  Mistress  Cecily 
can  change  her  dress  and  be  refreshed ;  then 
to  my  own  house  in  the  wilds  of  Derbyshire, 
where  my  mother  will  welcome  her.  Praise 
be  to  the  saints,  there  are  some  remote 
comers  in  England  where  these  Bishops 
cannot  reach  to  molest  us." 

"Good  speed  to  your  journey,"  said  the 
Prior.  "  I  shall  stay  at  my  post,  but  my 
thoughts  will  follow  you." 

"  This  is  pure  madness,"  said  Vyner.  "  Be 
guided  by  counsel.  Come  quickly  while 
there  is  time." 

"And  desert  my  friends?"  said  the  priest 
with  a  sad  look  at  Cecily,  "  Never  while  I 
can  help  them.  It  is  your  duty  to  escape  : 
it  is  mine  to  slay  and  lay  down  my  life  if  God 
requires  it  from  me.  There  are  six  others, 
all  young  men  and  inexperienced,  who  would 
be  left  without  a  leader  were  I  to  go  with 
you.  Let  your  leave-takings  be  short :  the 
time  presses." 

"But,  father,  you  are  putting  your  life  in 
peril  to  help  me  to  fly,"  said  Cecily.  "  I  am 
your  prisoner  :  I  will  stay  in  your  keeping." 

"  Not  if  I  send  you  away,"  said  the  Prior, 
laying  her  hand  in  Vyner's.  "  It  is  not  on 
your  account  alone  that  danger  threatens  me. 
We  could  not  have  conceal^  our  faith  much 
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longer  had  we  wished.  The  storm  bursts  a 
few  weeks  sooner,  that  is  all." 

"  Then  farewell,  if  it  must  be  so,"  said 
Cecily,  her  voice  choked  with  tears. 

"  Take  this,"  he  answered,  giving  her  liie 
fittle  silver- clasped  volume.  "  It  is  safer  in 
your  keeping  now  than  mine." 

"  Come,"  said  Vyner,  drawing  her  away, 
and  as  she  still  hesitated  and  looked  back, 
he  lifted  her  in  his  arms  and  placed  her  in 
the  coach  which  was  waiting.  In  another 
moment  she  was  being  driven  at  great  speed 
through  the  streets,  her  eyes  still  turned  in 
the  direction  of  the  convent  door,  and  her 
thoughts  in  the  little  room  where  Piers  was 
lying. 

CHAPTER   X. 

Thrsk  months  after  Cecily's  escape  fi-om 
the  convent  Queen  Mary  died,  and  happier 
days  began  for  the  Protestants  in  England. 
The  intervening  time  had  been  passeid  by 
the  young  girl  in  the  shelter  of  Vyner's  house, 
cared  for  by  his  mother,  idolized  by  himself, 
and  only  rendered  anxious  by  fears  for  the 
fate  of  the  Prior,  News  travelled  slowly  *in 
those  days,  and  she  would  not  ask  her  friend 
to  undertake  a  journey  to  London,  which 
would  cause  him  some  peril,  so  she  suffered 
in  silence  all  the  tortures  of  suspense. 

In  a  letter  &om  Dame  Alice  she  heard  at 
last  that  Father  Adrian  had  been  summoned 
to  see  a  priest  who  was  under  Bonner's  dis- 
pleasure and  imprisoned  with  extreme  hard- 
ships. "The  father  was  needed,"  she  said, 
"  to  hear  his  dying  confession,  ii  he  could  be 
prevailed  on  to  make  one,"  Cecily  knew 
what  was  implied  in  these  words,  and  sus- 
pecting that  it  was  the  Prior,  whose  name 
had  not  been  given,  her  grief  could  no  longer 
be  concealed,  until  Vyner,  touched  by  such 
evident  distress,  insisted  on  going  to  London 
immediately. 

He  could  do  nothing  but  ascertain  th; 
facts,  and  she  begged  him  to  relinquish  hrj 
purpose,  but  he  believed  that  the  most  cruel 
certainty  would  hurt  her  less  than  continued 
suspense,  and  was  resolved  to  have  his  way. 
While  he  was  in  London,  the  death  of  the 
Queen  opened  many  closed  rooms  in  the 
prisons,  and  searching  amongst  them  all,  he 
found  at  last  the  news  he  came  to  seek.  The 
Prior  had  died  some  weeks  before  in  a  cell 
in  the  Lollards'  Tower. 

The  Queen  died  on  the  15th  of  November, 
and  it  was  in  the  early  part  of  the  following 
month  that  Vyner  returned  to  Cecily  and  told 
her  what  he  had  learned.  The  weeks  which 
followed  were  very  sad  ones  for  her,  and  left 
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a  mark  on  her  spirit  through  all  the  succeed- 
ing years  of  her  life.  No  longer  the  proud 
and  beautiful  girl  who  had  rejected  Piers  be- 
cause he  did  not  shace  her  faith,  she  had 
become  a  grave  and  thoughtful  woman,  lovely 
still,  but  bearing  signs  of  sorrow  and  watch- 
ing upon  her  face. 
The  small  dark  book,  made  sacred  by 


many  memories,  was  her  favourite  companion 
in  those  early  days  of  her  loss,  and  as  she 
read  its  pages,  many  new  ideas  found  their 
way  into  her  mind,  gradually  foccing  the  old 
ones  into  the  batjcground.  She  never  told 
herself  formally  that  the  worship  of  the 'Virgin 
was  an  error,  but,  by  degrees,  as  the  person  of 
our  Lord  became  more  distinct,  the  image  of 
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Mary,  the  favoured  among  women,  fell  into 
its  right  place,  to  be  loved  still  and  reverenced, 
but  never  sought  in  prayer.  She  learned  her 
faith  as  the  disciples  learned  theirs,  from  the 
lips  of  Christ,  and  found  Him  a  comforter  in 
all  troubles  and  the  safest  guide  in  the  search 
for  truth. 

There  were  many  years  of  life  before  her, 
and  those  were  not  days  when  a  woman  pos- 
sessed of  wealth  could  long  remain  without 
a  protector,  unless  shielded  by  the  sanctity 
of  the  throne.  She  married  Vyner,  after  he 
had  waited  patiently  for  months  and  unself- 
ishly guarded  her  sorrow  from  the  intrusion 
of  those  who  thought  she  remembered  the 
dead  too  long.  They  were  very  happy,  and 
if  one  place  in  her  heart  were  always  kept 
sacred  for  the  memory  of  her  firet  love,  he 
was  not  the  man  to  complain  of  it  or  to  re- 
pine. 

In  after-days  her  children  used  to  ask  her 
for  the  story  of  the  New  Testament,  or,  as 
they  called  it,  "  The  silver  book,"  on  account 
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of  its  clasps,  and  listened  with  wondering 
eyes  full  of  awe  as  she  told  them  how  her  old 
friend.  Piers  Lambert,  risked  his  life  to  bring 
it  to  England,  and  died  because  he  trould 
not  betray  the  name  of  his  fnend. 

"And  the  friend,  did  he  hear  of  it?" 
cried  the  eager  voices,  until  she  told  them 
the  history  of  the  Prior.  How  he  loved  the 
book  and  taught  his  monks  to  believe  all  it 
contained,  until  the  time  came  when  God 
called  him  to  prove  his  faith  by  his  acts,  aDd 
he  refused  to  escape  as  he  might  have  done, 
but  died  in  prison  to  encourage  them  to  be 
brave. 

"  And  who  gave  the  book  to  you  ?  "  asked 
the  children,  and  were  surprised  and  sorry 
because  their  mother  closed  the  volume  with- 
out making  a  reply.  There  was  one  act  of 
self-sacrifice  which  was  never  told,  and  some 
recollections  too  solemn  and  sweet  and  tender 
to  find  an  utterance  in  words,  though  trea- 
sured carefully  in  the  storehouse  of  her  own 
heart 
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"the  years  1 


r  THE  LOCUST  HATH   EATEN. 


"And  I  mil  reitofeto  you  tbo  yean  that  the  locml  bath  eaten,  thn  canterwonn,  and  the  calerpiller,  and  thcpulmer- 
worm,  iny  gnat  army  whisfa  1  Mtni  aaoaf  yon.  Aad  yeihall  cat  in  plenty,  and  be  uliiGed,  and  pcaiu  tbe  nama  c4  tbs 
Lord  your  God,  thai  hath  dnaJL  wondzDuiry  with  you  :  and  my  people  >hall  nererbsaihamBd.  — JoiL  ii.  >5,  26. 

•^HE  prophecy  of  Joel  points  to  a  time  of   ■ 
deep  distress  in  the  land ;  for  two  of 


the  heaviest  afflictions  that  could  fall  upon 
an  agricultural  and  pastoral  people  bad 
visited  the  country. 

First  of  all,  there  had  apparently  been  a 
long-continued  drought,  wliich,  in  such  a 
country  as  that  in  which  the  prophet  lived, 
means  starvation  and  death  to  man  and 
beast.  Even  in  ordinary  circumstances, 
towards  the  close  of  the  long  period  during 
which  there  is  no  rainfall,  the  appearance  of 
the  country  is  bare  and  desolate.  Lands 
which,  in  harvest-time,  are  covered  with 
waving  crops  of  grain,  become  then  hard  as 
iron  and  furrowed  with  deep  fissures,  from 
the  long-continued  heat  of  an  unclouded  sky. 
It  is  no  uncommon  thing  for  the  inhabitants 
of  some  villages  to  be  compelled  to  leave 
their  homes  for  several  months  of  the  year, 
and  to  seek  drink  for  themselves  and  herb- 
age for  their  cattle  in  the  higher  grounds 
where  the  springs  are  more  permanent;  and 
it  is  only  where  irrigation  is  possible  that  less 
deeply  rooted  vegetation  can  maintain  itself 


during  the  long  summer.  But  when,  as  in 
the  case  before  us,  the  usual  rains  of  winter 
fail,  the  distress  is  greatly  intensified ;  and  the 
words  of  the  prophet  aie  not  too  strong  when 
he  speaks  of  the  com  being  wasted,  the  new 
wine  dried  up,  and  the  oil  languishing  j  "for 
the  seed  is  rotten  under  the  clodj,  the 
gamers- .ore  laid  waste,  the  bams  are  broken 
down,  for  the  com  is  withered,"  And  most 
pathetically  does  he  picture  the  amazed 
terror  which  such  a  visitation  produces,  when 
he  says,  "  The  beasts  of  the  field  cry  also 
unto  Thee,  O  Lord,  for  the  rivers  of  waters 
are  dried  up,  and  the  fire  hath  devoured 
the  pastures  of  the  wilderness." 

But  even  this  was  followed  by  a  heavier 
affliction.  The  locust,  the  great  scourge  of 
the  East,  appeared,  as  it  usually  does  at  the 
end  of  an  unusually  dry  season,  and  made 
complete  havoc  of  all  that  the  drought  had 
left.  It  is  said  that  when  the  streams  and 
marshes  of  the  interior  are  dried  up,  the 
great  heat  causes  such  an  increase  of  the  lo- 
cust that  a  general  and  widespread  visitation 
may  with  certainty  be  exg^ed.^  And  no 
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one  who  has  not  actually  seen  this  scourge 
of  God  can  have  an  adequate  idea  of  its 
terrible  appearance,  and  of  the  frightful  ex- 
tent of  its  ra^■ages.  These  first  two  chapters 
of  the  Book  of  Joel,  which  commentatois 
used  to  regard  as  the  description  of  some 
great  invasion  of  an  anned  host,  are  a  highly 
figurative,  but  by  no  means  cxag^eraied, 
description  of  the  plague  which  the  propheE 
had  before  his  eyes ;  and  some  of  the  ex- 
pressions he  employs  have  actually  been 
used  in  unconscious  imitation  by  travellers 
who  have  seen  the  devastation  produced  by 
the  locust. 

It  fell  to  my  lotj  in  the  year  1865,  while  I 
resided  at  Beyrout,  to  witness  one  of  the 
severest  visitations  of  the  locust  that  have 
afflicted  Palestine  for  many  years.  It  was  in 
the  early  summer,  when  the  crops  were  still 
green  and  the  trees  in  leaf;  but  the  preced- 
ing winter  had  been  unusually  dry,  and  the 
air  was  then  pretematurally  hot  and  un- 
healthy. About  mid-day  my  attention  was 
arrested  by  an  uncommon  excitement  among 
the  people,  indicating  that  some  sudden 
calamity  had  happened,  and  on  going  to  the 
housetop  I  soon  perceived  the  cause  of  the 
alarm.  The  atmosphere  was  sultry  and 
oppressive,  and  hot  vapours  shrouded  the 
sun,  but  added  to  its  heat,  so  that,  though 
high  noon,  it  was  "a  day  of  darkness  and 
gloominess ; "  and,  looking  to  the  Lebanon 
Mountains  in  the  east,  I  saw  against  the 
sky  an  endless  line  of  the  flying  scourge, 
broadening  as  it  approached,  till  the  whole 
heaven  seemed  clouded  with  the  winged 
mass.  The  peculiar  crackle  and  rustle  of 
their  wings,  heard  above  the  din  of  the 
peo[)le  who  attempted,  by  screaming  and 
beating  on  brazen  vessels,  to  frighten  them 
away,  and  the  wide  space  covered  by  their 
flight,  gave  one  the  feeling  that  this  foe  was 
so  numerons  and  so  powerful  by  its  numbers 
that  it  was  in  vain  for  man  to  contend 
against  it. 

They  settled  in  great  number  in  the  fields 
outside  the  city,  and  vigorous  measures  were 
taken  to  destroy  them.  Every  man  in  the 
city  was  required  to  gather  a  certain  quantity 
by  measure  of  dead  locusts  ;  and  at  a  later 
stage,  when  the  eggs  had  been  deposited  in 
the  ground,  the  people  were  ordered  to 
bring  a  certain  weight  of  these  also  to  the 
governor.  Such  measures  are  of  some  avail 
where,  as  in  the  case  mentioned,  the  popu- 
lation is  considerable.  But  in  the  more 
sparsely  inhabited  districtSj  and  when  the 
visitation  is  heavy,  unless  a  strong  wind 
drives  them  out  to  sea  or  copious  rains  kill 


the  eggs  in  the  earth,  the  plague  may  be  said 
only  to  commence  with  the  settling  of  the  fly- 
ing locusts  on  the  ground  ;  for  in  a  few  weeks 
the  eggs  which  these  deposit  in  the  hard 
soil  are  developed  into  myriads  of  creatures 
so  minute  that  one  could  fancy  the  very 
dust  of  the  ground  to  be  alive,  and  from  that 
time  onwards  the  devastation  proceeds. 

The  four  words  used  by  the  prophet,  "  the 
locust,  and  the  caterpiller,  and  the  canker- 
worm,  and  the  palmerworm,"  are  not  names 
of  four  distinct  kinds  of  insects,  nor,  perhaps, 
even  of  four  distinct  kinds  of  locusts,  but  in 
all  probability  merely  different  names  for  the 
locust  at  different  stages  of  its  growth ;  for 
it  passes  through  different  phases  in  its  ap- 
pearance, and  at  every  stage  of  its  growth 
devours  the  food  that  is  congenial  to  it.  Be- 
ginning with  the  tenderest  blades  of  the  grow- 
ing grain,  it  attacks  the  more  solid  forms  of 
vegetation  as  its  strength  increases,  and  not 
uncommonly  does  not  desist  till  it  has  eaten 
the  very  bark  and  twigs  of  the  trees.  So  our 
prophet  describes  the  complete  havoc  made 
by  the  visitation  of  his  time  by  saying,  "  That 
which  the  palmerworm  [AVff-d//)'  'the  gnawer'] 
hath  left  hath  the  locust  ['the  multitudi- 
nous'] eaten  ;  and  that  which  the  locust  hath 
left  hath  the  cankcni'orm  ['  the  licker ']  eaten  ; 
and  that  which  (he  cankerworm  hath  left  , 
hath  the  caterpiller  ['  the  consumer ']  eaten  " 
(ch.i.4);  and  in  the  most  vivid  style  he  de- 
picts the  appearance  of  the  scourge  and  the 
utter  ruin  produced  by  it  in  the  land :  "  A 
day  of  darkness  and  of  gloominess,  a  day  of 
clouds  and  of  thick  darkness,  as  the  morning" 
(with  its  dim  twihght) "  spread  upon  the  moun- 
tains :  a  great  people  and  a  strong ;  there 
hath  not  been  ever  the  like,  neither  shall 
there  be  any  more  after  it,  even  to  the  years 
of  many  generations.  A  fire  devoureth  before 
them;  and  behind  them  a  flame  bumeth" 
(referring  probably  to  the  sweeping  desola- 
tion) :  "the  land  is  as  the  garden  of  Eden 
before  them,  and  behind  them  a  desolate 
wilderness;  yea,  and  nothing  can  escape 
them."  "  He  hath  laid  my  vine  waste,  and 
barked  my  fig-tree :  he  hath  made  it  clean 
bare,  and  cast  it  away ;  the  branches  thereof 
are  made  white."  "The  appearance  of  them  is 
as  the  appearance  of  horses"  (a  resemblance 
which  has  often  been  remarked  in  the  head 
of  the  locust) ;  "and  as  horsemen,  so  shall 
they  run.  Like  the  noise  of  chariots  on  the 
tops  of  the  mountains  shall  they  leap,  like  the 
noise  of  a  flame  of  fire  that  devoureth  the 
stubble  "  fa  very  apt  comparison  of  the  crackle 
of  their  wings).  And  their  compact  onward 
march  straight  over  all  obstacles,  which  many 
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have  cbserved,  is  alluded  to  in  what  follows : 
"They  shall  run  like  mighty  men ;  they  shall 
climb  the  wall  like  men  of  war;  and  they  shall 
march  every  one  on  his  way,  and  they  shall 
not  break  their  ranks.  ....  They  shall  run 
to  and  fro  in  the  city  ;  they  shall  run  upon 
the  wall,  they  shall  climb  up  upon  the  houses ; 
they  shall  enter  in  at  the  windows  like  a  thief* 
(a  thing  which  has  been  literally  observed). 
And  then  there  is  the  univeisal  consterna- 
tion produced  :  "  The  earth  shall  quake  be- 
fore them ;  the  heavens  shall  tremble ;  the 
sun  and  the  moon  shall  be  dark,  and  the 
stars  shall  withdraw  their  shining.  And  the 
Lord  shall  utter  His  voice  before  His  army, 
for  His  camp  is  very  great:  ....  for  the 
day  of  the  Lord  is  great  and  very  terrible ; 
and  who  can  abide  it?" 

In  such  terms  the  prophet  had  depicted 
the  complete  havoc  inflicted  by  the  visitation 
of  his  time,  and  with  immediate  reference  to 
this  desolation  the  promise  was  given :  "  I 
will  restore  to  you  the  years  that  the  locust 
hath  ealen,"&c.  But  it  is  to  be  observed,  in 
connection  with  this  promise,  that  the  visita* 
tion  of  the  locust  is  ascribed  to  the  land  of 
God  ("  my  great  army  which  I  sent  among 
you  "),  and  its  removal  is  made  consequent 
on  humiliation  and  repentance  on  the  part 
of  the  people  (w.  15 — 30}. 

We  are  sometimes  in  the  habit  of  speaking 
of  the  contrast  between  the  Old  Testament 
economy  and  the  New  in  this  respect,  that 
under  the  former  outward  prosperity  was 
made  dependent  on  obedience  and  fidelity, 
whereas  under  the  latter  God's  blessings  are 
not  so  distributed.  It  is  only  a  superficial 
contrast.  There  is,  as  it  has  been  happily 
called,  a  kind  of  spiritual  transubstantiation, 
■  by  which  the  letter  of  the  older  economy  is 
transformed  into  the  spirit  of  the  new.  To 
make  up  life  in  its  true  sense  a  spiritual  ele- 
ment must  come  into  play,  which,  added  to 
prosperity  or  extracted  from  adversity,  makes 
both  alike  a  blessing.  It  is  not  what  we  get, 
but  how  we  receive,  that  makes  wealth  or 
poverty.  Gladness  in  the  heart  is  more  than 
all  com  and  wine ;  and  there  have  never  been 
wanting  those  who,  "having  nothing,  yet  pos- 
sessed all  things."  It  is  therefore  not  a 
straining  of  our  text  to  pass  from  the  pro- 
mise of  a  restitution  of  the  years  that  the 
locust  had  eaten  to  consider  how,  under  a 
spiritual  dispensation  and  in  the  hght  of  the 
gospel,  the  ruin  and  loss  of  the  past  may 
be  restored. 

And,  first  of  aU,  it  should  be  observed  that 
a  great  deal  of  what  we  consider  loss  is  not 
and  cannot  be  lost.     Things  that  seem  to 


have  gone  beyond  recovery  have  not  ceascJ 
to  exist,  but  abide  in  new  forms  and  operate 
under  different  conditions.  The  food  of 
plants  and  animals  enters  into  their  life 
and  exerts  an  abiding  energy.  So  the  solid 
substance  may  become  a.  liquid,  and  the 
liquid  may  vanish  from  sight  as  a  gas,  but 
the  substance  has  not  been  lost.  There  is  a 
continual  transformation  and  an  apparent 
waste  in  nature,  but  even  the  death  and  ruin 
of  one  generation  are  the  noiurishment  of  a 
race  that  succeeds,  and  nothing  is  lost 

Even  so  is  it  in  the  world  of  the  spirit. 
Whether  we  will  or  not,  the  past  abides  wiih 
us,  and  is  in  a  sense  our  most  inalienable 
possession.  It  is  working  in  us  daily  in  the 
habits  and  dispositions  we  formed  in  earlier 
years,  in  the  bent  given  us  by  early  associa- 
tions, in  the  likes  and  dislikes  we  have  en- 
couraged, in  the  misfortunes  we  have  bron.^ht 
on  ourselves,  and  in  the  successes  that  have 
crowned  our  endeavours.  By  tlie  chemistry 
of  life  everything  through  which  we  have 
passed  has  bad  some  effect  or  other  upon  us 
— an  eflect  that  remains — and  it  depends 
upon  the  spirit  we  are  of  whether  the  eCTea 
is  good  or  bad — a  blessing  or  a  curse.  And 
even  as  the  people  in  Joel's  days  were  ex- 
horted to  humble  themselves  and  consider 
God's  ways,  in  order  that  the  fields  might 
again  yield  their  increase,  so  our  duty  under 
the  Christian  dispensation  is  to  yield  our- 
selves to  God's  discipline  and  learn  of  Him, 
in  order  tliat  even  the  failures,  and  disaj> 
pointments,  and  sins  of  the  past  may  be- 
come to  us  the  means  of  spiritual  life. 

(1 .)  Does  some  one  say  that  time  has  been 
lost  in  the  past  in  useless  endeavours  and 
plans  vainly  undertaken — in  experiments  re- 
peated without  success?  And  is  he  inclined 
to  subtract  all  this  from  the  full  tale  of  life  as 
so  much  waste?  This  is  not  well.  Every 
failure  has  had  some  result,  and  the  result 
has  been  gain  if  we  have  been  brought  to 
know  our  own  weakness  and  the  source  of 
real  strength.  Every  experiment  has  taught, 
or  may  teach,  experience  ;  every  way  of  our 
own  that  has  been  hedged  up  has  been  an 
indication  firom  God  to  direct  us  into  His 
own  way  of  peace;  and  if  the  very  multi- 
plicity of  failures  has  shown  us  the  only  way 
of  success,  we  have  had  restored  to  us  in  rich 
measure  the  years  that  the  locust  hath  eaten. 

(a.)  Or  does  another  lament  that  provi- 
dential circumstances  have  intervened  to  in- 
terrupt  a  course  of  useful  activity,  that  sick- 
ness or  weakness  has  come  when  plans  and 
labours  were  in  full  operation,  as  the  swarm- 
ing locust  appears  in  the  midst  of  the  spring* 
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ing  grain,  causing  him  to  relinquish  one 
occupation  after  another,  and  to  behold  work 
interrupted  and  labour  frustrated  ?  Let  us 
not  say  rashly  that  even  this  is  a  loss.  Sick- 
ness and  sorrow  may  have  produced  or  may 
yet  produce  patience  and  resignation  j  and 
if  cessation  from  labour  has  led  us  to  enter 
into  God's  rest,  this  rest  is  better  than  a 
harvest  of  results  of  our  own  efforts. 

{3.)  "Ah!  but,"  says  another,  "I  have 
deeper  sorrows  to  look  back  upon.  My  past 
has  been  truly  wasted  and  lost.  Who  can 
restore  the  precious  years  wasted  in  vanity, 
squandered  in  sin  ?  who  can  give  back  the 
tenderness  of  conscience  of  early  daj-s,  the 


purity  of  life  and  innocence  of  thought  that 
have  been  tarnished  by  wanton  folly  and 
sin  ?  Can  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf  of  autumn 
bloom  again  into  the  tender  blade  of  spring? 
can  the  desolate  plains  of  winter  blossom  as 
the  fields  of  summer  ?  can  the  dead  come 
back  to  life  ?  " 

Yes ;  by  God's  grace,  even  the  dead  may 
live ;  as  sin  hath  reigned  unto  death,  so  grace 
may  reign  unto  eternal  life  through  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord.  And  this  is  the  very  essence 
of  the  gospel,  in  which  all  riddles  are  ex- 
plained and  all  impossibilities  resolved.  It 
is  only  in  Him  that  the  restoration  of  the 
past  is  made  good. 


CHILDREN'S  CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

BBrilttn  (ut  a  Chilbrcn'*  Christ maa-^*]!  ^etbitt. 
I.   LJARK,  the  air  is  thrilling  with  the  song  we  sin^  t 
■n.     Hark,  the  rafters  echo !  loud  our  voices  ring  I 
Higher  still  and  higher  every  sound  shall  rise, 
Drawing  ever  nearer  to  the  eternal  skies. 

3.  Would  you  know  the  meaning  of  our  triumph  song? 
Tis  the  joyous  echo  of  the  ages  long. 
"  Peace,  good  will ! "  was  whispered  very  far  away, 
Many  a  land  is  answ'ring,  "  Peace,  good  will ! "  to-day. 

3.  Every  voice  we  welcome  joining  in  our  strain, 
Till  no  lips  are  silent  in  the  glad  refrain  ; 
Gathering  as  a  torrent  rolling  towards  the  sea  ; 
Lost  at  last  in  ocean's  mighty  harmony. 

4.  Love  most  deep  and  tender  is  our  theme  to-day, 
Gazing  at  the  manger  where  the  Infant  lay ; 
Boyhood's  noble  promise  in  the  man  fulfilled; 
Perfect  life  completed — self  for  ever  stilled. 

5.  Victory  o'er  temptation,  life,  and  death,  and  time; 
Fortitude  and  courage,  mercy's  force  sublime  ; 
Patience  in  privation,  pain  in  silence  borne ; 
Grief,  humiliation,  crown  of  piercing  thorn. 

6.  Yet  a  man  in  all  things — touched  by  our  grief; 
Bruised  for  our  transgressions ;  seeking  our  relief; 
Say,  is  He  not  worthy  ?    Say,  shall  we  not  sing, 
Gladly,  proudly  giving  homage  to  our  King? 

7.  Yes,  with  loud  Hosanna  rise  our  voices  high, 
Through  the  azure  distance,  piercing  to  the  sky ; 
With  our  grateful  praises  heaven's  high  vault  is  riven, 

F^ir  to  us  a  Son  is  bom,  a  Child  is  given  I  ,      v^jOOqIc 

s.  K.  H.  ^ 
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OUR  AUTUMN  HEDGES. 


THERE  is  a  regretful  persuasiveness  about 
St.  Mark's  "  Nothing  but  leaves,"  that 
while  urging  the  guardedness  with  which  we 
should  strive  to  bring  forth,  in  the  sincerity 
of  a  Christian  life,  the  fruit,  without  a.  mere 
show  of  make-believes,  speaks  ever  forcibly 
to  us  when  we  look  out  upon  that  particular 
part  of  nature's  standing  screen— the  trees. 
The  beauty  and  fragrance  of  flowers  have 
won  for  them  a  cherishing  love,  but  of  their 
cool,  glossy  foil  we  are  apt  to  think  a  httle 
commonplacely,  that  it  is  nothing  but  leaves ; 
whereas  nothing  but  flowers  would  be  mea- 
grely wanting  in  something — the  rich,  exube- 
rant chlorophyl  that  irrigates  so  freshly  the 
leaf,  breaking  into  harmony  the  efflorescence 
of  colour.  And  doubly  do  we  enjoy  them  if 
something  true  and  sweet  be  mixed  with  the 
leaves — 

'*  Tha  Fdlicj  dflBT  to  tfaou^t." 

As  the  earth  becomesabroad  blush  of  autum- 
nal richness,  our  hedges — the  winter  cradle  of 
the  buds — furnish  much  that '  is  variously 
bright  and  interesting.  To  know  them  well 
we  must  go  into  the  by-ways.  There  we 
shall  learn  from  tint  and  thorn  more  of  the 
ascription -antiphon,  "  All  Thy  works  praise 
Thee,  O  Lord,"  for  nature  knows  nothing  of 
inanimate  passivity.  Her  insomnia  is  but 
the  rest  of  vigilant  activity,  wakening  in  the 
babbling  brook,  and  the  choicest  leaf-paint- 
ings swinging  over  it.  See  under  foot  how 
the  common  docks  .have  mellowed  like 
peaches!  The  wild  geranium  crimsoned  to  its 
stalk,  the  lustrous  copper  facing  of  the  black 
bryony,  and  the  sere  yellow  of  the  briar, 
invite  us  up  to  the  quicksets.  They  are 
sharp  enough,  like  the  sorrows  of  time ;  yet 
from  their  browny  shades  does  hawthorn 
whiten,  and  earth's  black  flower,  the  grave, 
holds  for  us  the  anthers  of  immortality.  The 
ingathering  does  but  prove  and  promise  the 
greater  outpouring.  Thus  Autumn,  even  in 
her  "calm  decay,"  comes  to  be  a  season  be- 
loved. 

*  •  *  #  • 

The  day  is  warm,  the  sky  blue,  following  a 
morning  of  that  vaporous  gossamer  Chat 
stretched  its  webs  of  pearls  over  the  hedges 
and  beards  of  men  early  astir.  The  grass- 
hopper cricks  loudly,  a  love  song  it  may  be, 
to  the  little  worm  sitting  on  the  lilac  toad- 
stool in  the  ditch,  or  the  handsome,  wing- 
expanded  butterfly,  motionless  on  the  pahng. 
We  do  not  find  much  "  inarticulate  sobbing  " 
in  the  air  as  yet,  for  'tis  the  early  days  of 


October,  and  the  pipes  of  stubble  are  scarcely 
rusting  in  the  fields,  about  which  hang  a 
Black  Watch  of  crows.  Still  the  wild  hean's- 
ease  and  "  blue  bonnets  "  edge  the  loamy 
seams,  and  round  about  in  the  sinuous  wind- 
ings of  the  hedges,  the  woodlark  and  wren, 
the  delicate  litde  tkurm-kSnig,  untroubleil 
with  the  precariousness  of  hving,  are  singing 
strongly  and  sweetly.  Compassed  about  by 
singing,  a  delicious  thought  is  but  half  realised, 
that  the  songs  of  heaven  are  filtered  on  to  us 
in  the  unlanguaged  voices  of  the  birds,  our 
little  clod-pickers,  which  resemble  little  chil- 
dren thus  far,  that  in  their  dependence  lies 
their  sustenance.  Passing  the  mill  with  its 
whining  machinery  and  low-roofed  house, 
hid  under  a  cardinal  mantling  of  Virginian 
creeper,  the  canal  meets  us,  and  wc  follow 
its  upper  course.  Old  alders  tilt  forward  on 
the  tow-path,  and  with  a  rippling  hoosh  their 
long,  thin  canes  sweep  the  stream.  Looking 
at  it,  we  are  strongly  reminded  of  those  stones 
laid  with  fair  colours  and  the  foundations  of 
sapphires,  for  there  is  a  gloriously  tiled  pave- 
ment in  it,  and  a  shifting  radiance  from  the 
clouds.  The  surface  is  creamed  over  with  a 
hurrying  froth,  whimsically  called,  by  country 
peasants,  beggar's  yeast,  and  there  are  reflec- 
tions of  rickety  old  boat-sheds  and  barges, 
laden  with  timber  and  flour  sacks.  H'e 
come  upon  a  foliage  concrete,  clothing  the 
nether  bank,  where  the  glowing  lights  on  the 
facets  of  the  leaves,  the  burning  sparkle  of 
lake  and  sienna,  declare  the  bramble-bush. 

We  pounce  on  the  black  Kubus  as  though 
they  were  cherries  out  of  season,  and  'tis  no 
easy  matter  to  approach  the  bush  completely 
under  the  domination  of  the  bramble ;  our 
hands  and  wrists  retreat  with  scratches,  and 
a  dye  deeper  than  the  fleeting  juice — never- 
theless satisfactorily  full.  It  is  almost  amusing 
to  see  how  a  convolvulus  is  striving  to  strangle 
it,  to  stand  as  it  were  on  the  bramble's  back. 
It  accomplishes  the  twine,  and  by  its  tenacity 
secures  for  its  white,  jug-like  flowers  the 
prominency  it  sought.  Later  on,  when  its 
tendrils  and  leaves  are  but  a  brown  crumple, 
its  lighter  seed  cases  will  rattle  the  story  of 
its  climb. 

Elder,  service-tree,  and  oak  rise  out  of 
this  jungle- — green  panels  everywhere  glint- 
ing with  jewel  spots,  but  which  in  the  dusk, 
to  nervous  minds,  every  sway  of  their  boughs 
might  image  a  frantic  gesture,  every  sish  of 
their  leaves  a  maundering  tongue.  "Tis 
broad  day,  however,  and  we  see  the  oak,  a 
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sessiliflora,  is  crowded  with  acoms ;  sui 
mast  as  would  have  pleased  the  swineherds 
of  the  forest  priraeval ;  now  the  children  are 
at  work  picking  up  for  their  piggies  a  great 
rnuncli,  and  amid  much  happy  racket  fling- 
ing the  capsules  at  each  other.  The  grunt  of 
Anthony's  pet  booms  over  the  water.  We 
feel  sure  he  must  be  rooting  his  sty  in  anxiety 
for  the  children's  return,  for  the  locksman's 
cottage  is  handy,  and  as  cleanly  to  look  at  as 
one  of  the  willow-patterned  plates  on  his 
dresser.  How  often  do  we  find  the  blue 
china  of  the  sky  meeting  its  counterpart 
cottages  where  poverty  rules  !  A  desire  after 
the  beautiful  seems  to  guide  the  poor,  but  tidy 
house-mother — as  &r  as  her  understanding  of 
ornamentation  goes — in  the  choice  of  willow 
patterns,  and  more  carefully  handled  are  they 
than  half  the  fancy  wares  of  a  rich  n 
dwelling.  Not  inaptly  may  it  be  said  that 
by  the  willows  they  sit  down,  the  hardy  house- 
mother and  her  family,  often  enough  to  a 
dinner  of  bread  and  weak  tea;  and  if  laith, 
hope,  and  contemplation  are  symbolized  in 
blue,  thrice  happy  are  those  who  discern  their 
contentment  through  it  And  yet  it  is  to  be 
apprehended  that  to  too  many  of  our  poor, 
well  as  rich,  the  daubed  canvas  of  a  peep-show 
is  better  understood  than  the  bright  frescoes 
of  natiu'e.  A  spring  down  the  bank,  a  plunge 
along  a  withy-bed,  lakes  us  into  the  lane. 
But  there  under  the  lee  of  our  favourite  hedge 
lurks  thedrabbiestoftramps.  Cautiously  we 
skirt  past  the  rough,  shattered  temple,  lying 
in  the  grass.  The  dismal  dirty  rags  and  duU 
depression  bespoke  pity — a  supreme  eph, 
to  a  right  understanding  of  our  natural  sur- 
roundings; and  yet  the  evil  look  and  low 
cunning  of  the  eye  but  suggested  another 
wayward  brother  on  whom  the  world's  "  fair 
bloom  "  of  whatsoever  be  lovely  and  of  good 
report  was  lost.  Among  the  seed  vessels  of 
vanished  campions,  of  pea  and  vetch  pods, 
among  the  dried  panicles  of  wild  parsley, 
and  under  the  purpling  sloes  he  grovelled — 
a  very  dark  speck  indeed  among  much  that 
was  fair.  The  soft  breeze  blew  the  smoke 
from  his  idle  pipe  into  the  straw-tanned 
brackens,  round  an  old  stump  coated  in  livid 
white  lichen,  and  ready  to  totter  and  fall. 
Between  the  two  there  lay  a  parable. 

We  had  gone  to  that  hedge  forropes  of  bryony 
berries,  which  were  speedily  disentangled, 
with  brilliant  festoons  of  nightshade.  The 
belladonna  berries,  lasting  into  December, 
look  more  translucently  beautiful  through  a 
sparkling  rhime-powd(r  than  even  then,  but 
against  the  blackly  stiff,  hard-clustering 
privet    they    gained   a   good    background. 
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Extending  our  walk,  we  found  ere  long,  in 
scouting  round  our  hedges,  "in  those  quiet 
fields  where  we  have  journey'd,"  hip  and 
haw,  and  the  rosy  moss-cushions — a  winsome 
exudence  of  the  briar  wands,  gummy 
cornelians  from  honeysuckle,  and  a  wonder- 
ful wreath  leafage  of  bindweed.  And  here 
it  may  be  said  accurately  enough,  that 
the  security  out  hedges  give  to  the  fields  is 
not  always  proof  against  the  trespasser,  who 
gets  through  the  gaps;  those  gaps  too  often 
holding  one  as  with  th^  tentacles  of  an  octopus, 
and  at  other  times  of  emergency — say  from 
an  advancing  cow — utterly  refusing  a  loop- 
hole to  press  into. 

Very  solemnly  they  loom  through  the 
night.  A  heavy  phalanx,  however,  prefer- 
able to  the  stone  walls  that  depict  every 
shaky  shadow  and  imaginary  illusion.  Or 
19  the  weald,  or  moor,  more  gruesomely 
lonely  when  one  feels  that  boundlessness 
recedes  from  you.  The  luxiuiant  mouldiness 
of  our  hedge-rows  is  very  favourable  to  fungi 
growth.  Ljlliput  tables,  buttons,  and  um- 
brellas, richly  dyed  and  crisped  in  faultless 
folds,  start  from  the  dank  leaf-soil.  Rows  of 
freshly  baked  biscuits — glazed,  and  browned 
to  a  nicety — lean  against  tree  roots.  Some 
are  murkily  scorched,  and  fallen  away  at  the 
edges,  others  very  much  overdone  with 
saffroiL  Who  will  buy  these  things  of  mys- 
terious birth  with  a  word  of  praise?  Great 
busbies  of  grass  fill  up  the  interstices,  and 
where  the  spade  has  thrown  a  square  of 
clay,  and  padded  it  down,  a  few  grasses  have 
been  smothered — that  is  all,  and  the  blade- 
tips  emerge  in  reproach  to  the  delver. 

Soft,  lichenous  hollows  in  the  hedge  banks 
indicate  the  snug  borne  of  "parsimonious 
emmets  "  and  canny  squirrels,  ably  castled 
and  protected  from  our  predatory  eyes  by 
those  ditches,  as  defensive  to  them  as  ever 
moat  to  baron.  Speckled  twists  of  ivy  lie 
about,  enveloping  the  trees  from  which  they 
blow  their  powdery  green-white  flowers.  An 
ever  green  vampire  is  the  ivy,  for  to  the 
trees  declares  she  not  "flesh  of  my  flesh 
shalt  thou  be  ?  "  and  her  great  muscles  nail 
themselves  thereon,  and  her  braid  leaves 
flap  with  the  indolence  of  succumbing 
matter  to  her  wilL  "  Creeping  where  no 
life  is  seen,"  a  rare,  and  yet  benign  old 
paradox,  "  is  the  ivy  green,"  Moslly  all  the 
trees  were  bearing  heavily  their  fruit- 
age— from  the  dull  -  complexioned  elder- 
berry to  the  florid  wayfarer  and  butcher's 
broom;  and  though  their  leaves  were  not 
tailing  thick  as  leaves  in  Vallambrosa,  yet 
iugitively  fell  one   ^?pe^^pd^^Jierp,.J^ng 
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as,  like  Ossian's  Berrathon,  "  the  time  of  my 

fading  is  near." 

One  of  the  attractions  we  could  never 
resist  in  our  hedges  was  the  gathering  of 
nuts,  nor  of  the  pretty  shells  that  lay  like 
studs  upon  ihem ;  the  yellow  Hdix  horfeniis 
and  banded  Helix  nemoraHs  always  adding 
diversity  to  a  well-filled  hedge-basket.  The 
dead  villages  of  our  hedges  ever  influenced 
us  to  carry  them  away  tenderly.  Laying  the 
ears  and  eyes  of  our  understanding  very 
close  to  them,  we  learnt  the  tale  that  days 
and  moments  tell^of  change,  and  changing 
scenes.  The  deserted  nests,  built  softly, 
cosily,  cheerily  as  the  founding  of  homes 
should  be,  looked  at  us  hollowly.  Joys  and 
perturbations  had  stirred  within  them  from 
the  first  chipping  of  the  egg-birdies — the 
saddest,  deepest,  coming  with  the  flight  of 
the  fledgelings  for  homes  of  their  own,  widen- 
ing further  and  further  on  the  principle  of 
creation.  And  life  without  them  had  its 
pangs,  its  distaste  for  the  old  locality,  and  so 
the  little  houses  were  "to  let,"  like  many 
another  in  which  our  loved  have  lived  and 


died,  and  which  is  never  occupied  again  but 
by  memory.  But  there  the  sweetest  thought 
about  our  gathered  nests  was,  that  we  might 
rest  them  in  the  hand  of  Him  who  is  the  same, 
changeless,  yesterday,  to-day,  and  for  ever. 

When  the  field-flowers'  service  is  over, 
then  do  our  hedges  usurp  our  notice,  and 
offer  to  us  their  lavish  decorations.  Then 
hedging  and  ditching  may  become  a  pleasant, 
as  well  as  instructive,  occupation,  and  go  far 
to  utilising  a  leisurely  walk,  provided  the 
things  brought  out  of  the  hedges  be  smdied 
in  their  component  parts,  and,  as  far  as  pos- 
sible, stored  in  a  collector's  box  or  book. 
But  in  their  very  hull  lies  the  true  abide-with- 
me  of  our  hedges-^the  holly.  A  sacred  right 
secures  its  glistening  leaves  and  vermeil 
berry  from  spoliation.  To  Christmas  it  fairly 
belongs.  No  priapi  need  guard  it  till  the 
silent  snows  begin  to  fall,  till  the  straggling 
hedge-stems  have  become  crystal  quills  for 
writing  the  Gloria  in  Excelsis  Deo  of  the 
year.  And  then,  for  Noel,  for  church,  and 
social  hearths,  the  woodman  lifts  bis  hand 
against  it. 

C  J. 


AFTER  ALL'S   DONE. 


"Hliwiieulwdw] 


?  "JoHs  Halifax,  Gkntlhmam," 

7    Gat£e1dunrand,'Du1ing,evca  talii 


'X'O  live  was  pain — to  die  is  peace: 
-*■    Falling  asleep  in  tender  arms, 

Ended  vain  hopes,  more  vain  alarms: 
Blind  struggles  for  impossible  ease. 

Yes,  life  was  loss,  but  death  is  gain ; 

The  martyr's  blood  the  Church's  seed ; 

Die,  Christian,  to  Christ's  world-large 
creed 
Faithful  till  death — die,  rise,  and  reign. 

Reign,  king-like,  o'er  the  souls  of  men, 

And  shame  them  from  the  lust  of  gold, 
From  public  honour  bought  and  sold. 
From  venal  lies  of  tongue  or  pen- 
Reign  in  the  hearts  of  women  brave, 
Fit  mothers  of  the  men  to  be ; 
Like  to  the  woman  loved  by  thee, 
Whom  God  so  loved,  He  would  not  save. 

But  thou  art  saved— her  hero  !    Thine 
The  glorious  rest  of  battle  won ; 
A  setting  of  the  mid-day  sun. 

And  lo  1  the  stars  burst  forth  and  shine. 


No  dull  pale  twilight  of  weak  age. 

Morn's  glow  forgot  in  misty  night  j 
Thy  record  was  full  writ  in  light, 

And  then — thine  angel  dosed  the  page, 

All's  done — all's  said ;  the  tale  b  told. 

Across  the  ocean  hands  clasp  hands  ; 

One  voice  of  weeping  from  far  lauds. 
Binds  the  New  World  unto  the  Old  : 

Then — silence ;  and  we  go  our  ways, 

Work  our  small  work  for  good  or  ill. 
But  thou,  through  whom  the  Master"! 

will 

Was  done,  and  didst  it,  to  His  praise, 

Go  straightway  into  eternal  light ! 

On  earth  rank'd  with  the  immortal 
dead, — 

In  heaven— That  mystery  none  has  read ; 
We  walk  by  faith  and  not  by  sight. 

But  this  we  know,  or  feel,  half-known. 
He  who  from  evil  brings  forth  good. 
His  message,  although  writ  in  blood. 

Has  left  upon  thy  burid  stone* -v. ^,v 


JAMES    GARFIELD, 

Surge  ^ribn  anb  ^rcsibrnt. 
By  Mrs.  CHARLES  GARMETT. 


A  MAN  who  is  to  be  a  leader,  a  hi 
amongst  his  fellow-men,  needs  to  have 
-at  his  command  one  of  three  great  forces- 
character,  ability,  bodily  strength.  Each  of 
these  in  its  way,  if  enjoyed  in  a  retnaikable 
degree,  will  give  its  possessor  distinction,  but 
the  foremost  place  in  life's  race  can  only  be 
obtained  and  retained  by  him  who  combines 
all  three  gifts.  The  first  citizen  of  the  world, 
a  man  great  not  only  in  his  position,  but 
in  himself,  has,  to  the  regret  and  sorrow  of 
millions  of  his  fellow-men,  passed  away  from 
amongst  us  ;  but  the  story  of  his  life  is  still 
with  us,  and  James  Garfield  through  all  time 
will,  like  Abraham  Lincoln,  be  honoured  not 
only  for  what  he  did,  but  still  more  for  what 
he  was.  Indeed,  these  two  great  men  were 
wonderfully  alike,  not  only  in  their  sad  end, 
but  also  in  themselves — in  their  character, 
ability,  and  physical  power. 

A  Western  pioneer,  a  tall,  strong  man,  by 
name  Abtam  Garfield,  in  the  year  1830  bought 
a  patch  of  lajjd  in  Orange,  a  district  of 
Cuyahoga  County,  Ohio,  and  built  a  cabin;  it 
was  twenty  by  thirty  feet,  made  of  unhewn 
logs,  the  spaces  between  which  were  filled 
up  with  mud.  To  this  little  place  he  brought 
his  Intelligent  wife  and  three  elder  children, 
and  here  in  this  cabin  on  the  iglh  of 
November,  1831,  James  Abram  Garfield  was 
bom,  who  last  September  died  President  of 
the  American  Republic,  and  here  this  God- 
X-59 


'  fearing,  hard-working  pioneer  couple  lived 
happily. 

Eighteen  months  after  little  James  first 
saw  the  light,  he  was  one  evening  sitting  on 
his  father's  knee,  who  was  amusing  himself 
by  teaching  the  lisping  child  to  repeat  new 
words.  Mr.  Garfield  was  reading  Plutarch's 
Lives.  "Say  Plutarch."  James  repeated  it 
plainly,  and  continued  to  repeat  it. 

"  Eliza,"  said  his  pleased  father,  "  this  boy 
will  be  a  scholar  some  day,"  And  the 
prophecy  came  true. 

One  hot  July  day,  soon  afterwards,  an 
alarm  of  "  fire  in  the  forest  arose."  It  was 
sweeping  onward  with  fearful  rapidity;  the 
leaping  flames  and  rolling  smoke-clouds  were 
nearing  the  homestead.  For  nearly  two  hours 
under  a  burning  sun  the  farmer  fought  the 
fire ;  at  length  the  danger  was  past,  and  he 
sat  down  to  rest.  The  cool  breeze  which  had 
sprung  up  was  refreshing,  but  it  proved  the 
messenger  of  death  te  Garfield.  He  caught 
cold,  congestion  set  in,  and  a  few  days  after- 
wards the  pioneer,  still  a  young  man,  turned 
to  his  sorrowing  wife  and  said,  "I  have 
planted  four  saplings  in  these  woods,  I  must 
leave  them  now  to  your  care," 

And  so  it  was.  No  church  was  near, 
and  therefore  they  laid  him  to  rest  in  the 
corner  of  the  wheat-field,  and  Mrs.  Garfield 
prepared  to  face  the  world  alone. 

Some  neighbours  advised  her  to  sell  her  little 
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farm  and  remove  to  the  East,  where  she  had 
relatives.  But  this  she  could  not  bear  to  do; 
the  place  which  had  cost  her  husband  his  life 
was  sacred  to  her.  After  much  thought  and 
prayer  she  concluded  to  sell  some  of  the  land, 
thus  clearing  herself  from  debt,  and  work  the 
rest  herself.  Her  eldest  boy,  Thomas,  was 
not  yet  eleven  years  old,  but  he  cheerfully 
undertook  a.  man's  duties;  he  ploughed, 
sowed,  and  finished  a  barn  his  father  was 
building,  whilst  Mrs.  Garfield  split  rails  out 
of  the  trees  her  husband  had  felled  and  fenced 
in  the  remaining  land,  so  that  the  end  of 
July  saw  the  little  farm  sowed,  planted,  and 
doing  well.  Then  the  mother  turned  to  see 
if  there  was  corn  enough  leA:  to  last  as  food 
till  harvest-time.  She  counted  the  weeks 
and  days  until  the  new  grain  would  be  ready. 
A  fair  allowance  of  food  she  found  for  all 
would  exhaust  the  sjore  too  soon ;  so,  that  the 
children  might  have  enough  to  eat,  she  quietly 
gave  ap  her  supper  and,  though  working 
hard,  lived  for  some  time  on  only  two  meals 
aday;  but  even  this  allowance  could  not  last, 
and  in  a  few  weeks'  time  she  resolved  to  forego 
her  dinner  also.  Thatyear  of  1834  was  indeed 
one  of  fiery  trial  to  the  widow,  but  at  last  the 
harvest,  an  abundant,  excellent  harvest,  came, 
and  never  again  did  starvation  or  hunger 
cross  the  cabin  threshold.  With  a  joyful 
heart  Widow  Garfield  went  about  repealing 
the  twenty-third  psalm. 

A  year  later  some  new  neighbours  came, 
and  lie  brave  boy,  Thomas,  hired  himself  out 
to  work  on  their  farm  as  well  as  on  his 
mother's.  With  the  first  money  paid  him  he 
purchased  James  a  pair — his  first  pair — of 
shoes.  These  shoes  were  intended  for 
special  purpose;  they  were  for  James  to  go 
to  school  in. 

A  rough  school-house  had  been  erected 
at  some  distance,  and  a  schoolmaster  who 
could  teach  "  the  three  R's "  had  come. 
Part  of  the  pay  in  these  primitive  Oh' 
academies  was  that  the  master  should  be 
"  boarded  round  "  by  the  parents  of  the 
scholars.  The  distance  was  too  great  for 
Jimmy's  little  legs,  but  rather  than  leave 
him  behind  his  elder  sister,  Mehe label, 
carried  him  pick-a-back,  and  well  the  child 
repaid  the  love  given  him.  Already  his 
little  mind  was  filled  with  Bible  stories,  he 
soon  mastered  his  alphabet,  and  shortly  he 
was  able  to  spell  out  for  himself  the  line  in  a 
child's  book  which  had  been  lent  him,  "The 
rain  came  pattering  on  the  roof." 

"  Why,  mother,"  he  shouted  excitedly, 
"  I've  heard  the  rain  do  that  myself."  He 
bad  found   out   what   reading  meant,  and 


from  that  moment  he  loved  books.  Indeed. 
Jimmy  was  such  a  brave,  fearless,  good- 
natured  child,  and  so  much  in  earnest  to 
learn,  that  his  teacher,  putting  fiis  hand  kindly 
on  the  boy's  head,  said,  one  day,  "If  you 
learn  well,  my  boy,  you  may  grow  up  yet  to 
be  a  general."  This  set  Jimmy  questioning 
what  a  general  was.  He  asked  questions 
about  everything,  Indeed,  he  was  never 
still  in  mind  or  body.  Though  his  elder 
brother  loved  the  child  intensely,  yet  he  did 
not  find  him  a  pleasant  bedfellow.  Often 
Jimmy  would  turn  over,  and  feeling  cold 
after  having  kicked  off  the  clothes  would  say, 
in  his  sleep,  "  Tom,  cover  me  up,"  Thomas 
often  liad  to  perform  the  operation  over  and 
over  again  in  a  single  night. 

Twenty-five  years  afterwards,  after  a  terrible 
battle,  where  he  had  come  off  victor,  a  general, 
restlessly  tossing  on  his  camp-bed,  muttered 
the  tame  words,  "  Tom,  cover  me  up."  An 
officer  pulled  a  blanket  over  him,  and  woke 
him  by  doing  it.  Tears  came  into  General 
Garfield's  eyes  when  he  was  told  what  he  had 
just  said. 

But  James  Garfield's  mother  was  his  best 
teacher.  "God  helps  folks  to  be  good  in 
everything  — good  boys,  good  men,  good 
workers,  good  thinkers,  farmers,  teachers, 
good  everything ;  and  without  His  help  we 
can  be  good  in  nothing."  "  Help  yourself." 
"  Help  others."  "  Vou  can  do  anything  if 
you  try  affen  enough,  and  /iartf  enough." 
"  God  firsL"  "  Duty  first."  Such  were  some 
of  her  constant  lessons,  and  James  eagerly 
drank  their  teaching  in.  There  were  no 
preachers  regularly  m  those  wild  districts, 
but  on  Sunday  no  labour  was  allowed  in  this 
home,  and  the  mother  herself  expounded  the 
Bible  dearly  and  honestly,  and  led  the  family 
devotions.  Her  children  grew  up  as  might 
be  expected — honourable,  clear-headed.  God- 
fearing, self-dependent  young  people. 

When  Thomas  Garfield  became  twenty-cne 
he  set  off  into  Michigan  as  a  pioneer  clearer  at 
wages  of  1 2  dollars  per  month,  and  left  James, 
now  twelve  years  old,  to  "  run  the  farm,"  He 
would  stay  away,  he  informed  his  mother,  till 
he  had  earned  enough  to  build  her  a  frame- 
house.  For  five  years  he  h«d  been  preparing 
the  timber,  but  moneyalso  was  needed.  He 
went  away  to  earn  it,  and  James  worked  on 
the  home  farm.  A  neighbour  asked  him  one 
day,  "  What  do  you  think  about  it,  James  ?" 

■'Think  about  what?" 
Whether  pioneers  have  more  hardships      ' 
than  other  people?" 

"  I  don't  know  much  about  it,"  answered 
James.     "If  I  ^^ew,  ^vh^t.^^^^ig  other 
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people  have  I  could  tell  something  about  it ; 
but  I  don't." 

He  had  been  bom  and  reared  in  the  forest, 
and  had  never  been  happier  than  during  that 
summer  in  which  he  Sd  a  man's  work,  and 
lifted  the  burden  up  of  a  man's  responsibility, 
though  still  in  truth  a  child. 

Tom  returned  hotne  presently,  and  poured 
75  dollars  intohls  mother's  lap.  The  frame- 
house  was  at  once  begun,  and  James,  for  the 
first  time,  had  lessons  and  practice  in  carpen- 
ter's work,  an  invaluable  education  to  him. 
He  was  a  remarkably  quick  and  correct  ob- 
server, and  quickly  learned  to  plane.welL  The 
house  finished,  the  eldest  son  returned  to  the 
backwoods,  and  James  was  the  tarmer  once 
more.  But  he  uras  not  satisfied  with  unpaid 
work;  he  also  wished  to  earn  his  mother 
some  money.  So  off  he  went,  the  first  un- 
occupied day,  to  his  friend  the  carpenter,  who 
engaged  him  to  plane  some  boards  at  a  cent 
each ;  each  board  was  twelve  feet  long ; 
twenty  would  be  a  fair  number  to  do  at  one 
time,  but  Jim,  tearing  off  his  jacket  and  waist- 
coat and  standing  barefooted  (as  he  always 
bad  to  go  in  summer),  in  his  jean  trousers 
and  shirt,  turned  to  with  a  look  of  resolution 
stamped  on  his  young  face.  All  day  he  toiled 
on,  and  that  night  the  hundred  boards  were 
finished,  and  a  man's  day's  work  done.  He 
had  earned  100  cents  for  his  mother,  and 
from  this  time  Mr.  Treat,  the  carpenter, 
always  had  a  job  for  him  when  he  needed  it. 
He  was  growing  rapidly  into  a  large,  strong 
boy.  The  winter's  schooling  did  not  teach 
him  much,  for  he  already  knew  all  that  could 
be  taught  there ;  besides,  he  had  read  "  Ro- 
binson Crusoe,"  and  was  restless  and  longing 
for  a  change.  He  went  one  day  with  Mr. 
Treat  to  build  a  shed  at  a  large  potasbery, 
and  the  master  was  delighted  with  the  boy, 
and  offered  him  a  situation  on  the  works. 
He  was  now  fifteen  years  old,  and  Mr.  Bar- 
ton offered  him  14  dollars  a  month.  His 
mother  well  knew  the  dangers  and  tempta- 
tions to  which  he  would  be  exposed,  but  he 
persuaded  her  at  length  to  give  her  consent. 
He  went,  and  at  the  manufactory  he 
kept  the  books,  paid  the  ash  bills,  waited 
on  customers,  and  acted  as  salesman.  Bar- 
ton soon  learned  to  trust  him  with  imphcit 
confidence,  and  a  father  could  not  have  been 
kinder  to  the  boy  than  he  was.  James  stopped 
the  cheating  which  was  going  on.and  managed 
(which  was  much  more  difficult)  to  check  the 
swearing.  Mr.  Barton's  daughter  had  a  col- 
lection of  trashy  exciting  novels.  James  read 
them  and  trusted  them  as  friends ;  they  filled 
his  head  with  wild  l<nigings  to  be  a  sailor  and 


to  see  foreign  countries,  and  with  many  other 
ideas  more  pernicious  still.  Happily  for 
James,  a  quarrel  with  his  master's  daugliter, 
who  called  him  "A  hired  servant!"  made 
him  quit  the  place  in  four  months'  time. 
James  returned  home,  and  to  his  old  farm 
and  carpenter's  labour,  but  with  a  constant 
craving  to  go  to  sea.  His  mother  would  not 
listen  to  his  becoming  a  sailor,  but  at  length 
agreed  that  he  should  try  a  voyage  on  Lake 
Erie.  She  hoped  this  would  effect  his  cure, 
and  in  her  heart  she  longed  to  see  him  some- 
thing better  than  a  common  sailor,  or  even, 
as  he  used  fondly  to  hope,  captain  of  a 
little  ship.  So  one  morning  he  shouldered 
his  btmdle  and  walked  off  to  seek  adventures. 
After  a  seventeen-mUes'  tram^,  at  noon  he 
found  himself  in  sight  of  the  tempting  sails 
and  blue  waters.  He  at  once  boarded  a 
schooner,  and  asked  if  the  captain  wanted 
"  another  hand."  A  drunken  man,  swearing 
horribly,  rolled  up,  a  complete  contrast  to  the 
gentlemanly  pirates  of  whom  James  had  read 
in  Miss  Barton's  novels. 

"  What  if  I  do,  you  green  land-lubber  V  ex- 
claimed the  captain,  with  another  torrent  of 
oaths ;  "  get  off  this  schooner  in  double  quick, 
or  111  throw  you  into  the  dock.  Get  out,  or 
I'll  be  the  death  of  you." 

And  James  did  get  out,  and  he  began  to 
think  for  the  first  time  that  books,  no  more 
than  men,  are  not  always  reliable. 

While  meditating  on  the  wharf  side  what 
to  do  next,  he  heard  his  own  name  called  out 
in  a  voice  he  knew.  It  came  from  his  cousin, 
Amos  Letcher,  master  of  a  canal  boat,  who 
in  five  minutes  hired  James  to  drive  the 
horses  along  the  tow-path.  In  this  new  life 
he  found  himself  among  a  rough,  profane  set 
of  men,  who  considered  the  best  man  was 
he  who  could  drink,  swear,  and  fight  most. 
But  James  gained  the  character,  "We've  got 
a  felier  in  our  crew  just  the  biggest  trump 
yer  ever  see.  Nary  drinks  whiskey  smokes, 
chews,  swears,  or  fights !  ! "  Most  of  the 
men  who  served  on  board  that  boat  with 
Garfield  are  alive  now,  and  all  bear  witness 
he  was  their  peace-maker,  and  that  his  influ- 
ence was  brave,  pure,  and  good.  Full  of  life 
and  fun,  he  gain^  their  affections.  Fourteen 
times  James  fell  into  the  water  ;  once  he  was 
saved  as  it  seemed  by  a  miracle.  In  the  {H'O- 
found  darkness  ofmidnighthe  fell  overboard, 
and  would  certainly  have  been  drowned,  but 
as  the  boat  swept  onwmrds  a  rope  stiuck  him ; 
he  seized  it  and  drew  himself  on  bo«d — it 
was  part  of  a  rope  lying  on  the  dedf,  and 
had  caught  in  a  crevice  on  the  ed^  of 'the 
deck,  and  thus  held  fast  as  it  hung  abbtre  the 
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water.  He  stood  on  board  in  his  dripping 
doihes. 

"What  saved  me?  It  must  have  been 
God  ;  I  could  not  have  saved  myself.  Just 
a  kink  in  the  rope  catching  in  that  crevice 
saved  me,  nothing  eke.  That  waa  almost 
miraoilous,  and  God  docs  miraculous  things. 
He  thinks  my  life  worth  saving,  and  I  ought 
not  to  throw  it  away  on  a  seafaring  life,  and 
I  won't.  I  will  renounce  all  such  ideas  and 
get  an  education."  As  he  was  thinking  thus 
he  was  throwing  the  rope  and  trying  to  make 
it  catch  in  the  same  way  again.  Repeatedly 
he  threw  it,  but  it  would  neither  kink  nor 
catch.  Yes,  it  was  God's  ordering;  and 
James  Garfield  turned  his  back  on  this  low 
occupation,  and  rose  up  to  the  grand  pes- 
sibilities  of  his  nature. 

An  illness,  one  of  the  few  which  ever 
troubled  him,  laid  him  low  on  his  return 
home,  and  gave  hira  still  more  time  for  re- 
flection. Years  afterwards  Garfield  said, 
"  It  is  a  gieat  point  gained  when  a  young 
man  makes  up  his  mind  to  devote  several 
years  to  the  accomplishment  of  a  definite 
work." 

The  object  to  which  James  had  now  made 
up  his  mind  was  to  gain  as  thorough  an 
education  as  he  possibly  could.  The  "  after 
that"  he  left  an  open  question.  James  heard 
a  Dr.  Robinson  was  coming  into  the  neigh- 
bourhood, and  called  upon  him,  asking  him 
kindly  to  tell  him  if  he  was  capable  physically 
of  the  long  strain.  "  You  have  the  brain  of 
a  Webster,  and  you  have  the  physical  propor- 
tions that  will  back  you  in  the  most  Hercu- 
lean efforts.  Work  hard,  do  not  be  afraid  of 
overworking,  and  you  will  make  your  mark," 
was  the  doctor's  verdict. 

The  only  suit  of  clothes  James  possessed 
consisted  of  a  pair  of  coarse  canvas  trousers, 
far  outgrown,  and  only  reaching  half-way 
down  the  tops  of  his  cowhide  boots ;  a  much 
too  short  waistcoat ;  a  threadbare  coat;  and 
an  old  slouched  hat.  In  appearance  he  was 
tall,  angular,  and  awkward,  with  a  shock  of 
yellow  hair  which  fell  half-way  down  his 
■shoulders.  But  though  he  had  only  eleven 
dollars  he  was  determined  to  obiam  "an 
education."  He  persuaded  William  and 
Henry  Boynton,  his  cousins  and  old  school- 
fellows, to  come  with  him,  and  the  three  poor 
lads  set  off,  carrying  with  them  cups,  plates, 
three  knives  and  forks,  and  some  bacon. 
There  was  a  good  school  called  Geauga 
Seminary  at  Chester,  ten  miles  away.  To 
this  place  they  went.  They  hired  a  poor 
room  and  set  up  housekeeping,  as  many  of 
'  -he  other  pupils  did,  for  many  of  the  scholars 


were  very  needy.  James  immediately  looked 
about  for  work,  and  soon  got  employment 
from  a  carpenter.  HeworkedaIlSaturday,and 

from  dawn  till  school  began,  and  again  from 
four  o'clock  till  late  evening.  He  laboured 
hard  out  of  school,  but  he  worked  harder  in 
it.  The  summer  holidays  came,  and  those 
two  months  he  spent  in  earning  money  to 
help  his  mother,  Returning  in  the  &11  to 
Geauga  Seminary  with  ninepence  only  in 
his  pocket.  "  I  can  work  my  way  along, 
mother,"  he  said ;  "  don't  fear  for  me." 
That  term  he  made  such  scholarly  progress 
that  he  headed  the  school,  and  besides  this 
had  the  satisfaction  of  paying  all  his  bills  by 
his  carpenter's  wages,  and  bringing  home 
several  dollars. 

During  the  following  winter  he  under- 
took to  turn  schoolmaster,  and  afler  some 
unsuccessful  attempts  to  obtain  a  situation, 
was  appointed  to  a  school  where  the 
wild  western  lads  were  so  unruly  they 
had  driven,  out  the  masters  the  last  two 
winters.  The  managers  told  James  he  had 
leave  "  to  lick  all  the  scholars  a  dozen  times 
round  if  he  liked."  He  entered  on  his  duties 
mistrustfully.  All  the  pupils  knew  him,  and 
he  knew  teaching  them  would  be  hard. 
He  did  not  attempt  the  beatings  :  he  ap- 
pealed in  a  little  speech  to  the  scholars  to 
co-operate  with  him  in  making  the  school  a 
credit  to  the  district  and  a  success  to  them- 
selves. And  they  did  it.  They  soon  looked 
on  "  Mr."  Garfield  (they  ceased  to  call  him 
"  Jim ")  as  their  pleasantest  companion, 
either  in  the  playground  or  in  their  homes, 
for  he,  according  to  custom, "  boarded  round," 
and  used  to  make  the  long  evenings  delight- 
ful with  his  bright  stories  and  varied  infor- 

That  winter  was  a  remarkable  one  to 
Garfield,  for  he  came  under  the  influence 
of  an  earnest  preacher ;  a  man  also  of  strong 
ability.  From  week  to  week  James  became 
more  and  more  interested,  and  before  the 
close  of  his  school  he  gave  good  evidence 
that  he  had  become  a  true  child  of  God. 
His  conversion  was  real  and  lasting,  and 
from  this  time  to  the  end  of  his  brilliant  life 
he  lived  as  no  longer  his  own,  and  all  his 
great  talents  were  sanctified  and  devoted  to 
God. 

He  returned  to  the  Seminary,  and  this 
time  hoarded  with  the  carpenter.  Another 
summer  of  mental  and  physical  hard  work 
followed,  and  another  winter  of  school 
teaching,  keeping  well  ahead  of  his  scholars 
by  studying  far  into  the  night.  "  A  young 
man  should  be  equal  to  more  than  the  task 
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before  him ;  he  should  possess  reserved 
power,"  he  said  years  afterwards;  but  he 
proved  the  truth  of  the  assertion  in  bis  ovrn 
early  life. 

Three  years  had  thus  passed  since  James 
first  put  hin^elf  to  school.  And  now  he  de- 
termined to  take  a  college  course  and  gain  a 
degree;  so  he  began  to  study  Latin  and 
Greek.  He  also  became  known  in  the  de- 
bating club,  and  having  become  a  member  of 
a  sect  called  "  Disciples,"  he  spoke  and 
prayed  in  the  meetings,  and  urged  the  subject 
of  religion  on  the  attention  of  his  companions 
both  in  private  and  public.  In  fact  his  re- 
ligion was  as  thorough  and  earnest  as  all  else 
about  him. 

"  Are  you  going  to  make  a  preacher  ?  "  he 
used  to  be  asked. 

"  'fhat  is  an  unsolved  problem,"  answered 
James  in  a  playful  way  ;  "  I  have  undertaken 
to  make  a  man  of  myself  first  If  I  succeed, 
I  may  make  something  else  afterwards  ;  if  I 
don't  succeed,  I  shall  not  be  fit  for  much  any 
way." 

Slowly  for  years  the  question,  "  Ought 
slavery  to  be  abolished?"  had  been  growmg 
in  ui^ency  and  loudness.  From  the  time 
James  Garfield's  attention  was  drawn  to  the 
subject  he  was  a  thorough  hater  of  slavery ; 
his  whole  soul  loathed  it.  The  pleas  of 
"  safety  "  and  "  use  "  had  no  chance  with 
him.  "  It  is  only  safe  to  do  right ;  it  is  never 
safe  to  do  wrong,"  he  answered. 

In  November,  1850,  James,  as  the  head 
scholar  in  the  Seminary,  pronounced  the 
annual  speech,  and  left  the  school.  In 
August,  1851,  James  entered  the  Hiram 
Eclectic  Institute.  He  appeared  before  the 
board  the  first  hour  he  arrived,  and  asked  to 
be  permitted  to  sweep  the  floors  and  ring  the 
bell,  to  pay  his  school  bills.  He  obtained 
the  place,  and  it  was  soon  remarked  that  the 
bell  never  sounded  an  instant  either  before 
or  after  the  right  time,  and  that  the  floors 
were  dustless,  even  in  the  most  hidden 
corners  ;  he  put  his  charaeler  into  his  work. 
A  fellow- student  says,  "  He  was  the  roost 
popular  person  in  the  Institute.  He  was 
always  good-natured,  fond  of  conversation, 
and  very  entertaining.  He  was  witty  and 
quick  at  repartee;  but  his  jokes,  though 
brilliant  and  striking,  were  always  harmless, 
and  he  would  never  willingly  hurt  another's 
feelings."  He  studied  as  earnestly,  as  ever, 
and  so  successfully  that  in  one  year's  time  he 
was  made  pupii-teacher  both  in  the  English 
and  Ancient  Language  departments.  So  now 
he  was  scholar,  teacher,  and  carpenter  all  in 
one.    He  remained  three  years  at  the  Insti- 


tute, and  not  only  studied  liard,  but  laid  up 
money  from  his  manual  labour  to  help  him 
to  college,  in  .addition  to  paying  his  present 
expenses.  He  left  the  school,  engaged  to  be 
married  to  one  of  the  young  lady  pupils — 
Miss  Rudolph,  now  his  widow.  He  was  at 
this  time  twenty-two  years  of  age,  and  she 
one  year  his  junior.  James  Garfield  de- 
termined to  go  to  an  eastern  college,  and 
the  circumstance  of  a  kind  sentence  in  the 
principal's  letter  took  him  to  William's  Col- 
lege, Massachusetts  ;  but  money  was  now 
an  absolute  necessity.  His  brother  Thomas 
came  to  his  help,  and  lent  him  the  sum  at 
first  required.  '  His  kind  brother  wished  for 
no  security;  but  James  would  not  hear  of 
this,  and  insured  his  life  to  make  repayment 
certain,  in  case  he  should  not  live  to  liquidate 
the  loan.  StilJ,  he  was  very  poor,  and  he  went 
to  college  in  a  threadbare  suit,  and  without 
either  over-coat  or  any  warm  under-clothing; 
but  his  entrance  examination  showed  he  was 
not  poor  in  scholarship,  though  in  all  else, 
and  placed  him  on  a  level  with  men  who  had 
already  spent  two  years  there.  The  strain 
of  earning  daily  bread  was  lifted,  and  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life  he  could  enjoy  reading 
(revelling  in  the  college  Ubrary)  and  the 
sports  of  his  fellow- collegians,  and  entered 
into  them  with  the  keenest  relish.  He  made 
his  mark,  too,  in  the  Debating  Society,  and 
the  room  was  crowded  when  it  was  known 
he  would  speak.  The  anti-slavery  movement 
was  growing,  and  his  eloquence  on  this 
subject  was  masterly  and  fervid.  But  his 
clothes  were  so  utterly  outworn  by  the  end 
of  the  first  year,  that  had  it  not  been  for  the 
kindness  of  a  tailor  who  trusted  him  with  a 
suit,  and  die  benevolence  of  the  kind  doctor 
who  had  told  him  to  work  hard,  and  who,  in 
his  second  year,  lent  him  some  money,  he 
could  not  have  remained  at  college  without 
the  break  of  a  year  in  which  to  earn  some 
funds.  But  by  Dr.  Robinson's  help  he  was 
able  to  stay  at  the  college,  and  he  hououiabjy 
graduated  in  1856,  and  was  immediately 
elected  Teacher  of  Ancient  Languages  and 
Literature  at  his  old  Institute.  "  I  have 
attained  to  the  height  of  my  ambition,"  he 
said  to  a  friend  ;  "  I  have  my  diploma  from 
an  eastern  college,  and  my  position  here  as 
instructor,  and  now  I  shall  devote  aii  my 
energies  to  this  Institute."    And  he  did. 

Two  years  from  that  time  Garfield  was 
Principal  of  the  Institute,  with  a  large  stal! 
of  instructors  and  three  hundred  students 
under  his  control— just  eleven  years  from  the 
day  he  made  his  resolution  on  the  canal  boat 
to  himself  to  obtain  an  education.     Garfield 
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drew  his  pupils  to  himself  with  extraordinary 
power.  Like  our  own  Dr.  Arnold,  he  drew 
out  the  best  in  the  lads,  and  was  loved  and 
revered  with  a  like  enthusiasm ;  it  was  said 
of  him  afterwards,  "  Gaifield  has  never  been 
greater  than  he  was  in  Hiram  from  1857  to 
1861.  He  left  the  quiet  of  the  academ)'  for 
the  roar  of  the  field  and  forum  at  the  age  of 
thirty,  but  not  until  'he  had  demonstrated 
his  fitness  for  the  highest  educational  work 
and  honours,"  "  I  do  not  think  I  am  equal 
to  the  task  you  set  me,  sir,"  said  a  pupil. 
"  Darsie,"  answered  Garfield,  "  when  I  get 
into  a  place  I  can  easily  fill,  I  always  feel 
like  shoving  out  of  it  into  one  that  requires 
more  exertion." 

On  November  nth,  1858,  Garfield  mar- 
ried, and  through  all  bis  after-life  he  hod 
reason  to  rejoice  In  the  fitness  of  his  choice — 
hts  wife  was  to  him  to  the  very  last  his  other 
self. 

A  democrat  orator,  named  Hart,  delivered 
a  speech  iit  a  neighbouring  town  in  favour  of 
slavery  which  roused  the  indignation  of  the 
Republicans  of  the  Western  Reserve,  and 
Garfield  was  appealed  to,  to  answer  it.  For 
a  long  time  he  rri'used,  but  at  length  con- 
sented, and  from  that  day  his  fame  as  a 
speaker  and  politician  on  the  Republican 
and  anti-slavery  side  was  established.  The 
candidate  for  the  Western  Reserve  died  sud- 
denly, and, 'almost  against  his  will,  in  Janu- 
ary, i860,  Garfield  was  sent  to  the  State 
Senate;  he  found  himself  the  youngest,  but 
was  soon  the  leading  member  of  the  Assembly. 
That  year  war  became  certain. 

"  As  mf  is  inevitable,"  said  Garfield  to 
a  fellow-member,  "  you  and  I  must  fight 
We  must  pledge  our  lives  to  our  country." 

"  Yes,  or  prove  ourselves  cowards,''  re- 
turned his  friend. 

News  came  of  the  firing  on  Fort  Sumtery 
and  then  President  Lincoln's  call  fbrseventy- 
five  thousand  men.  Garfield  sprang  to  his 
feet  and  in  a  speech  of  surpassing  eloquence 
moved,  "That  Ohio  contribute  twenty  thou- 
sand men  and  3,000,000  dollars,  as  the  qaota 
of  the  State." 

Thunders  of  cheers  cazried  the  resolu- 
tion. 

A  number  of  the  Hiiam  students  enlisted, 
and  because  Garfield  would  not  take  the 
command  of  the  42nd  Ohio  regiment  re' 
cruited  by  him,  it  joined  the  army  without 
a  CoIoneL  Finally,  against  his  own  judg- 
ment the  command  »-as  bestowed  on  him,  for 
he  knew  nothing  of  military  tactics.  But  once 
in  the  army  he  rose  to  his  new  duties ;  he  pro- 
cured the  instruction  book  and  learnt  it  up. 


Then  bringing  out  his  saw  and  jackplane,  he 
fashioned  companies  and  ofhcers  out  of  blocks 
of  maple,  and  using  these  blocks  as.  soldiers, 
thoroughly  mastered  the  infantry  tactics ; 
then  taming  his  officers  into  scholars,  he  made 
his  blocks  teach  them  also.  WJien  by  ex- 
amination he  was  sure  they  understood  their 
work,  he  sent  dicm  out  to  drill  the  men,  am! 
kept  both  men  and  ofiicere  at  it  for  eight 
hours  a  day.  Soon  he  had  the  best  drilled 
and  disciplined  regiment  in  Ohio.  One 
montii  from  entering  the  army  he  fought  and 
gained  the  battle  of  Middle  Creek ;  this  was 
on  Januaiy  loth,  i86z.  For  this  brilliant 
victory  he  was  made  Brigadier-General,  and 
found  himself  the  youngest  General  in  the 
army.     Victory  after  victory  followed. 

He  often  jeopardised  his  own  life  for  his 
men.  Once  on  the  stormy  river  he  himself 
navigated  the  boat  for  two  days,  in  which 
with  an  old  canal  boatmate  he  went  to  fetch 
needed  provisions.  His  men  appreciated  his 
care,  and  he  was  in  return  followed  with  the 
most  entire  devotion.  It  was  an  exciting 
time,  full  of  stining  incidents  which  con- 
stantly brought  out  the  power  of  Gaifield's 
character  and  genius,  and  for  two  years  and 
a  half  he  entered  thoroughly  and  nobly  into 
it,  showing  himself  bom  to  command.  But 
in  December,  1863,  Lincoln,  needing  a 
military  member  in  the  Congress,  and  the 
State  of  Ohio  having  returned  Gaifietd  as 
their  representative,  though  a  poor  man  and 
much  needing  the  pay  of  General,  which 
was  twice  as  large  as  that  of  Congress  man, 
Garfield  quietly  gave  up  all  the  brilliant 
prospects  opening  before  him  ;  and  because 
it  was  his  "duty,"  entered  the  National 
House  of  R^resentatives, 

For  seventeen  years  he  served  his  district 
in  this  position,  but  he  never  would  canvass 
for  votes  or  take  any  means  whatever  to 
secure  his  re-election.    He  said — 

"During  the  twenty  years  that  I  have 
been  in  public  lifCj  almost  eighteen  of  it  in 
the  Congress  of  the  United  States,  I  have 
tried  to  do  one  thing.  Whether  I  was  mis- 
taken or  otherwise,  it  has  htea  the  plan  of 
my  life  to  follow  my  conviction  at  whatever 
personal  cost  to  myself.  I  have  represented 
for  many  yeais  a  district  in  Congress  whose 
approbation  I  greatly,  desired,  but  though  it 
may  seem,  perhaps,  a  little  egotistical  to  say 
it,  I  yet  desired  still  more  the  approbation  of 
one  person,  and  his  name  is  Garfield,  He  is 
the  only  man  that  I  am  compelled  to  sleep 
with,  and  eat  with,  and  live  with,  and  die 
with ;  and  if  I  could  not  have  his  approba- 
tion I  should  have  bad  companionship." 


JAMES  GARFIELD, 


«« 


Some   others   of  his  wise  sayings  are 
thoroughly  his  characteristics  that  one  cannot 
but  smile  as  one  reads  them. 

"  No,  young  gentlemen ;  things  don't  turn  up 
in  this  world  unless  somebody  turns  them  up." 

"  Be  fit  for  more  than  the  one  thing  you 
are  now  doing," 

"  If  the  power  to  do  hard  work  is  no 
talenf,  it  is  the  best  possible  siJbstitute  for  it," 
"  I  would  rather  be  defeated  than  make 
capital  out  of  my  religion."  "  Not  a  man  of 
iron,  but  of  live  oak."  "  I  would  rather  be 
beaten  in  right  than  succeed  in  wrong." 

The  debating  clubs  which  Garfield  joined 
in  school  and  college  had,  no  doubt,  been 
some  preparation  for  the  Congress  House  in 
which  he  now  found  himself,  but  he  took  as 
much  pains  to  make  his  speeches  good  as  in 
old  days  to  make  bis  carpentering  and 
ploughing  excellent.  It  was  said  of  him, 
"  There  is  probably  no  living  political  orator 
whose  efforts  before  large  audiences  are  so 
effective.  He  appeals  directly  to  the  reason 
of  men,  and  only  after  carrying  his  hearers 
along  on  a  strong  tide  of  argument  to  irre- 
sistible conclusions  does  he  address  himself 
to  their  feelings.  He  has  a  powerful  voice, 
great  personal  magnetism,  and  a  style  of 
address  that  wins  confidence  at  the  outset, 
and  he  is  master  of  the  art  of  binding 
together  facts  and  logic  in  a  solid  sheaf  of 
argument  At  times  he  seems  to  lift  his 
audience  up  and  shake  it  with  strong  emotion, 
so  powerful  is  his  eloquence." 

Once  at  least  this  eloquence  prevented 
bloodshed,  and  perhaps  a  ■  reign  of  tenror. 
On  the  14th  of  April,  1865,  President  Lin- 
coln was  murdered.  The  following  morning 
placards  covering  the  walls  of  New  York  had 
summoned  the  loyal  citizens  to  meet  around 
Wall  Street  Exchange  at  eleven  o'clock. 
Thousands  came  armed  with  revolvers  and 
knives.  Fifty  thousand  men  in  a  frenzy  of 
excitement  were  gathered  there.  One  man 
in  the  crowd  was  heard  to  say,  "Lincoln 
ought  to  have  been  shot  long  ago ; "  he  never 
spoke  again  !  A  portable  gallows  was  carried 
through  the  crowd  lifted  high  with  cries  of 
vnigeana.  Popular  speakers  were  lashing  up 
the  crowd  to  bloodshed.  In  the  midst  of 
the  terrible  excitement  a  telegram  from 
Washington  was  read,  "  Seward  is  dying." 
It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  scene;  death 
to  every  man  who  had  ever  opposed  Lincoln 
was  certain.  A  man  of  commanding  figure, 
with  a  small  flag  in  his  hand,  stepped  forward 
and  beckoned  with  his  hand :  "  Another 
telegram,"  some  one  cried,  and  silence  fell 
on  the  multitude. 


Lifting  his  right  arm  to  heaven,  and  in  a 
dear,  powerful,  steady  voice,  the  speakei 
said,  "  Fellow- citizens,  clouds  and  darkness 
are  round  about  Him  J  His  pavilion  is  dark 
waters  and  thick  clouds  of  the  skies !  Jus- 
tice and  judgment  are  the  habitation  of  his 
throne  !  Mercy  and  truth  shall  go  before 
His  face  !  Fellow-citizens,  God  reigns,  and 
the  Government  at  Washington  still  lives." 

The  speaker  was  General  Garfield  !  The 
tumidt  of  the  people  sank  and  became  still. 
Three  years  larter  the  wish  of  his  boyhood 
was  accomplished ;  he  had  a  good  sea 
voyage,  for,  tired  and  worn,  he  at  last  needed 
a  rest,  and  came  over  to  Europe  to  obtain  it 

Garfield's  "  thoroughness  "  had  raised  him 
to  the  highest  position  in  every  occupation 
he  had  undertaken  in  life.  As  carpenter, 
scholar,  teacher,  preacher,  soldier,  and  states- 
man he  rose  naturally  to  be  first.  He  had 
said,  when  he  first  went  to  the  Seminary,  "  I 
want  to  know  things  certainly,"  and  part  of 
this  thoroughness  was  that  he  never  forgot  an 
old  friend  or  an  old  interest.  To  the  last  day 
of  his  life  he  remained  on  the  board  of 
directors  of  the  Hiram  Institute,  and  the  best 
scout  in  his  army  was  the  drunken  boatman 
whom  as  a  lad  he  had  reproved  for  swearing. 
He  tried  also  all  through  life  to  impress  upon 
others  the  necessity  of  accuracy  in  observa- 
tion, reading,  or  action.  One  of  his  students 
at  Hiram  Institute  says — 

"  I  remember  once  asking  him  what  was 
the  best  way  to  pursue  a  certain  study, 
and  he  said,  'Use  several  text-books;  get 
the  views  of  different  authors  as  you  advance. 
In  that  way  you  can  plough  a  broader  fur- 
row. I  always  study  in  that  way.'  He  tried 
hard  to  have  us  obsen-e  carefully  and  accu- 
rately. He  broke  out  one  day  in  the  midst 
of  a  lesson  with  '  Henry,  how  many  posts 
are  there  under  the  building  down-stairs?' 
Henry  expressed  his  opinion,  and  the  ques- 
tion went  round  the  class,  hardly  one  getting 
it  right  Then  it  was  how  many  boot-scrapers 
are  there  at  the  door?  How  many  win- 
dows in  the  building?  How  many  trees 
in  the  field  ?  What  are  the  colours  of  par- 
ticular rooms,  and  the  peculiarities  of  any 
familiar  objects?  He  was  the  keenest  ob- 
server I  ever  saw.  I  think  he  observed  and 
numbered  every  button  on  our  coats.  One 
day  a  friend  was  walking  with  him  through 
Cleveland,  when  Garfield  stopped  and  darted 
down  a  cellar-way,  asking  his  companion  to 
follow,  and  briefly  stopping  to  explain  him- 
self. The  sign  '  Saws  and  Files '  was  over 
the  door,  and  in  the  depths  was  beard  a 
regular  clicking  sound.    '  I  think  this  fellow 
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is  cutting  files,'  said  he,  'and  I  have  never 
seen  a  file  cut'  Down  they  went,  and 
sure  enough  there  was  a  man  recutting  an 
old  file,  and  they  stayed  there  ten  minutes 
and  found  out  all  about  the  process.  Gar- 
field would  never  go  by  anything  without 
understanding  it." 

There  was  but  one  rung  on  the  ladder  of 
^greatness  in  his  native  land  which  James 
Qarfield  had  not  climbed.  That  one  was 
the  citizen  kingship  of  the  world,  the  Presi- 
dency of  the  United  States. 

The  National  Republican  Convention 
assembled  in  October,  1S80,  to  nominate  a 
candidate  for  the  Presidency  of  the  United 
States.  After  Ihirty-four  ineffectual  ballots 
for  a  candidate,  about  fifty  members  of  the 
Convention  cast  their  votes  for  James  Abram 
Garfield  in  the  thirty-fifth  ballot. 

The  announcement  created  a  furor  of  ex- 
citement, as  it  indicated  a  breaking  up  of  the 
factions  and  a  probable  union  of  al!  upon  the 
most  popular  Republican  in  the  Convention, 
Instantly  the  delegates  of  one  Stale  seized 
their  banner  with  a  shout  (the  delegates  of 
each  Stale  sat  together  with  their  banner 
bearing  the  name  of  their  State),  bore  it 
proudly  forward,  and  placed  it  over  the 
head  of  the  chosen  patriot  and  statesman, 
followed  by  other  delegations  and  stilt 
others,  until  seven  hundred  delegates  upon 


the  floor  and  15,000  spectators  in  the  gal- 
leries joined  in  the  remarkable  demonstra- 
tion, and  cheer  upon  cheer  rent  the  air, 
answered  by  a  salvo  of  cannon  outside,  as  the 
banners  of  one  State  after  another  were  placed 
in  triumph  over  the  head  of  their  hero,  de- 
claring to  the  world,  without  the  use  of 
language,  that  James  A.  Garfield  was  the 
choice  of  the  Convention.  The  news  flew 
over  America,  creating  unbounded  joy 
everywhere.  The  disappointments  and  ani- 
mosities of  a  heated  campaign  vanished  at 
once  before  the  conceded  worth  and  popu- 
larity of  the  candidate.  James  Garfield  was 
elected  President  of  the  United  Statfc  on  the 
second  day  of  November,  1880. 

Honest,  thorough,andGi>d-fearingasaboy, 
he  brought  the  same  character  to  bear  on  the 
high  duties  of  hisexalted  office.  The  tender, 
brave  heart  beat  tme  to  the  last.  The  kindly 
sign  of  farewell,  ashe  was  carried  to  the  railway 
train  on  his  last  sad  journey,  to  the  old  servants 
and  friends  who  clustered  tound  the  door, 
and  to  whom  he  was  not  able  to  speak  ;  the 
intense  pain  borne  so  quietly,  and  his  utter 
dependence  and  trust  in  God,  proved  to  all 
aroun3thathediedashehadlived,atrueChiis- 
tian,  and  a  noble  as  well  as  a  remarkable  man. 

The  poor  pioneer  lad  was  buried  as  a  king, 
and  the  two  greatest  nations  in  the  world 
stood  sorrowing  by  the  grave. 


"T'lS  thine,  O  woman,  to  convey 

i-    Voung  souls  from  heaven  to  eatlh  ; 
Thy  tender  service  to  thy  God, 

To  give  His  children  birth. 
The  Father's  smile.  He  willed  it  so. 

In  heaven  I  did  not  see. 
My  eyes  were  holden  from  the  sight 

Till  I  awoke  to  Thee. 
His  love  it  was  that  sweetly  smiled. 

His  tenderness  and  joy, 
When  thy  first  brooding  mother-look 

Fell  on  thy  little  boy. 
Thy  guiding  words  were  His  commands ; 

My  reverence  was  His  fear. 
The  ways  that  gave  thee  holiest  joy, 

To  Him  were  just  as  dear. 
And  when  I  gave  thee  anxious  thought, 

Or  made  thy  love  to  smart, 
I  likewise  grieved  the  Holy  Ghost, 
And  bid  His  joy  depart. 

The  world  is  old,  and  I  am  old, 

Vet  are  we  needing  still 
The  mother's  love  and  gentleness. 
Doing  the  Father's  will. 


MOTHER. 

Thy  tender  strength  my  weakness  felt. 

And  carried  as  its  care 
My  many  wants,  both  great  and  small. 

Always  and  everywhere. 
Strange  union  of  soul  to  soul. 

My  mother's  soul  and  mine ; 
What  God  hath  joined  let  none  divide. 

That  union  is  divine. 
It  was  not  good,  God  spake  it  so, 

That  human  Hfe  should  be. 
Unless  it  had  a  mother's  love, 

A  mother's  face  to  see. 
Shekinahs,  we  had  needed  none. 

For  child  of  womankind. 
If  everywhere  thy  motherhood 

Id  womaii  was  enshrined. 
Oh,  God,  woo  back  the  woman-soul, 

Close  draw  it  to  Thy  side  ; 
Let  her  who  bears  3  son  of  man 

To  Thee  be  sanctified. 


BENJAMIN  WAtJGF. 


"Ti>  thine,  O  vomtD,  to  cevTcr 
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SUNDAY    EVENINGS    WrXH    THE    CHILDREN. 


Bt  ALEXANDER  MACLEOD,  D.D. 


pprningHvain:  "If  >sai    Christ  w.u  lent."    Lf»oo  : 

THERE  was  a  boy  in  Cromarty  once  called 
Hugh  Miller.  He  was  an  apprentice 
mason,  and  was  taken  by  his  master  to  work 
in  a  quarry.  One  day  he  happened  to  see 
a  little  round  rough  stone  on  the  ground  and 
he  took  his  hammer  and  split  it  into  two. 
To  his  surprise  and  joy,  he  beheld  inside  a 
picture  of  the  bones  of  a  tiny  fish,  and  a. 
shadow  of  the  very  iish  itself.  It  had  once 
been  a  real  fish  and  this  stone  was  its  tomb. 
Once  it  lived  and  swam  like  other  fish  in 
some  stream.  And  then,  on  an  evil  day,  it 
was  wrapped  round  by  dust  of  lime,  and  shut 
in,  until  the  moment,^  hundreds,  perhaps 
thousands  of  years  after,  when  the  Cromarty 
boy  brought  it  out  again  into  the  light,  its 
flesh  all  wasted  away,  its  bones  turned  into 
stone  and  only  a  shadow  of  its  form  re- 
maning. 

The  boy  felt  as  if  he  had  suddenly  passed 
into  fairy  land.  He  could  not  have  been 
more  astonished  if  he  had  found  a  king's 
palace.  Here  was  a  rough-looking  pebble  at 
his  feet,  and  yet  inside  of  it  was  this  picture 
of  the  fish  silently  telling  the  stoiy  of  its  life 
and  death. 

Now  it  is  to  a  little  heap  of  pebbles  like 
that  I  should  liken  this  Epistle  of  Jude,  which 
we  have  read  for  our  lesson  lo-day.  It  is  a 
rough,  hard  to  read,  hard  to  understand  part 
of  the  New  Testament.  It  is  not  easy  read- 
ing for  grown-up  people.  It  is  far  from  easy 
reading  to  you;  but-it  has  many  beautiful 
sayings  in  it.  It  has  single  verses  which  have 
been  acomfort  to  the  people  of  God  ever  since 
they  wne- written.  And  it  has  one  saying 
which  even  children  should  be  able  to  under- 
stand. It  is  a  saying  in  the  verse  in  which 
Jude  declares  that  he  had  given  all  dil^ence 
to  write  unto  them  of  the  Coomion  Salvation. 

'■'  The  Common  Salvation." — That  is  the 
saying  which  a  child  may  understand,  and  in 
wjiich  I  wish  to  help  you  to  be  glad.  It 
lies  in  the  heart  of  this  third  verse  as  beauti- 
ful, as  great  a  miracle,  as  the  picture  which 
Hugh  Miller  found  in  the  heart  of  his  pebble. 
And  it  has  a  far  finer  story  to  tell. 

It  tells  the  story  of  the  good  thing  which 
Jesus  brought  down  from  heaven.  And  what 
it  tells  concerning  that  good  thing  is  that  it  is 


"common" — "the common  salvation."  Will 
you  try  to  understand  what  is  meant  when  a 
good  thing  like  salvation  is  described  as  com- 
mon? Sometimes  on  the  summer  evenings  I 
am  so  fortunate  as  to  meet  you  walking  like 
myself  on  the  moor.  Did  you  ever  think  of 
asking,  why  the  moor  is  called  "the  common?" 
It  is  because  it  is  comnjon  property.  It  is 
ground  that  belongs  to  everybody.  All  the 
people  of  the  town  have  the  use  of  it,  to  walk 
on,  as  if  it  were  their  own;  and  the  poor 
cottagers  living  around  the  edge  of  it  may 
bring  their  cows  and  donkeys,  their  sheeji 
and  geese  to  feed  on  it.  It  is  common  to  us 
all. 

In  the  same  way  is  this  good  thing  which 
has  come  down  from  heaven  common  to  us 
all.  It  is  the  common  salvation  ;  it  is  com- 
mon to  rich  and  poor,  to  black  people  and 
white.  It  is  the  one  same  salvation  by  which 
everybody  who  will  may  be  saved.  The 
saved  who  are  now  in  heaven  were  saved  by 
it.  The  saved  who  are  still  on  the  e.irth 
have  been  saved  by  it.  It  is  salvation  for 
the  whole  world— for  whosoever  will  have  it. 

And  that  is  the  same  thing  with  saying  that 
Christ  is  a  Saviour  for  everybody— for  every 
soul  who  is  willing  to  have  Him.  He  is  the 
common  Saviour,  the  Saviour  free  to  all  the 
world,  whom  all  the  world  may  have.  A 
Saviour  not  of  good  people  only,  nor  of 
bad  people  only ;  but  of  good  people  and 
bad  people  in  common  :  the  Saviour  in  whom 
bad  people  will  find  salvation  from  their  bad- 
ness, in  whom  good  people  will  find  goodness 
better  than  the  goodness  they  have.  The 
common  Saviour.  The  Saviour  whom  every- 
body may  have  and  be  brought  to  heaven  by. 
That  is  what  is  meant  when  it  is  said,  that 
the  good  thing  biought  dowa  fion^jhcaven 
by  Jesus  is  the  commoa  salvation.  It  Is  the 
same  thing  os.is  aieaaj;  in  that  .verse  where 
it  is  said:  "Let  him  that  is  athirst  come: 
and  whosoever  will,  let  him  take  the  water 
of  life  freely." 

Now  to  help  you  to  understand  how  good 
for  us  it  is  that  there  is  a  common  salvation, 
I  will  tell  you  one  of  the  wonderful  stories  in 
the  Acts  of  the  Apostles.  At  the  time  when 
the  things  took  place  which  are  told  in  th-; 
Acts,  a  man  was  in  Ethiopia  who  was  very 
anxious  to  be  saved.  The  wish  to  be  saved 
was  in  him  like  a  great  thirst  in  his  heart. 
But  there  were  two  things  that  stood  like 
a  wall  in  his  way.     He   thought   that   it 
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was  only  in  Jeiusalem  salvation  was  to  be 
found,  and  that  it  was  only  Jews  who  could 
£nd  it.  Now  he  was  not  a  Jew,  but  a  far-off 
Ethiopian.  He  had  money ;  he  had  horses 
and  chariots  ;  he  had  friends  ;  the  Queen  of 
Ethiopia  was  his  friend  ;  but  he  was  without 
salvation.  A  gieat  sorrow  lay  upon  his  soul. 
At  last  he  resolved  to  go  to  Jerusalem  and  see 
whether  it  could  not  begot.  He  thought,  "If 
only  1  can  go  near  the  Temple  of  the  Jews  I 
may  be  admitted  among  the  saved."  But  it 
was  not  so.  He  eame  to  Jerusalem.  He 
saw  the  Temple.  He  got  a  Bible.  But  he 
was  not  admitted  among  the  saved.  The 
wall  was  in  Jeniisakm  too.  Salvation  was 
only  for  the  Jews,  he  thought ;  only  tor  white 
people,  and  he  was  a  Gentile  and  black.  So 
with  a  heavy  heart  he  turned  his  face  to 
Ethiopia  again ;  and  he  left  Jerusalem,  and 
was  on  the  very  road  that  led  to  his  home. 
But  God  was  watching  over  this  earnest 
seeking  soul ;  He  sent  Philip  the  Evangelist 
to  him.  And  Philip  told  him  all  the  new 
glad  tidings  about  Christ.  He  told  him  that 
the  wall  which  had  divided  Jews  and  Gen- 
tiles  was  broken  down ;  that  Christ  had  died 
for  Ethiopians  as  well  as  for  Jews;  that  He 
had  brought  down  from  heaven  a  salvation 
that  was  common,  and  that  if  he  wished  ho 
might  have  the  Saviour  and  salvation  there 
and  then.  And  there  and  then  this  Ethio- 
pian accepted  both,  and  in  a  nver  near  by 
he  was  baptized.  And  tlien,  with  all  his  sad- 
ness gone,  and  with  a  heart  filled  with  joy, 
he  continued  his  journey  home. 

I  want  next  to  make  plain  to  you  that  it  is 
a  very  happy  thing  for  yourselves  that  there 
is  a  common  salvation.  Sunday,  I  know,  is 
sometimes  a  hard  day  for  you,  especially  the 
part  of  it  you  spend  in  the  church.  Service 
and  sermon  seem  long  to  you,  and  when  you 
return  to  your  homes  you  say,  "  We  did  not 
understand  what  was  said."  That  will  some- 
times happen.  What  is  plain  and  easy  for 
the  grown-up  people  will  often  be  hard  and 
dark  for  you. 

But  do  not,  for  all  that,  allow  yourselves 
to  think  that  the  Saviour  is  only  for  those  who 
understand  the  sermon.  He  is  the  Saviour 
of  children  all  the  same  as  of  grown-up 
people.  Heis  thecommonSaviour— aSaviour 
for  fathers  and  mothers,  a  Saviour  for  chil- 
dren as  well. 

I  read  not  long  since  of  a  little  girl  of 
nine  years  old  into  whose  heart  came  this 
very  thought.  She  said  to  her  mother 
Sunday,  "  Is  Jesus  a  Saviour  for  children  of 
nine  years  old?" — "But  why  do  you  ask  such 
a  question  as  that?"  the  mother  said. — "  "■ 


cause  our  minister  was  offering  salvation  to 
the  big  people  this  morning ;  but  he  did  not 
offer  it  to  me." 

My  dear  children,  Christ  is  a  Saviour  for 
nine  years  old  as  much  as  for  nineteen  or 
ninety.  He  was  nine  years  old  Himself  once. 
He  is  the  common  Saviour.  He  is  the  Saviour 
for  people  who  have  grey  baits,  and  for  you 
who  have  still  the  flowing  locks  of  youth.  He 
has  salvation  for  boys  and  girls  of  all  ages. 
He  has  salvation  for  the  baby  in  its  mother's 
arras.  And  it  is  this  very  thing  He  meant 
when  He  said,  "Suffer  the  little  children  to 

me  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not." 

But  you  will  not  always  be  children.  Soonei 
than  you  can  imagine  you  will  be  old  and  grey- 
haired.  And  it  may  come  to  be,  as  you  rise  in 
years,  that  you  shall  be,  in  the  good  providence 
of  God,  set  over  homes  where  you  will  have 
servants  under  you,  or  over  work-places  where 
you  will  have  work-people  to  rule. 

If  such  a  lot  should  ever  fall  to  you,  I 
hope  that  God  may  give  you  grace  to  remem- 
ber what  has  been  said  to  you  to-day.  Do 
not  fall  into  the  evil  way  of  thinking  that 
there  is  a  waJl  dividing  you  from  the  humble 
people  who  serve  you.  Christ  has  thrown 
down  all  such  walls  for  ever.  He  is  the 
Saviour  for  servants  as  well  as  for  those  who 
employ  them.  And  the  salyation  He  died  to* 
bring  near  is  common  to  them  and  you, 
and  as  free  to  them  as  to  you.  Try  even 
now  to  think  of  the  servants  that  do  you  so 
many  services  in  your  father's  house  as  people 
for  whom  Jesus  died.  For  in  Christ's  king- 
dom there  is  no  respect  of  persons,  and  what 
He  offers  to  rich  and  poor  alike  is  a  common 
salvation. 

SECOND  EVENING. 


"  For  I  say  unto  you,  through  the  grace 
given  unto  me,  to  every  man  that  is  among 
you :  Not  to  think  of  himself  more  highly 
than  he  ought  to  think."  It  was  the  Apostle 
Paul  who  said  this.  He  says  it  in  his  letter 
to  the  Roman.  Church.  You  cannot  help 
feeling,  in  reading  it,  that  he  is  very  earnest 
in  saying  it.  He  had  seen  as  he  went  up  and 
down  among  the  Churches  that  it  was  a  thing 
which  much  needed  to  be  said.  Those 
were  the  first  Churches,  and  the  people  who 
belonged  to  them  had  not  been  Christians 
long.  There  were  many  things  they  could 
not  yet  understand.  And  perhaps  tiiey  did 
not  yet  understand  that  it  could  be  a  fault 
to  do  what  all  their  lives  before  they  had  been 
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doing,  to  think  more  highly  of  themselves 
than  they  ought  Bui,  as  I  hkve  said,  Paul  is 
very  earnest  ia  telling  them  that  this  thing 
ought  not  to  be.  And  in  another  of  liis 
letters — his  letter  to  the  Philippian  Church, 
he  says  what  may  be  called  the  other  half  of 
what  he  said  to  those  in  Rome :  "  Let  each 
esteem  other  better  than  themselves."  Paul 
saw  that  homes  would  be  happier,  and 
Churches  holier,  and  the  whole  world  better, 
if  only  those  two  things  could  be  done, 

Now,  as  often  as  I  read  those  words 
together,  three  thoughts  come  into  my  heart. 
First,  I  cannot  help  thinking  how  wonderful 
it  is  that  things  so  simple  as  not  thinking  too 
highly  of  ourselves,  and  thinking  more  highly 
of  others  than  of  ourselves,  should  have  such 
power  as  they  have.  Next,  I  think  that  they 
are  things  which  everybody,  if  they  set  them- 
selves to  it,  are  able,  by  God's  help,  to  do. 
And  then  I  am  filled  with  the  thought  of  the 
exceeding  goodness  of  God  in  putting  such 
simple,  such  easy  means  of  doing  good  into 
everybody's  power. 

I  really  believe,  therefore,  if  the  holy  Paul 
were  living  now  and  had  to  speak  to 
children,  it  would  be  such  words  as  these  he 
would  speak  : — "  You  need,  just  like  the  first 
Christians,  to  learn  how  simple  and  easy  the 
rules  of  Christian  life  are ;  and  how  close  to 
you,  young  though  you  be,  lie  powers  of  God 
by  which  you  can  be  working  for  God  and 
making  those  about  you  happy  every  day 
you  live."  Therefore  I  take  those  words  of 
Paul  for  my  sermon  -  for  you  to-day.  I  say 
unto  you,  dear  children,  through  the  grace 
given  unto  me,  to  every  one  who  is  among 
you,  not  to  think  of  himself  more  highly 
than  he  ought  to  think.  And  I  entreat  you, 
with  my  whole  heart,  this  very  day  to  begin 
and  let  each  esteem  other  better  than  them- 
selves. 

It  is  certain  misery  to  do  anything  else. 
The  life  that  acts  otherwise  is  the  evil  life  oi 
pride.  It  is  pride  that  leads  children  to  think 
no  other  children  are  so  good  as  they.  It  is 
pride  that  makes  it  difficult  to  see  the  good 
that  is  in  those  around  us.  More  than  anything 
else  in  in  evil  heart  is  this  evil  of  pride  a 
sorrow  to  God.  It  blinds  our  eyes  to  the 
good  that  is  in  God  Himself.  It  makes  us 
haughty,  and  envious,  and  scornful.  If  leads 
to  heartbreaks  in  families,  and  to  quarrels  in 
schools,  and  to  hatred  and  wars  with  nations. 
It  is  such  an  evil  that  it  can  turn  religion 
itself  into  a  thing  abominable  to  both  God 
and  man.  It  was  pride  that  made  the 
Pharisee  who  was  praying  beside  the  Publican 
iu  the  temple  to  say,  "  God,  I  thank  thee 


that  I  am  not  as  other  men,  or  even  as  this 
Publican." 

It  was  ray  good  fortune  not  long  ago  to 
hear  told  by  a  friend  some  wonderful  Ger- 
man stories.  And  one  of  these  brings  out,  so 
much  better  than  I  could  do,  the  miser)-  to 
which  pride  of  this  kind  leads,  that  I  shill 
try  to  re-tell  it  instead  of  preaching  a  sermon 
to  you  to-dayi 

In  a  certain  German  city,  many,  many 
years  ago,  lived  a  young  man  who  was 
an  organ-builder.  Nobody  could  build 
such  organs  as  his.  And  every  new  one  he 
built  was  better  than  the  one  before.  He 
was  called  the  master-builder. 

At  last  he  built  one  that  was  better  than 
all  the  rest.  He  called  it  the  Wonderful 
Organ.  It  was  so  made  that  on  cerlain 
occasions  it  could  play  of  itself.  The  occa- 
sions when  it  could  play  of  itself  were  when 
good,  right-hearted,  well-behaved  young 
people  came  into  the  church  to  be  matried. 
As  soon  as  two  such  young  persons  crossed 
the  threshold  of  the  church  the  organ  began 
to  play  of  its  own  accord.  But  if  either  the 
one  or  the  other  was  bad,  or  had  an  evil 
pride  in  the  heart,  it  did  not  play. 

When  the  young  master-builder  finished 
this  organ  and  got  it  built  into  its  place  in 
the  church,  he  said  to  himself,  "  My  fortune 
is  made  now,  and  I  shall  have  a  home  of  my 
own,  and  a  wife.  And  I  will  take  my  bride 
to  the  church  in  which  my  wonderful  organ 
is.  And  as  soon  as  we  cross  the  threshold 
it  will  burst  out  into  happy  music,  and  all 
the  people  will  say,  'That  is  the  wonderful 
organ,  and  this  is  the  master  who  built  it, 
and  she  who  is  beside  him  is  his  bride.' " 

So  he  went  one  day  to  seek  a  bride.  He 
went  to  the  fairest,  most  modest,  kindest  girl 
in  all  the  city,  and  he  said  to  her  that  he 
loved  her  and  wished  her  to  become  his 
bride.  And  she  gave  him  her  love,  and  the 
day  for  the  wedding  was  fixed. 

It  was  a  beautiful  day,  and  the  wedding 
guests  were  happy.  But  the  bridegroom 
kept  filling  his  heart  with  the  thought,  that 
so  soon  as  he  took  his  beautiful  bride  into 
the  church  his  organ  would  begin  to  play, 
and  all  the  people  would  say,  "  Listen  to  the 
wonderful  organ,  and  see!  the  builder  of  it 
is  there."  His  heart  was  filled  with  pride  in 
his  organ  and  in  himself,  so  tliat  there  was  not 
room  in  it  for  any  thought  or  feeling  besides. 

So  the  wedding  company  came  to  the 
church  door,  and  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride 
passed  in.  But  the  organ  did  not  play,  and 
its  silence  went  to  the  bridegroom's  heart  like 
a  knife.     "Have  I  made  a  mistake  in  my 
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choice?"  he  said  to  himself.  "  Is  this  fair- 
looking  maiden  not  fair,  □otgoodi'  Alas, 
for  me  this  day  I  " 

He  did  not  once  think  that  the  evil  which 
made  his  organ  silent  might  be  the  evil  of 
pride  in  himself.  The  smiles  went  out  of 
his  face ;  the  joy  went  out  of  his  heart ;  his 
warm  hands  got  cold  and  clammy.  He  went 
through  the  wedding  ceremony  like  a  dead 
man.  He  did  not  touch  the  wedding  break- 
fast ;  he  did  not  say  one  kind  word  that  whole 
day  to  his  bride;  he  only  kept  brooding 
over  the  evil  thought  that  the  fair  young 
creature  who  had  given  him  her  love  was 
not  fair  nor  good  at  heart.  And  with  this 
evil  thought  in  his  soul  he  stole  out  so  soon 
as  the  guests  were  gone  and  it  was  dark 
enough,  and  left  his  beautiful  bride  alone. 

He  went  from  street  to  street  till  he  got 
outside  of  the  walls.  Theo  he  took  the  road 
to  a  foreign  country  and  walked  all  that 
night,  and  the  night  following,  sleeping 
where  he  could  by  day.  At  last  he  came  to 
a  city  in  which  he  was  not  known,  and  there 
he  took  up  his  abode.  And  in  that  strange 
city  he  lived  for  many  years :  he  lived  till 
grey  hairs  were  beginning  to  show  themselves 
on  his  head.  And  still  he  thought  that  he 
was  in  sorrow  and  in  hiding  because  there 
was  evil  in  his  biide. 

One  day,  however,  when  all  those  years 
had  passei^  there  came  into  his  heart  a  great 
longing  to  see  his  native  city,  and,  if  it  might 
be,  his  bride  also,  once  more.  He  tried  to 
put  away  the  longing ;  but  it  would  not  be 
put  away.  So  at  length  he  said  to  himself, 
"  I  will  go  back  once  more  and  look  upon 
the  organ  and  upon  her."  And  with  that  he 
rose,  and  left  the  place  in  which  he  had 
been  living  so  many  years.  And  he  turned 
his  steps  to  the  city  in  which  he  had  left  his 
wonderful  organ  and  his  bride. 

At  last  he  saw  the  spires  of  his  native  city 
in  the  distance,  and  by-and-by  he  was  at  its 
gate.  So  eager  to  enter  it  was  he  now  that 
he  had  begun  to  run.  And  the  people  he  passed 
turned  round  and  looked  at  the  stranger  who 
was  running  as  if  for  his  life. 

As  he  tan  he  met  a  funeral  procession. 
The  people  walking  in  it  were  weeping,  and 
the  street  along  which  it  was  passing  was 
filled  with  people  also  weeping.  "Whose 
funeral  is  this  ? "  he  asked.  "  It  is  the 
funeral  of  a  saint,  of  one  who  has  been  as 
an  angel  in  the  city,  so  kind  was  she  to  the 
sick  and  the  poor."  Then  the  people  named 
her.  It  was  his  own  bride.  And,  oh !  then, 
in  the  poor  man's  soul,  fell  down  the  cruel 
wall  which  his  pride  had  built,  and  which. 


for  so  many  years,  had  kept  him  from  seeing 
the  spodess  purity,  the  holy  charity  of  his 
bride.  Then,  when  too  late  to  ask  her 
pardon,  he  beheld  the  worth  he  had  wronged. 
And  in  that  same  moment  he  learned  that 
it  was  the  pride  of  his  own  heart  which  had 
stilled  the  organ  on  the  wedding-day.  He 
trembled  from  head  to  foot  A  horror  of 
shame  and  humiliation  fell  upon  his  soul, 
tears  streamed  &om  bis  eyes,  ar.d  sobs  burst 
from  his  breast.  But  he  went  forward  among 
the  pall-bearers  and  begged  to  be  allowed  to 
help.  The  people  thought  he  was  some  poor 
workman  whom  their  dead  angel  had  helped. 

But  now  a  wonderful  thing  took  place. 
As  the  palt'bearers  with  the  body  crossed  the 
threshold  and  passed  forward  into  the  church 
the  great  organ,  of  its  own  accord,  burst  forth 
into  an  anthem  of  praise.  It  was  too  much 
for  ihe  poor  organ -builder.  Sick  at  heart 
because  of  his  sin,  and  faint  with  his  long 
journey,  he  sank  exhausted  at  the  base  of  a 
pillar.  He  had  spoiled  his  life  and  the  life 
of  the  dead  one  of  whom  he  had  not  been 
worthy.  Never  now  could  he  tell  his  sorrow. 
Never  now  could  he  give  or  receive  her  love. 
There  was  just  one  comfort.  He  knew  that 
God  had  foi^iveness  for  sinners  as  bad  as  he. 
And  he  seemed  to  hear  in  the  tones  of  the 
organ  the  very  tones  of  the  forgiving  God. 

As  the  people  were  about  to  lower  his 
bride's  cofRa-  into  the  grave,  he  was  seen  to 
grow  white  and  to  fall  forward  on  the  floor. 
Some  who  hurried  to  his  help  found  that  he 
was  already  dead.  And  by  some  token  about 
his  dress  or  person  they  discovered  that  this 
was  the  husband  of  the  saint  they  had  come 
to  lay  in  the  grave.  And  the  teaching  of 
God  fell  upon  their  hearts.  They  kept  back 
the  body  of  the  bride.  .  They  prepared  the 
dead  husband  for  burial.  And  they  laid 
them  together  in  the  same  grave.  And  as 
the  two  bodies  were  being  lowered  into  the 
grave,  the  organ,  of  its  own  accord,  began  to 
pUy.  It  played  such  an  anthem  as  had 
never  before  been  heard,  of  the  most  heavenly 
music.  But  after  that  it  was  never  known  to 
play  of  its  own  accord, 

TSIRD   EVENING. 

Opraini  Hyno!  "For  Tbj  mticf  ud  TIit  pace." 
Leuam!  Luke  ivl.  19-11.  Conctrndisg  Hjnui;  'Mcsul, 
tendei  •hcpheid,  hui  na.'' 

I  was  this  autumn  taken  by  a  young 
&iend  to  a  well  among  the  Northumberland 
hills,  which  is  known  by  the  name  of  "  The 
Wiihing  Well."  It  lies  in  a  lonely  valley, 
marshy  and  stony,  where  only  sheep  and 
cows  are  to  be  met.     To  this  well,   the 
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NoTthnnibriaiu  of  bmaer  days  used  to  come, 
and  standing  hj  its  brink,  silently  wish  the 
wish  of  their  heart.  And  as  thej  did  so  they 
said  to  themselves,  "  Our  wish  shall,  one 
day,  sooner  or  later,  come  to  pass." 

But  that  was  long  ago.  That  was  away 
back  in  times  when  people  believed  that  wells 
were  holy  places,  in  which  God  sometimes 
dwelt,  and  m  which  His  power  was  present 
to  heal  diseases,  and  even  to  take  sorrow  from 
the  heart.  In  those  days  it  came  to  be 
thought  that  this  particular  well  among  the 
Northumberland  hills  was  a  living  thing, 
which  had  an  ear  that  opened  into  the  car  of 
God,  and  that  every  wish  wished  at  its  brink, 
so  be  it  were  the  real  wish  of  the  heart,  would 
one  day  surely  be  fulfilled.  It  seems  mere 
folly  to  us  now.  And  although  young  people 
still  ^0  Mp  to  the  well  and  take  their  friends 
to  visit  it,  and  make  a  show  of  wishing 
the  wish  ot  their  heart  at  its  brink,  it  is  only 
as  a  bit  of  pleasure.  The  old  faith  in  it  is 
gone.  Aod  the  going  to  it  and  the  wishing  at 
its  brink  are  mere  forms  of  a  life  that  is  dead. 

But  as  1  stood  beside  it  with  my  young 
friend,  under  the  fast-gathering  shadows  of 
evening,  in  that  lonesome  valley,  with  not  a 
sound  to  break  the  stillness  of  the  place 
except  our  talk,  it  came  into  my  mind  that  in 
one  thing  at  least  it  was  not  altogether  a 
foolish  belief  which  the  old  people  had.  The 
wishes  of  people's  hearts  are  still  granted  to 
them.  Whether  they  wish  their  wishes  at 
holy  wells  or  no,  the  wish,  in  the  long  tun, 
comes  to  pass.  For  what  comes  out  in  the 
wish  of  the  heart  is  the  life  of  the  souL  And 
what  the  soul  wishes  for  is  a  prayer  that  goes 
at  once  into  the  ear  of  God.  And  that  is 
true  for  both  you  and  me.  And  that  makes 
it  needful  to  see  that  we  have  only  good 
wishes  in  our  hearts.  For  it  is  with  us  is 
with  the  old  Northumbrians.  What  we  truly 
wish,  what  we  wish  deep  down  in  the  heart 
where  only  God  and  our  own  thoughts  can 
enter,  that,  sooner  or  later,  that,  in  this  world 
or  the  next,  we  shall  certainly  receive. 

One  of  the  wonderful  stories  I  heard  from 
the  friend  I  mentioned  in  my  last  sermon, 
makes  this  truth  as  plain  as  day.  But  it  is 
only  3  little  echo  of  it  I  can  recall.  At  any 
rate,  I  cannot  tell  it  just  as  it  came  from  him. 

Away  out  in  the  Northern  Sea  of  Scotland 
stand  clusters  of  lonely  islands.  In  these, 
long  ago,  churches  were  few  and  far  between, 
and  many  of  the  islanders  had  to  go  to 
church  in  boats. 

On  one  particular  Sunday  a  little  crowd 
was  waiting  for  the  boat  And  among 
those  who  went  into  it  when  it  came  were 
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the  Laird  of  Higg,  and  a  poor  hind  who 
attended  to  sheep  ajod  ponies  in  the  winter- 
time, and  in  the  summer  went  out  to  fish. 

Now  the  captain  of  the  boat  saw  that  the 
wind  was  rising,  and  he  arranged  the  people 
in  the  seats  so  as  to  balance  the  boat  and 
make  it  sail  fair,  and  unfortimately  he  put 
the  L^d  and  the  hind  side  by  side  on  the 
same  seaL  The  I^d  was  very  angt;,  but 
he  could  not  show  his  anger,  for  the  hind  and 
he  were  members  of  the  same  churdi,  and 
although  the  hind  was  poor  and  poorly 
dressed,  he  was  greatly  esteemed. 

By-and-by  the  people  began  to  talk  about 
heaven,  and  about  the  happiness  they  ex- 
pected there. 

"  For  my  part,"  said  the  poor  hind,  "  if  I 
should  be  thought  worthy  to  enter  heaven  at 
all,  I  shall  be  thankful  to  sit  or  the  lowest 
footstool,  if  only  I  may  see  my  Saviour  from 
there.  I  want  nothing  but  to  look  on  the 
face  of  Christ  for  ever." 

"  I  should  want  a  great  deal  more  than 
that,"  said  the  Laird.  "  I  should  want  a  fine 
house  to  live  in,  and  plenty  to  cat,  and  fine 
clothes,  and  as  much  gold  as  I  could  count" 

He  was  going  on  to  tell  what  other  things 
he  wished  for,  when  a  strong  wind  suddenly 
smote  the  sails  and  put  an  end  to  the  conver- 
sation. And  before  the  captain  could  hinder 
it,  the  boat  was  driven  out  to  sea  and  they 
did  not  get  to  church  that  day. 

The  Laird  got  very  drowsy,  andbyand-by 
he  fell  into  a  deep  sleep.  And  in  his  sleep 
he  had  this  dream.  He  dreamed  that  he  and 
the  poor  hind  had  died  and  were  on  their 
way  together  to  the  gate  of  the  other  world. 
And  he  began  to  question  the  hind  about 
their  conversation  in  the  boat.  "  Do  you 
really  mean,"  he  .said,  "  to  ask  for  nothing 
when  you  come  to  heaven,  but  to  sit  on 
a  footstool  and  look  on  the  face  of  Christ  ?  " 
"  If  I  only  may  be  admitted  to  such  bliss,  I 
shall  be  for  ever  thankful,"  said  the  hind. 

Then  they  came  to  the  gate.  The  poor 
hind  was  too  timid  to  knock.  He  only  gave 
a  tiny  little  tap,  as  if  he  were  not  worthy  even 
to  do  that.  But  the  Laiid  seized  the  great 
knocker,  and  made  it  bang  again  and  again. 
Aad  immediately  the  gate  was  opened  and  an 
angel  came  out.  He  looked  kindly  at  the 
hind,  but  not  so  kindly  at  the  Laird.  But  he 
said  to  both,  "  Come  in."  Then  he  brought 
them  into  a  large  round  hall,  with  more  than 
a  thousand  doors  opening  into  diiferent  pas- 
sages all  round.  And  aAer  looking  at  them 
silently  for  a,  little,  he  said, "  In  this  world 
people  receive  what  they  have  wished  for  in 
the  world  below.    Kecall  the  wish  that  was 
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the  wish   of  your  very  heart  below.    And 
what  you  ask  for  you  rfiall  have." 

The  Laird  did  not  wait  to  hear  what  hia 
poor  neighbour  might  ask.  He  answered  at 
once  aud  said,  "  I  want  a  marble  palace  to 
live  in,  green  velvet  edged  with  gold  to  wear, 
a  fine  banquet  every  day,  and  as  much  gold 
as  I  can  coant" 

"  You  shall  hate  all  these,"  said  the  angel. 
So  he  opened  one  of  the  thousand  doors 
and  led  him  io.  Before  him  was  a  magnifi- 
cent palace  of  marble  whose  doors  opened 
receive  him.  In  the  dressing-room  were 
robes  of  green  velvet  edged  with  gold.  In 
the  dining-room  the  table  was  covered  with 
the  richest  food.  And  the  cellars  were  tilled 
with  gold.  When  the  angel  had  shown  him 
all  these  things  he  left  bim.  But  the  LEurd 
noticed  tliat  he  locked  the  door  of  the  palace 
as  he  went  out. 

A  year  went  past.  Ten,  twenty,  a  hundred 
years  went  past.  And  still  the  banquets 
were  spread.  And  the  rich  dresses  were 
provided.  And  the  cellars  remained  full  of 
gold.  But  the  Laird  was  not  so  happy  as  he 
had  expected  to  be. 

One  day  he  heard  a  key  turn  in  the  lock, 
and  the  angel  entered.  "  How  are  you  get- 
ting on  in  your  marble  palace?"  said  the 
angel.  The  Laird  replied,  "  I  did  not  expect 
heaven  would  be  dull  like  this."  "  Heaven  I  " 
exclaimed  the  angel.  "You  surely  do  not 
think  that  this  is  heaven  ?  You  are  in  hell." 
The  Laird  began  to  tremble,  "  Could  I  see 
heaven  from  here?"  he  asked.  The  angel 
led  him  up  to  the  topmost  tower  of  the 
palace,  and  drew  out  a  slate.  A  ray  of  the 
most  beautiful  light  came  through  and  made 
all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  on  the  walls  of 
the  tower.  "  If  you  fix  your  eye  at  that 
opening,  and  let  it  travel  along  the  ray  of 
light,  at  the  far  end  of  it  you  will  have  a 
glimpse  of  heaven."  Standing  on  his  tiptoes 
he  steadied  his  eye  at  the  open  space  and 
looked.  Far  away  he  beheld  a  throne,  the 
most  glorious  he  had  ever  dreamed  or  heard 
of,  and  on  the  throne  a  form  more  beautiful 
than  he  had  words  to  describe.  And  he  also 
saw  sitting  on  a  footstool  near  the  throne  the 
hind  he  had  despised,  gazing  at  the  face  of 
God,  and  his  own  face  filled  with  signs  of 
peace  and  joy.  He  was  about  to  put  some 
more  questions  to  the  angel  when  he  found 
that  he  was  gone,  and  even  at  that  moment 
locking  the  palace  door.  A  great  horror 
took  hold  of  him.  He  felt  himself  trembling 
irom  head  to  foot.  He  tried  to  cry  on  the 
angel  to  come  back,  but  not  a  sound  would 
come  into  bis  lips.    The  last  thing  of  his  j 


dream  he  remembered  was  that  he  fell  on 
the  floor  of  the  tower  room  and  hid  his  face 
in  his  hands. 

When  he  awoke  he  found  himself  still  sit- 
ting iu  the  boat.  His  head  had  fallen  on' 
his  poor  neighbour's  shoulder,  and  the  kind 
man  had  made  a  pillow  for  it  there.  How 
thankful  the  Laird  now  felt  tliat  he  was  still  . 
on  this  side  of  the  grave  !  How  sinful  now 
seemed  to  him  the  pride  which  wanted  a 
marble  palace  instead  of  God  !  And  how 
poor  and  mean  looked  in  his  own  eyes  the 
arrogance  and  hard-heartedness  with  which  he 
had  regarded  the  humble  hind  ! 

I  do  not  know  all  that  happened  to  the 
Laird  in  bis  after  life.  But  on  that  Sunday 
evening  when  the  boat  got  back  into  the 
harbour,  he  asked  the  poor  hind  to  come  up . 
with  him  to  his  house,  and  dine  with  him. 
Then,  when  they  were  alone,  he  asked  him 
to  pray  for  him.  And  when  they  were  about 
to  part,  he  lifted  the  hand  of  the  poor  hind 
to  hia  lips  and  kissed  it  gently. 

It  was  observed  in  after  days,  when  the 
Laird  prayed  with  his  family,  that  every 
morning  he  asked  for  grace  to  enable  him 
and  his  that  day  to  set  their  hearts  on  the 
things  of  God.  And  that  is  the  prayer  I 
commend  to  each  of  you.  Ask  help  from 
God  to  wish  from  the  heart  the  things  which 
He  would  have  you  to  wish ;  the  things  which 
are  at  His  right  hand  in  the  heavenly  places. 
Tliat  is  the  wish  you  will  be  glad  to  have 
wished  when  your  earthly  life  is  ended ;  that 
also  is  the  wish  whose  fulfilment  will  be  your 
portion  in  the  very  heaven  of  God. 

FOURTH  BVENINO. 

CbitdrcDofJciosal™."    L«Jon; 


Opening Hnon:  "Cbitdrcn  of  Jci 
iii.  9—1^.    CDndndiDEr  Uymn:    " 


It  is  only  a  little  story  I  am  to  tell  you 
day.     It  is  a  story  I  found  in  a  ballad. 
But  whether  it  is  a  parable  story,  or  s 
thing  that  really  happened,  1  must  not  say. 
It  is  a  good  story  either  way;  and  it  is  true 
at  the  heart. 

It  is  the  story  of  Peter  Forschegnind,  a 
holy  man,  who  lived  with  other  holy  men  in 
a  house  at  the  edge  of  a  forest,  hundreds  and 
hundreds  of  years  ago. 

Although  Peter  was  a  man  in  years,  and, 
-._  you  will  see,  a  holy  man,  he  was  only  a 
child  in  understanding.  He  had  the  thoughts 
of  a  child.  And  specially  he  had  one  thought 
which  almost  every  child,  at  some  time  or 
another,  has.  It  was  the  thought  of  eternity. 
As  he  walked  among  the  trees  in  the  forest  he 
kept  thinking  to  himself,  how longetemity  must 
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be.  And  he  would  say,  "  A  huodred  years  is 
nothing  to  it,  nor  a  hundred  to  that.  It  is  hun- 
dreds; and  hundreds,  and  hundreds  of  years," 

Now  this  was  not  an  idle  thought.  Peter 
knew  that  eternity  and  heaven  were  joined 
together,  and  his  idea  of  heaven  was,  that 
it  was  endless  praising  of  God.  And  what 
troubled  him  was  this,— and  it  was  only 
about  himself  he  was  troubled ;  that  in  the 
long  flow  of  the  years  that  never  end,  he 
might  become  weaiy  of  praising  God. 

"  I  am  not  so  holy  as  ihe  others  beside 
me  are,"  he  thought.  "  There  will  be  no 
danger  for  them  of  tiring  in  their  songs ;  but 
for  me,  so  weak  as  I  am,  there  will  be  danger. 
For  eternity  is  long — so  long,  and  to  be  ever, 
«ver,  ever  praising  God  might  at  last  tire  out 
my  spirit." 

Thinking  this  thought  one  day,  and  indeed, 
being  very  much  burdened  in  spirit  about  it, 
he  went  out  to  walk  among  the  trees  of  the 
forest  It  was  spring-time,  the  new  buds  and 
little  leaves  were  twinkling  on  the  branches ; 
the  sun  was  shining  overhead  and  the  aii 
was  fresh  and  warm.  Peter's  heart  rose  up 
in  thanks  to  God.  "  What  a  beautiful  world 
it  is,"  he  said ;  "  how  kind  is  the  good  God 
to  give  us  a  world  so  fair !  Those  trees  are 
pictures  of  Himself;  they  stand  up  so  straight, 
SO  strong,  so  beautiful,  and  the  birds  make 
their  home  among  their  branches,  just  as  we 
should  make  our  home  in  His  love.  And 
here  is  spring  once  more  on  the  earth  ;  winter 
is  gone,  and  the  time  of  the  singing  of  birds 
has  come."  Even  as  he  was  saying  these 
things  to  himself,  the  birds  were  singing  their 
joyous  songs  as  they  flew  hither  and  thither 
building  their  nests.  "  If  earth  be  so  beauti- 
ful," he  said,  "how  much  more  beautiful 
heaven  must  be  I " 


he  felt  himself  once  more  wondering  whether 
in  heaven  it  would  not,  by-and-by,  after  a 
long  while  perhaps,  but  too  certainly  during 
the  eternal  years,  became  a  weariness  to 
feeble  spirits  like  his,  to  be  always,  always 
singing  to  God. 

While  this  thought  was  passing  through 
his  mind,  he  heard  a  sound  such  as  he  had 
never  heard  before ;  it  filled  the  woods  and 
sent  its  echoes  far  and  near.  It  was  a  litUe 
bird  that  God  had  sent  to  him  from  heaven. 
Such  a  song  never  was  sung  by  bird  before ; 
so  soft,  so  dear,  and  low  and  loud  by  turns. 
It  was  as  if  an  angel  sang  ;  it  was  as  if  every- 
thing in  heaven  and  earth  had  begun  to  sing; 
or  as  if  the  resurrection  morning  were  come 
and  risen  saints  were  singing  for  joy  that 


they  had  left  their  graves.  Peter  could  not 
listen  enough;  ears  and  eyes,  and  heart  andi 
body  were  ravished  by  the  littlt  bird  and  its 
song.  He  felt  as  he  had  never  felt  in  his 
life  before ;  he  seemed  not  to  be  walking  in 
the  wood  at  all,  but  on  the  clouds ;  and  the 
whole  place  seemed  to  him  to  be  bathed  in 
the  light  of  the  presence  of  God. 

However,  at  last,  the  sun  began  to  set; 
the  shadows  of  evening  were  gathering :  he 
remembered  that  it  would  be  time  for  Even- 
song, and  he  forced  himself  away  from  the 
music  and  hurried  back  to  the  house. 

As  he  approached  he  saw  that  everything 
was  changed  a  tittle.  It  was  the  same 
bouse  and  yet  not  the  same.  At  the  gate 
he  met  a  young  man  dressed  in  the  same 
kind  of  dress  he  himself  had ;  but  his  iace 
be  had  never  seen.  As  Peter  was  about  . 
to  open  the  gate  the  young  man  s^d  to  him, 
"  Who  are  you  ?  You  act  like  one  at  home 
here,  yet  you  are  a  stranger." — "  I  ?  "  said 
Peter,  in  great  astonishment ;  "  I  am  Peter 
Forschegrund,  And  this  has  been  my  house 
for  years." — "  Forschegrund !  Peter  Forsche- 
grund I  "  answered  the  young  man,  trying  to 
remember  a  name  he  had  once  heard. 
"That  is  the  name  of  the  holy  man  who 
went  out  from  this  house  more  than  a 
thousand  years  £^0  to  meditate  and  pray  in 
the  forest  and  never  came  back." 

Awbilc  Kood  Peter  itood  imucd, 

ThoD  ejs  ud  hand)  to  heaven  he  laiied  1— 

■'  O  God,  hov  plain  it  now  tei-ealed 

TbB  follT  in  thii  hnirt  nonce^ilcii 

TliT  linniL  umot  dared  to  deem 

Eleraily  too  long  mijhlM^n. 

Spent  in  the  iDnuiDe  of  Thy  ikcb 

In  ihoding  forth  11]}  cndleu  praise. 

And  vet  wbeo  'Hiou  didit  coadacead 

One  teatenlv  meiteiinr  to  lend, 

Only  a  bird  from  pAndiie, 

WtSioImH^s  S^at  e''ncha"iag  Uj, 

A)  If  but  half  I  snranier  dar, 

A  thouund  fcan  bive  paued  awaj  1  * 

If  the  thought  which  troubled  Peter  Fors- 
chegrund troubles  any  child  to  whom  I 
speak  to-day,  the  years  will  come  when 
God  will  help  you  to  put  it  away.  There 
will  be  no  weariness  in  heaven.  God  has 
other  ways  of  employing  His  children  besides 
singing  His  praise.  But  whatever  our  em- 
ployments may  be,  neither  in  praise  nor  in 
service  shall  we  grow  faint  or  weary.  Pleasant 
though  it  is  to  be  young  and  on  earth,  it  will 
be  more  pleasant  in  heaven.  And  the  hap- 
piest hours  you  liave  ever  had  here  will  seem 
less  happy  than  the  joyful  times  which  await 
you  there.  For  the  heart  there  will  be  filled 
with  the  sense  of  God's  love  to  us,  and  with 
love  to  Christ  who  opened  the  gate  of  heaven 
to  us.  And  to  have  those  two  loves  in  the 
heart  is  to  have  the  life  of  heaven. 


OUR  ANNUAL  SURVEY. 


A  GLANCE  AT  THE  "YEAR  1881. 
>\  S  the  year  l83i, — which  to  many  of  us,  who 
have  been  busily  occapied,  leems  to  hive 
began  its  cooise  only  the  other  day, — is  now  rapidly 
Hearing  its  close,  we  this  month  somewhat  enlarge 
tbe  nnial  scope  of  our  Survey,  glandng  back  at  a 
few  of  tbe  ptindpal  featnres  of  the  history  of  the  year 
^hich,  solar  aiouT  woric  is  concerned,  has  gone. 

In  any  snrainaiy  of  a  year's  events  (he  thoughts  of 
most  men  vill  first  of  all  revett  to  the  ravages  which 
have  been  mode  by  death.  The  year  1881  has  cer- 
taiolybeen  memorable  in  this  respect.  The  English- 
speaking  world  began  it  in  view  of  tbe  then  newly 
made  grave  of  George  Eliot,  and  under  the  sense  of 
the  loss  >  of  one  who  was  intellectually  perhaps  the 
greatest  Englishwoman  who  ever  wrote.  When  she 
passed  away,  in  the  last  days  of  1S80,  it  <ras  as  if  a 
"  blight,  particular  stai "  had  fallen  from  the  firma- 
ment Although  we  could  join  with  those  who  paid 
their  tribute  to  hei  memory,  and  professed  their 
admintioD  and  gratitude  for  her  work,  we  have  often 
wished,  IS  we  bare  laid  down  her  volumes,  that  she 
had  bad  some  less  sorrowful  message  for  the  worid. 
Her  genius  was  embarrassed  by  a  philosophy  tinged 
with  ladneis  and  despair,  and  her  books,  with  all 
their  power,  sometimes  terrific,  of  analyzing  charac- 
ter, and  with  all  their  wisdom  and  suggesllveness, 
ladc  the  inspiration  which  come*  from  intelligeDtfiaiih 
in  Christ. 

On  the  sth  of  February  another  of  our  greatest 
writers  was  taken  away,  after  a  prolonged  and 
remarkable  life — Thomas  Carlyle.  ,Hc,  too,  was 
lacking  in  the  generosity  and  bopefuloess  which 
belong  to  teachers  of  the  very  highest  order;  but 
he  enriched  our  literatore  by  contributions  in  which 
much  precious  gold  is  to  be  found,  although  tbe  ore 
is  often  rough,  and  the  dross  has  not  always  been 
taken  away.  He  was  a  stem  preacher  of  righteoos- 
nessandof  tbe  gospel  of  hard,  honest  labour,  and  he 
his  left  his  impress  on  the  thought  and  life  of  this 
century.  The  echoes  of  the  controversies  which  tlie 
posthumous  publication  of  some  of  his  writings 
occasioned  still  seem  to  linger  in  the  air,  and  there 
have  been  signs  that  the  unrestrained  outburst  of 
adulation  and  praise,  which  took  place  on  the  occasion 
of  his  death,  is  being  followed  by  a  reactionary  period 
of  andae  detraction  and  neglect.  But  with  all  his 
bults,  his  name  will  live  not  only  as  that  of  one  of  the 
most  interestiag  literary  figures  of  this  centnty,  but  as 
that  of  one  who  had  somelhing  of  mnch  importance 
to  say  to  his  generation,  and  who  said  it  in  the  inimi- 
table language  of  genina. 

Lord  BeaconsGeld,  whose  career  as  a  man  of  Utters, 
a  politician,  and  a  ttatetman,  had  so  long  attracted 
universal    attention — fascinating    many  minds,   and 


interest  and  sympathy  amongst  all  classes,  and  when, 
after  some  weeks  of  snfTering,  he  died,  there  was  a 
remarkable  manifestation  of  national  concern.  His 
death  has  removed  one  who,  for  some  fifty  ycar^,  bad 
compelled  a  large  share  of  public  observation,  and 
who,  duriug  a  great  part  of  that  time,  had  ezercijed 
a  very  appreciable  influence  opon  English  public 
opinion  and  life. 

Dealh  has  also  taken  from  our  midst  yet  another 
wnter  who  could  scarcely  be  reckoned  as  belonpng 
to  any  other  than  the  front  ranks  of  literature — Dean 
Stanley,  Although  he  had  crowded  much  work  into 
hislife,  itseemedlous.whenhesnccnmbedonthelSth 
of  July,  after  a  fevr  days  of  sharp  illness,  that  he  had 
been  cut  off  prematurely  in  the  midst  of  his  years.  It 
was  not  so,  no  doubt ;  but  if  it  had  been  the  will  of 
Providence,  how  gladly  would  we  have  had  liim  with 
us  a  little  longer,  to  throw  the  mantle  of  his  great 
charity  over  the  many  infirmities  which  ret-eat  them- 
selves in  our  ecclesiastical  and  religious  life,  and  to 
teach  us  alt,  yet  more  fuUy,  to  look  with  clearer  and 
more  kindly  eyes  for  that  profound  unity  which  under. 
lies  the  most  diverse  conceptions  of  Divine  truth,  and 
which  sapplies  so  many  arguments  in  favour  of  for. 
bearance  and  humihty  and  brotherly  love.  Dean 
Stanley  bad  endeared  himself  to  the  hearts  of  his 
countrymen  by  the  spirit  which  he  manifested  in  pre- 
siding over  the  great  Abbey  of  Westminster,  as  well 
as  by  the  many  accomplish ments  of  an  intellectual 
kind  which  qualified  him  to  adorn  that  high  position  ; 
and  bis  departure  has  left  a  blank  which  wilt  long  be 
felt  by  men  of  all  creeds  and  parties,  although,  hap. 
pily,  much  of  his  work  remains  and  will  t>e  an  enduring 
memorial  of  him. 

Others  also,  less   distinguished  in  some  respects 
than  those  we  have  named,  but  who  occufued  posi- 
tions of  vride  influence  and  usefulness  among  us,  and 
were  deservedly  honoured   and    beloved   for   their 
rks'  sake  by  the  public  at  large,  have  fallen  during 
this  year.     Sir  Charles  Reed,  M.P.,  was  suddenly 
snatched  away  on  the  a  jth  of  March,  in  the  midst  of 
his  varied  activitiss  as  a  public  man  nnd  a  philan- 
thropist.    Distinguished  from  his  j'outh  as  an  ardent 
fiietid  of  Sunday-schools,  and  as  an  earnest  supporter 
of  the  charities  with  which  his  father's  name  wilt 
always  be  associated,  in  bis  riper  age  he  threw  him- 
the  great  national  movement  on  behalf  of 
elementary  education.    On  the   14th  of  April,  the 
Dr.  Morley  Punshon,  whose  eloquence  as  a 
preacher  and  speaker  had  made  his  name  familiar  for 
many  years  in  every  part  of  the  country,  was  taken 
away,  to  the  profound  grief  of  the  Wesleyan  deno- 
ination,  with  wMch  he  was  officially  coimected,  and 
the  general  regret  of  the  religious  public.    Mr. 
Edward  Miall  died  in  a  good  old  age  on  the  39lh  of 
April,    During  his  life  he  had  taken  part  in  many  a 
■oversj-,  but  however  strong 


repelling,  or  at  least  bewildering,  others — died 

i^Lh  of  April.    This  is  not  the  place  for  an  estimate  '  the  antagonism  which  someof  the  measures  advocated 
of  his  character  and  work.   His  illness  eidted  intense    by  bim  excited,  his  unstained  honour  and  integrity 
X— 60  ' 
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commanded  £enera]  respect,  aod  he  did  much  to- 
wards  the  removal  of  those  civil  disabilities  attaching 
to  paTticular  religious  convictiam  and  professions, 
the  existence  of  which  he  ifas  a  means  of  teaching  all 

Omilling  reference  to  many  other  names  at  home, 
vbich  might  be  recalled  with  veneration  and  affec- 
tion, and  looking  abroad,  we  note  two  events  which 
may  be  said,  without  any  straining  of  language,  to 
have  thrilled  and  startled  the  whole  dvillsed  world, 
and    which    will    arrest   the     attention     of   many ' 
generationB  as  they  peruse  the  history  of  1 88 1 — the 
assassination  of  the  Czar  of  Russia  and  of  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States.     The  death  of  the  Ciar 
occurred  on  the  Ijlh  of  March,  and  was  the  result  of 
a  cruel  sod  cowardly  plot,  which  was  carried  out  only 
too  successfully.     As  the  Czar  was  driving  in  a  ca 
riage  in  the  streets  of  St.  Petersburg,  a  terrific  expli 
sioD  of  dynamite  took  place,  followed  immediately  by 
another.    The  Czar  was  fearrolly  wounded,  and  • 
pired  very  shortly  after  he  had  been  conveyed 
Ms  palace.      Russia,  indeed,  stands  in  sore  need  of 
reform*  of  many  kinds,  but  the  resort  to  crime  such 
as  this,  in  order  to  further  them,  is  as  politically  foolish 
as  it  is  morally  wicked  ;  and  we  fear  that  the  day  of 
Russia's  deliverance  from  administrative  corruptit 
as  well  as  from  other  evils  must  yet  be  tegaided  as  fir 
distant. 

That  the  crime  and  folly  of 
confined  to  coantries  in  which  despotisi 
aicendant,  and  in  which  the  Grst  principles  of  liberty 
are  scarcely  even  theoretically  understood,  was  only 
too  emphatically  ezempliSed  by  the  distressing 
ofa  few  months  later  from  the  United  States.  On 
the  2nd  of  July,  President  GarHeld  was  struck  down 
by  the  pistol-shot  of  an  obscure  political  adventurer, 
who  thus  blindly  sought  to  wreak  vengeance  for 
personal  disappointment,  and  to  advance  the  interests 
of  a  party  to  whicb  Geoeral  Garfield  was  in  prlncipli 
and  practice  heartily  opposed.  Through  eleven  weary 
weeks,  the  wounded  President  bore  up  against 
a  steadily  encroaching  destiny,  sustained  by  his 
own  Christian  faith  and  manly  fortitude,  by  the 
sympathies  and  prayers  of  America  and  England, 
and,  above  all  secondary  causes,  by  the  unsurpassed 
and  toQching  devotion  of  his  noble,  womanly  wife. 
Thinking  of  the  citraoidinary  impression  produced 
on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  by  his  tragic  fate,  and 
by  the  revelation  of  the  singular  gifts  and  noble- 
heirtednesa  which  that  tragic  fate  Was  the  means  of 
making  known  to  the  world,  we  cannot  but  express  the 
coofidencetfaatFresidetit  Garfield  didnotsufferand  die 
in  vain.  May  the  union  of  the  two  nations,  which 
has  been  cemented  by  this  great  sorrow,  never  be 
broken. 

In  the  course  of  the  year  we  have  bad  much  in  our 
own  affairs  to  disturb  our  national  self-complacency 
and  to  check  oar  tendency  to  boastfulness  and  pride. 
Our  Irish  difficulty  has  been  Mith  us  and  is  with  us 
still,  notwithstanding  the  strenuous  efforts  and  the 
legislative  activity  of  our  Government  towards  the 
Sister  Island.    We  are  unable  to  contemplate  the 


immediate  future  in  Ireland  without  misgiving  and 
alarm ;  and  yet  we  would  fain  hope  that  the  desire 
which  our  rulers  have  manifested  to  repair,  as'  far  as 
may  be,  many  andent  wrongs,  by  means  of  mea- 
sures which  perhaps  go  tieyond  the  strict  require- 
ments of  justice,  and  desene  to  be  characteriied  as 
genetoui  and  considerate  in  a  high  degree,  cannot 
but  have  a  soothing  effect,  and  prepare  the  way  for 
a  belter  day. 

When  the  year  dawned  npon  ns,  onr  tronblei  in 
South  Africa  seemed  to  be  thickening, '  and  the 
nation  was  soon  distteaed  and  exasperated  by 
the  tidings  of  oor  conflict  in  the  Transvaal.  It 
required  no  small  moral  ctntrage  on  the  pait  of  the 
British  Government  to  acknowledge  that  in  the 
annexation  of  tbe  country  of  the  Transvaal,  some 
three  years  before,  England  had  been  misled,  and 
liad  acted  on  imperfect  and  inaccurate  iniorma- 
lion ;  and  to  determine  to  retrace  the  talse  step,  and 
to  make  such  concessions  to  the  Boers  as  under 
thecircumstancesjnsdce  teemed  to  require.  Itisnot 
for  OS  to  discuss  here  the  policy  of  sodi  a  ptocedut ; 
opinion  will  differ  upon  that  point,  at  well  as  upon 
the  consrientioDs  obligations  involved  in  the  evenL 
But  the  magnanimity  of  the  concessions  made  can 
scarcely  be  questioned  by  ai^y  candid  mind.  It  would 
have  been  better,  of  course,  if  the  original  misappre- 
hension had  been  avoided ;  but  as  it  was  not  avmded 
it  was  well  that  it  sbonld  be  rectified.  In  private 
life  we  bU  recognise  this  kind  of  obiigatioii.  A  finely 
strung  moral  nalore  canncA  endure  the  idea  of  pei> 
sisting  in  a  wrong  course,  inadvertently  entered  upon, 
simply  because  it  would  appear  huniiliatiag  to  repair 
the  mistake.  And  is  not  tlut  whicfi  is  right  between 
individuals  in  matters  of  truthfulness  and  honoor, 
right  between  nations  alio  ?  It  will  be  a  Ixighl  day 
for  nations  when  this  principle  ii  faithful^  and  coor- 
ageousty  acted  npon. 

The  country  has  suffered  during  the  year  fiom  a 
continned  and  almost  universal  decline  of  agricultural 
prosperity,  and  from  severe  depression  in  commercial 
manufacturing  interests.  Tbe  harvest  of  iSSi 
has,  for  the  seventh  time  in  consecutive  years,  been 
considerably  below  the  average,  and  the  reports  from 
the  agricultural  districts  have  been,  and  still  are, 
melancholy  in  the  extreme.  Unfavourable  seasons 
appear  to  have  been  the  main  cause  of  the  losses  and 
veniences  which  tbe  country  has  thos  been 
called  upon  to  endore;  and  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  brighter  skies  and  in<n«  genial  temperature, 
daring  the  critical  months  npon  which  tbe  ripening  of 
the  crop*  depends,  would  do  nmcli  to  improve  odt 
agricoltural  position  and  prospects.  The  census  of 
the  year  has  afforded  striking  evidence  of  the  tendency 
of  rural  populations  to  fonake  ratal  districts  and  lo 
ike  up  their  abode  in  the  Urge  towns  and  eitieSf 
lany  of  which  are  now  assuming  •  portentous 
lagnitude,  fraught,  ax  associated  Ufe  on  such 
a  scale  has  always  been,  with  peculiar  perils  liom 
growing  artificiality  of  i  '     """" 

moral  restraints. 
Our  commerce  and  m 
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(tori  the  inevitable  cfamges  which  have  affected  agri- 
cuUare ;  but  also,  and  we  snipect  chiefly,  fiom  the 
collapse,  or  partial  collapae,  of  false  melhoda  and 
lictitions  prosperity.  Orer-trading,  gambling  specu- 
latioD,  sharp  practice,  and  extravagant  living  have 
had  much  to  do  with  many  of  the  bieak-downi  which 
we  have  witnessed  in  onr  commercial  drcles  and 
manufacturing  diilricts  daring  the  past  few  yean. 
It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  hard  trials  of  adverdty,  thus 
bcought  aboat,  have  not  been  wholly  without  thcii 
saJalary  cSect ;  the  nation  has  made  haste  to  be  rich, 
and  is  now  leaniing  its  folly.  Many  foieij^en  have 
found  that  to  sell  their  goods  they  have  to  assure 
their  costomers  that  they  ue  not  English.  Even 
conimeccial  gieatDess  cannot  be  lasting  without 
righteoasnesB.  Our  wont  enemies  are  dishonesty  in 
labour  and  tr^e. 

The  itoiy  irf  our  difficulties  and  decUoe  has  not, 
however,  been  wholly  unrelieved  by  brighter  episodes ; 
and  during  the  year  the  Stephenson  Cenleoary  has 
served  to  tcEnind  as  of  the  vast  strides  which  England 
has  made  within  the  present  centuiy  in  the  aits  of 
civilised  life,  while  the  occurrence  of  the  Jobilee  of 
the  British  Association  afforded  an  opportunity  for 
a  review  of  progress  in  science  which  reads  almost 
like  a  faiiy  tale.  One  great  benefit  derived  Irom  the 
observance  of  such  anniversaries  is  that  we  aie  thus 
led  to  take  a  wider  and  so  a  more  jnst  view  of  the 
condition  of  our  nation,  and  are  enabled  to  perceive 
that,  through  fluctuations  and  drawbacks,  throngb 
discouragements  and  difficulties,  a  real  advance  is 
being  made,  and  that  upon  the  whole  the  conditions 
of  human  life,  as  an  opportunity  for  useful  service  and 
for  the  realisation  of  high  possibilities  and  purposes, 
are  becoming  more  favourable. 

Among  the  events  of  the  year  more  immediately 

connected  with  the  religious  and  ecclesiastical  life  of 

the  country,  we  must  mention  first  of  all  the  pabh- 

cation,  in  the  month  of  May,  of  the  Revised  Version 

of  the  New  Testament,  upon  the  production  of  which 

a  select  company  of  scholars  had  been  engaged  for 

some  ten  years.     As   a  merely  literary  event,   the 

.     publication  of  this  volume  most  be  reckoned  the  most 

''     remarkable  of  modem  times,  perhaps  of  any  time,  in 

the  interest  with  wbich  it  was  regarded.    Upwards  of 

two  millions  of  copies  seem^^  to  he  caught  cp  as  soon 

'l     as  they  were  issufd  from  the  press,  affording  a  striking 

'      proof  of  the  mighty  bold  which  the  New  Testament 

has  obtained  over  intellect  and  heart  wherever  the 

'_      English   tongue  is  spoken,  and   at  the   same   time 

J     giving  an  impetus  to  the  stody  of  the  sacred  volnme 

'      which  caimot  but  be  productive  of  beneficial  results. 

'  '       There  is   nothing  to  record   in  the   way   of  any 

'^      the   regularly  organized   sections   of   the    Christian 

'  Cliurcii,  but  considerable  attention  has  been  attracted 
during  the  yeai  to  tlie  proceedings  of  a  body  of 
evangelists  who   have   adopted   the   name   of  "  the 

'  Salvation  Army."  The  leader  of  the  movement  is 
a  Mr.  Booth,  a  minister  who  was  formerly  connected 
with  one  of  the  Methodist  bodies,  and  who,  for  many 

J       Tears,  usisled  by  Mrs.  Booth  and  members  of  theu' 


family,  has  devoted  himself  to  evangelistic  work  in 
London  and  elsewhere,  among  the  "  dregs  "  of  our 
city  populations.  The  device  of  calling  his  band  of 
followers  an  "army,"  and  of  supplying  them  wilh 
pseudo-military  titles,  uniforms,  decorations,  banners, 
&c.,  was  one  likely  to  catch  the  fancy  of  the  unedu- 
cated classes,  and  has  been  used  with  great  success. 
The  ose  of  unconventional  language,  of  vigorous 
hymns,  and  the  opportunity  afforded  to  new  and 
young  converts  for  the  expression  of  their  emotions, 
and  the  free  exercise  of  such  gifts  of  speech  as  they 
may  possess,  have  helped  to  quicken  curiosity  and 
enthusiasm.  And  besides  all  this,  there  has  un- 
doubtedly been  an  earnest  strain  of  passionate  warn- 
ing and  appeal,  which  has  had  the  effect  of  rousing 
many  slumbering  consciences,  and  of  causing  many 
rude  and  hardened  sinners  to  cry  out  that  they  may 
escape  from  "  the  wrath  to  come."  The  work  has 
grown  largely,  and  it  has  secured  pecuniary  support 
to  the  extent,  it  is  understood,  of  more  than  ^50,000 
a  year.  The  perils  associated  with  an  enterprise  of 
this  kind  are  not  to  be  overlooked  ;  and  methods  of 
speech  and  action  are  not  necessarily  justified  by  out- 
ward signs  of  success.  Persons  of  wide  experience 
and  observation  will  not  readily  give  unreserved 
sympathy  and  approval  to  "the  Salvation  Army," 
and  yet  a  force  of  this  kind,  with  its  inegularilies, 
citiavagances,  and  perils,  may  serve  to  rebuke  the 
inglorious  and  unworthy  apathy  of  the  Churches,  and 
at  any  rate  to  remind  us  that  there  exists  amongst  us  a 
rude,  unlettered,  vice-practising  population  which  the 
Churches  have  scarcely  touched  by  their  chosen 
methods,  and  which  yet  needs  to  be  saved. 

The  Established  Church  is  still  perplexed  by  ques- 
tions of  divergency  in  ritual  and  doctrine,  aud  the 
prolonged  imprisonment  of  a  clergyman  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Manchester,  for  his  persistent  refusal  to 
obey  the  ruling  of  a  court  of  law  with  regard  to 
ritual  practices,  has  produced  a  painful  state  of  irri- 
tation in  the  minds  of  many  who  sympathize  with  bis 
views,  and  a  feeling  of  much  concern  on  the  part  of 
all  earnest  and  thoughtful  men.  The  Rev.  5.  F. 
Green,  the  clergyman  referred  to,  was  prosecuted 
under  the  Public  Worship  Act,  and  by  his  defiance  of 
the  ruling  of  the  court  in  his  case  became  guilty  of 
the  offence  technically  known  as  "contempt."  As 
the  law  stands,  and  it  is  difficult  to  say  that  the  law  on 
this  subject  is  unreasonable,  any  person  guilty  of 
contempt  of  court  is  liable  to  imprisonment  until  that 
contempt  is  "  purged,"  by  apology  and  promise  of 
absteution  from  o&ence  in  the  future.  Mr.  Green's 
conscience,  however,  will  not  allow  him  to  make  sub- 
mission in  this  form,  and  he  turns  a  deaf  ear  to  the 
conciliatory  suggestions  which  have  been  offered  to 
him  by  the  higliest  ecclesiastical  authorities  as  well  as 
by  the  bishop  of  his  own  diocese.  The  case  is  one 
which  cannot  be  regarded  with  satisfaction  either  as 
it  relates  to  the  state  of  the  law  or  of  the  Churcb,  or 
to  the  conduct  of  the  ciergyman  involved  in  it.  It 
seems  likely  that  it  may  lead  to  some  alteration  in  the 
law,  for  the  sake  of  avoiding  similar  scandals  and 
anomalies  in  the  future,  although  every  suggestion 
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wtiich  haa  jti  been  made  on  Ihe  nbject  xppean  to 
bebe*et  vUh  gnve  diOcaltie*-  Itiia  motepleuanc 
tuk  t0  obterre  Uut  Uw  icti^oa  eanieitoeB  lod 
aetttitjr  of  tlK  CluTch  tkoneboot  the  conntiy,  in  ^ 
^to  of  an  ■iiitUN'  dmnoo*  and  (fiflereaca,  have  ' 
beeo  wdl  Hn^aincd,  md  Ibe  recent  Cbnrch  Congrcn, 
beld  in  NewcaHle-OD-TTDC,  ba>  borne  witness  to  the 
increased  cotuideration  widcfa  bodi  clergy  and  laity  are 
P*in£  to  Ifcofe  gieat  practical  pioblem*  [Kesenled  in 
to  urgent  a  form  by  many  Mciiom  of  onr  popniatioa. 

The  nieetiii£  of  the  Metbodiit  CEcmncaical  Con- 
fiaence  in  X-ondon  in  the  cxdy  antDmo,  connsting 
of  leprncntatiTe  men  of  all  bodies  of  Uethodists 
in  Great  Biitain,  (he  Colonies,  ami  the  United 
States,  is  to  be  ranked  among  the  ecclenastieal 
and  leligioiis  events  of  the  year;  the  proceedings, 
which  consisted  of  discussions  upon  Tarions  impot- 
tant  practical  aspect!  of  the  religions  life,  were  not 
ofdy  interesting  in  themselves,  but  will  donbtteu 
hare  an  alMdiog  ud  Mimolating  effect  upon  the 
Methodist  commnnily  Ihronghout  the  world.  The 
Conference  has  certunly  astisted  in  enabling  the 
general  public  and  memben  of  other  Chntch  organi- 
zation* to  fotm  a  mote  distinct  and  adequate  idea  of 
the  leading  spirit  and  tendencies  of  Methodism,  as  it 
il  to-^y,  than  was  prerionsly  possessed.  The 
impreuion  produced  by  some  of  the  more  distin- 
guished Methodist  ministers  from  America  «u 
exceedingly  favourable,  and  there  were  many  sign* 
that  if  Methodism  ha*  not  wholly  escaped  the  perils 
which  beset  the  growth  of  a  powerful  ecclesiastical 
otganiiatioa,  it  yet  telains  in  no  small  degree  that 
■pirilnal  fervoor  and  (hat  active  ceal  which  tradition- 
ally belong  to  it,  and  which  have  m)  largely  contributed 
to  it*  success  in  the  past. 

Of  (he  minor,  but  yet  not  insignificant  events  of  the 
year,  affectbg  the  religion*  interests  of  the  metropolis, 
and  indireeUy  at  least  tboie  of  amucb  larger  area,  we 
may  mention  the  reopening  of  Exeter  Hall  aa  the 
central  home  of  the  Young  Men's  Chti^.-aii  Associa- 
tion. This  took  place  in  March,  exactly  tifty  year* 
after  the  building  was  lint  inaugurated.  The  pre*cr- 
vation  of  this  *tructure  for  religioui  and  pbilanthropic 
purposes  is  of  great  and  obvious  iiuportaticc,  atid  now 
tbatit  has  been  altered,  decorated,  and  fitted  up  with 
txccllent  judgment  and  taste — in  a  way,  indeed,  which 
remind*  u*  (hat  we  are  living  in  an  age  of  luxury 
rather  than  simplicity — it  forms  not  only  a  capital 
home  for  the  Young  Men's  Cbristian  Association,  in 
which  woric  of  untold  value  may,  and  we  trust,  will 
be  don*,  bat  also  a  most  convenient  place  of  assembly 
for  (he  Cbti*ti«Ji  and  philanthropic  societies  wliich 
have  so  long  been  in  the  habit  of  maldng  use  of  it  on 

We  have  left  ouraelve*  bnt  brief  apace  in  which  to 
refer  to  tbo  progres*  and  bistoiy  of  the  enterpiise  of 
Cliriitian  missions  during  the  year.  Anything  like  a 
comprehensive  summary  of  results  we  cannot  now 
(TciL-nd  to  give,  but  must  content  onnelves  by 
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tlunjry  atiD.nls  of  (he  year  have  contained  the  record 


oTaa  agitation  ow  the  sabject  of  stieel  podnig  in 
CalcnUa,  whid  at  one  time  inmcJ  Gkely  to  asame      l 
serious  significuKe.     The  muvuituM  ajyeits  to  bave 
t>ecn  merely  a  local  one,  oppositioB  to  this  limm  o( 
misrionary  effort  being  led  and  ptoowtrd,  profejanlly 
in  the  intereslx  of  public  order,  by  a  small  body  irf  tbe 
City  officials.    Hie  attempt  aroused  public  attention, 
and  it  speedily  collapsed  od  being  hioutkt  to  the 
notice  of  the  hi^ier  authorities  in  India.   The  dr- 
cumstancei  afand  to  have,  howtni,  led  to  some 
statements  and  tnqniiies  by  nuokMuria  and  othns 
on  the  whole  sobject  of  street  aad  bazcxr  pnadiing 
in  '"'^i'.  as  I  means  of  ■<«««*■  i ■!>»««■»£  Christian  tmiti, 
which  have  been  rod  by  many  in  this  counby  with 
much  interest  and,  we  may  add,  with  some  smpiise. 
It  appear*  that  in  India,  as  well  as  in  tUs  counliy, 
street  preaching  is  a  form  of  religioBS  activity  wbidi 
requires  wiser  and  more  carefnl  lupeivision  than  it 
sometime*  secnrei,  and  that  its  naefblaaa  is  not 
always  proportioned   to   its   abundance.     AnoUur 
feature  in  the  missionary  work  of  the  year  irtiicii  has 
impressed  us,  as  it  no  doubt  ha*  impreued  vhbj 
others,  very  greatly,  has  been  the  report  of  the  Nyina 
Misiim  in  Central  Africa.    The  jomnal*  and  Idten 
of  the  agents  of  the  Church   Uisnonaiy   Sodtt; 
there,  which  have  been  lately  published,  strike  m  u 
being  among  the  most  affecting  records  of  the  Idod 
which  we  have  read  ffu-  a  long  ticae.    They  are  the 
more  affecting  becanse  of  the  absence  of  any  attempt 
at  literary  finish  and  the  onconsdooiness  of  their  own 
teal  bermsm  which  the  writers  reveaL    Their  work 
is  indeed  pioneer  work,  and  imposes  a  strain  u 
faith  and  patience  of  the  severest  kind.    The  savige 
monarch,  King  Mtesa,  whom  Stanley,  the  African 
traveller,  introduced  in  the  newspapen  to  the  Btiliib 
public  by  a  somewhat  sensational  description,  turns 
out  to  be  a  barbarian  despot  of  the  most  repolnvetnK 
— cruel,  capricious,  cunning,  self-indulgent  to  lie  last 
degree.    As  to  religion,  he  simply  pUyi  last  aad 
loose  with  it,  to  suit  his  own  purposes,  bis  latest 
caprice  being  to  profess  himself  a  Mobammedan,  it 
is  believed  with  a  special  view  to  securing  tnde 
advantages  in    dealing   with    the    Arabs.      He  is 
absorbed  in  the  pursuit  of  the  slave  trade,  phmdet, 
and  the  gratification  of  his  passions,  and  indescribable 
miseries  and  hoirois  result  from  Ms  unrestrained  course 
of  action.    To  settle  down  under  the  shadow  of  in- 
fluences like  these;   to  struggle  irith  the  malarious 
effects  of  an   unhealthy  climate ;   to  grapple  with 
the  difficulties  of  an  uncouth  language ;  to  have  ii 
deal  with  people  in  whom  ignorance,  fear,  and  syce- 
phancy  alternately  reveal  themselves  as  the  domin^~ 
characteristics  ;  to  endure  want  of  food  as  well  as 
want  of  all  the  decencies  and  ameliaralioiu  of  c 
lised  life  and  the  comfort  and  help   of   Christian 
fellowship — these  are  the  trials  which  the  missionaTics 
of  Central  Africa  are  called  upon  to  endure ;   and 
when  such  trials  are  endured,  and  such  work  is  quietly   I 
and  patiently  and  bravely  done,  it  seems  as  if  tbe 
age  of  Christian  heroism  had  not  yet  entirely  departed 
from  the  world.  | 
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